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“A La Recherche du Temps Perdu”

I don’s think there ever has been 1 the whole of literature such on
example of the power of analysis, and 1 feel safe 1 saysng that there
will never be another.”—JosEFH CONRAD.

"The world of fashion 1 which Mareel Proust spent hus youth and
early manhood saw nothing of him during the last thirteen years of
his hfe, A vicum of chranic 1llness, he barncaded himself in his
apartment, swathed himself Like an Egyptian mummy, drew his
A R R R N A U
the guidance of the KoMan Latholic Lhuren An 2ssociation 1 ihe
1890’ with some of the aesthetes of that period resulted m the
publication of a review, to which Proust contributed some juvenile
prose and verse, Thereafter the fashionsble Faubourg St Germam
became hus sphere, and it was there, smong the illustrious and well-
born, that he assimtlated those fragments of gossip and family hus-
tory which were later transmuted into 2 world in itself-—the world
of A La Recherche du Temps Perdu
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THE PAST RECAPTURED
CHAPTER 1

‘Tansonville

'HE whole day long, in that rather too countrified house
at Tansonville, which had the air merely of a place to
rest in when out for a stroll or during a shower, one of

those houses in which every drawing-room gives the effect of
a summerhouse, and where, in the bedrooms, on the wall
paper of one the roses of the garden, and on the wall paper
of the other the birds from the trees, have come to join you
and keep you company (but singly, at any rate, for they
were oldfashioned wall papers, on ‘which each rose was so
distinct that 1t could have been picked if it had been real,
and each bird could have been put in a cage and tamed) hav-
ing none of the pretentious interior decoration of the rooms
of the present day, 1n which, on a silver background, all the
apple trees of Narmandy stand out sharply in Japanese style,
10 fill with fantasies the hours spent abed~-that whole day
I remained in my room, which looked out on the beautifu!
verdure of the estate and the lilacs at the entrance, on d_m tall

scane as sha cenendn aden sha o cpam Eal'amp AlTmeo_Tam fa il

to myself, “It is pleasant to have so much verduse at my
bedroom window,” until suddenly, in the vast, verdant pie-
ture, I recognised—but brushed in by contrast in deep blue
simply because it was farther away—the spire of the church
at Combray, not 2 representation of that spire, but the spire
itself, which, bringing thus before my eyes distance in both
space and time, had come and outlined itself on my window-
pane in the midst of the luminous follage but in a very differ-
ent tone, so dark that it almost seemed as if it had been
merely sketched in. And, if I stepped out of my room for 2
.



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

moment, at the end of the hall, because it faced in a different
direction, I caught sight of a band of scarlet, as it were, the
wall covering of a small drawing-room which was of simple
mousseline, but red and quick to burst into flame if a ray of
sunlight fell on it.

During our walks together, Gilberte talked to me about
the way Robert was losing interest in her, but only to in-
crease his attentions to other women, And it is truc that his
life was cluttered up with many affairs with women, which,
hke certain masculine friendships in the lives of men who
prefer women, had that air of bopelessly trying to defend
their position and uselessly taking up space which, in most
bouses, characterises objects that can serve no useful purpose.

Once, when I had left Gilberte rather early, I woke in the
middle of the night in the room at Tansonville and, still half
asleep, called out “Albertine!” It was not because I had
been thinking of her or dreaming about her, nor that I con-
fused her with Gilberte. My love for Albertine was gone
from my memory, but there seems to be an instinctive mem-
ory in the limbs, a pale and sterile imitation of the other
memory, but one that lives longer, just as certain non-intelli-
gent animals and vegetables live longer than man. Qur
arms and legs are full of sleeping memories of the past. A
recollection aroused in my arm had made me feel above my
head for the little bell, as in my room in Paris. Ard, not
finding it, I had called out  Albertine!”, thinking my friend,
now dead, was lying there beside me, as she often used 10 do
in the evening, when we would fall asleep together and, on
awaking, calculate how long it would be before Frangoise
could get there and Albertine could safely ring the bell which
I was now unable to find,

Robert came to Tansonville several times while I was
there. He was very different from the man I had known.
The life he lived had not made him stodgier, as in the case
of M. de Charlus—far from it; producing a contrary change
in him, it bad given him more than ever the free and eas
air of a cavalry officer—and that, too, although ke had quit

2
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the service at the time of bis marsiage. In proportion as
M. de Charlus had become heavier, Robert, shewing the op-
posite effect of the same vice (of course, he was far younger,
but one felt that he weuld only get nesrer to this ideal as
he grew older) like some women who resolutely sacrifice
their face to their figure and after a certain age never stie
from Marienbad, thinking that, since they cannot hope to
retzin their youth in all its aspects, youthfulness of form can
best fill the place of the others—Roberst had become more
slender and quicker in his movesnents, This quickness also
had various psychological causes, the fear of being seen, the
desire not to seem to have this fear, the restlessmess thag
comes from ennui and dissausfacnion with onegell. He was
in the habit of frequenting certain low haunts, where, as be
did not like to be seen entering or Jeaving, he would rush in,
30 as 1o present as Mittle surface as possible to the unfriendly
glances of hypothetical passers-by, as if he were taking the
place by storm. And this whirlwind manner bad stayed
with him. Perhaps also it was an expression of the ap-
parent fearlessness of a man who wishes 1o shew that ke Is
not afraid, and does not want to give himself time to think.
To make the picture complete, one should take into ac-
count his desite to appear young, the clder he grew, and
even the impatience olp 2 man bored with everything, tired
of everything, as are all those who ate too intelligent for the
relatively jdie lives they lead, tn which their faculties do not
find an gutlet. It is true, of cousse, that the idleness of even
these people may take the form of general indifference to
everything. Bue, especally since physical exerrics ho- - »
into favoyr .- * - . - .
‘;d mthe Lo ' - -
Becoming much more self-contained, he now scarcely ever
shewed aqy affection toward his fnends—toward me, for ex-
ample. And on the other hand, toward Gilberte he would
make a show of tender feclings which he carried so far that

3
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it became ludicrous and unpleasant. Not that he was really
indifferent to her. No, he loved her. But he lied to her
continually and his deceitful nature, if not the substance of
his lies, was constantly laid bare. And then he would think
that the only way to get out of the difficulty was by exag-
R PR R Tl w e
ing for a business engagement with a certain gentleman of
the neighbe * 7 v PR
Paris, but
ning near ! . L, .
(which Robert had neglected to inform him of) by remark-
ing that he had come out to the country to rest for a month
and would not go back to Paris until the end of that time.
Robert blushed; noticed Gilberte’s sad and knowing smile;
got rid of the bungler—by insulting him; went home hefore
his wife; sent her a despairing note, in which he told her he
had made up a lie in order to avoid hurting her, lest, secing
him go away for a reason he could not explain to her, she
might think he did not love her (all of which, although wrir-
ten as a lie, was really true at bottom); then sent to ask if he
might come to her room; and there, partly from real sorrow,
parly fromex = "t tatie. o, .
through outrig . .
every day, he . .
of dying soon, sometimes fall in a heap on the floor, as if he
had fainted. Gilberte did not know how far to believe him,
assumed in each case individually that he was lying, was
worried by th' et oot T e
lieved that, in - . - -
he had some . .
reason she did not dare oppose him and ask him to give up
his trips. So that I was more puzzled than ever to under-
stand why it was that Morel was received like the pet of the
household wherever the Saint-Loup couple were, in Paris or
Tansonville.

4
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TFrangoise, who had already seen ail that M. de Charlas
had done for Jupien and all that Robert de Saint-Loup was
doing for Morel, did not infer from this that it was a char-
actenstic which recurred in certain generations of the Guer-
mantes family, but instead—since Legrandin loved Théodore
very much—~she had finally, although a virtuous person, im-
bued with moral scruples, concluded that it was a custom so
widespread that it had become respectable, She would af-
ways say of a young man, whether Morel or Théodore, “ He
found a gentleman who took a deep interest in him and
helped him a great deal.” And, since in such a situation it j¢
the protectors who love, suffer and forgive, Frangoise did nre
hesitate, 2s between them and the minors they were corrupt-
ing, to assign the noble role to them and credit them with
being “ big-hearted.” She unhesitatingly blamed Théodere,
who had done Legrandin many a bad turn, and yet it hasdly
seemed as if she could have any doubt as to the nature of
their relations, far she would add, “ Then the lad underge,f
that he must put in something on his side and 50 he :id,
¢ Take me with you; I will love you and be very good 1o you!

And, bless me! the gentleman is so good-hearted, ity 3 tire
thino Thindnra will rartainfy he hattar o with i, .

0 to that gentleman. He would willingly sleep ¢ ¢t ;
End give )gou his bed. He has been too fogxa a} ;31?::
Théodore to turn him out of the house; jt’ certain he‘ﬁ
never go back on him ’.:_’ -

Tt was in the course of one of these conversayjoy, v
ing asked the last name of Théodore, who way r;v:};la\f;:’; is
the south of France, I suddenfy realised that g a4 fe whe
bad sent me that Jetter about my Figaro artidde, weitren in3?
undistinguished hand but a charming style, 304 signed 2
a name which was at that time unknows 1g g, -

In like manner, she had a bigher regard f,p gajotd™
than for Morel and was of the opinion that {5 spite M

H
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strange things Morel had done, the Marquis would never
leave him in difficulties, for he had too much heart for that,
or else it would be only after he had himself suffered heavy
reverses.

Saint-Loup used to insist on my staying at Tansonville
and once, although he no longer openly sought to please me,
he unwittingly let me know that my coming had given his
wife such pleasure that, according to what she had told him,
she had been beside herself with joy for an entire evening,
one day when she was feeling so depressed that my un-
expected arrival had miraculousl}l saved her from despair,
“perhaps from something worse,” he added. He would ask
me to try 1o convince her that he loved her, telling me that
he cared less for the other woman he loved and was going to
break off relations with her. “And yet,” he added, with
such a feline manner and such a need of confiding in some-
one that I expected at times that the name * Charlie ” would
pop out in spite of him, like 2 number at a lottery drawing,
“1T had good reason to be proud. This woman who gave me
so many proofs of her affection and whom I am going to
sacrifice for Gilberte’s sake, had never paid attention to any
man and believed herself incapable of falling in love. I am
the first. I knew that she had rejected all advances so com-
pletely that, when I got the adorable letter in which she told
me she could not be happy without me, I could not get over
my surprise. You can see that it would be enough to twrn
my head if it were not unbearable to me to think of sccing
poor little Gilberte in tears. Don’t you think there’s some-
thing of Rachel about her?” he asked me. And, in fact, 1
had been struck with a vague resemblance which, at a pinch,
one could find between them now, Perhaps this came from
a real sfmilarity‘in certain features gdue, for .cxamplc, to
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habits dear to the actress, such as always having red bows in
Rer hair or a black velvet ribbon on her arm; also she dyed
her hair tolook like a brunette. Then, realising that her un.
happy moods were spoiling her looks, she tried to offset this.
Sometimes she overdid it. One day, when Robert was ex-
pected in the evening for a twenty-four-hour stay at Tanson-
ville, I was astonished to see her come to the table look-
ing so strangely different not only from her old-time self, but
even from her everyday appearance that I sat there dumb.
founded as if T had had in front of me an actress, a sort of
Theodora, I was conscious that, in spite of myself, I was

[IREAORPIE D L I S S N DAL S

-whether her husband would really come or whether he might

not send one of those telegrams of which M. de Guermantes

had so wittily established the model, “Can’t Come Lie

Forrows,” her checks became paler and the rings under

her eyes darker. A, let me tell you,” he said to me, in &

tone of forced tenderness so different from hus former spon.
N . 1ot N

SR R SO
can never know” And the most disagreeable thing about
all this was the conceit of it, for Saint-Loup felt flattered to
be loved by Gilberte and, without having the courage to say
that it was Morel he loved, nevertheless, in talking about the
affection which the violinist was supposed to have for him, he
would give details that he must have known to be exag
gerated, if not wholly imaginary, since Morel demanded
more money of him ‘every day. And so he would leave

7
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Gilberte in my care when he went back to Paris. Further-
more (to get a little ahead of my story, since I am still at
‘Tansonville) I had a chance once in Paris to observe him
from a distance at a social gathering where his conversation,
{ull of life and charm in spite of everything, brought the past
back to me. I was struck to see how much he was changing.

. L3

[ RS A A YRR
- 1 . .. !

and stilted because of a most finished social training; the
‘ K IO R IS S

PR DO I R

arity; even when he was motionless, that colouring, more
marked in him than in any other of the Guermantes, like the
sunshine of a golden day solidified, gave him, as it were,
such a strange plumage, transformed him into such a unique
and priceless specimen that one would have liked to own it
for an ornithological collection; but when this flash of light
transmuted into a bird also put itself in motion, in action,
when, for example, I saw Robert de Saint-Loup come into a
gathering where I was, he had such a way of throwing back
his head, gaily and proudly crested with its tuft of golden
hair a bit thinned out, and such proud and coquettish supple-~
ness in the movements of his neck—like no other human
being—that, seeing the curiosity and admiration, partly so-
cal and partly zoological, which he aroused, you wondered
whether you were in the Faubourg Saint-Germain or at the
Zoological Garden, and whether you were watching some
noble lord walk across a salon or some wonderful bird walk
about in its cage. And with ever so little imagination, the
bird’s song lent itself to this interpretation as readily as did
his plumage. He conversed in what he thought was the
most elegant style, thereby imitating the manner of the
Guermantes family, but an indefinable something turned it
into the manner of M. de Charlus. “I am going to leave
you a moment,” he said to me at that affair, Mme. de

8
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Marsantes being a short distance away, “I am going to
make love to my niece for a few minutes.” As for this love
he was always talking to me about, there was more to it, by
the way, than merely his love for Charlse, although that was
the only one that counted for him  Whatever be the nature
of a man’s love affairs, folk always go wrong as to the num-
ber of people he has liaisons with because they mistake mere
friendships for haisons, which constitutes an error through
addition, but also because they think that one known liaison
excludes any others, which is an error of a different sort.
Two people may say, “ X’s mistress . . . I know her,” and
mention two different names and neither of them be mis-
taken. A woman we love seldom satisfies all our needs and
we are untrue to her with a mistress we do not love. As for
the type of love affair Saint-Loup had inherited from M. de
Charlus, a husband who has that inchination usually makes
tis wife very happy. The Guermantes men managed to be
an exception to this general rule because those of them who
had a liking for that sort of thing tried to make people think
that, on the contrary, they preferred women. 'They openly
paraded their relations with one woman or another and drove
their own wives to despair. The Courvoisier men acted
more wisely. Young Vicomte de Courvoisier believed him
self 1o be the only person on earth and since the beginning
of the world to be tempted by someone of his own sex. Im-
agining that this tendency came to him from the devil, he
struggled against 1t, married a very beautiful wife, had chil-
dren by her . . . Then one of his cousins pointed out to him
that this penchant is rather widespread and went so far in
his kindness as to take the Viscount to places where he could
indulge it. M. de Courvoisier did not love his wife any the
less; he redoubled his prolific zeal and they were cited as the
best-mated couple in Paris. People did not say as much of
the Saint-Loup ménage because Robert, instead of contenting
himself with inversion, tortured his wife with jealousy by
seeking mistresses in whom he found no pleasure,

It may be that Morel, being exceedingly dark-complex-

9
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ioned, was necessary to Saint-Loup, as the shadow is to the
ray of sunlight. One easily pictures to oneself in this very
ancient family a2 noble lord, light-complexioned, golden-
haired, intelligent, blessed with every kind of prestige and
hiding in the depths of his soul, unknown to everyone, 2
_secret predilection for Negroes. Robert, be it said, never al-
lowed the conversation to touch on the kind of love to which
he was addicted, If I saxd a word, “Oh, I don’t know,” he
would reply, with such complete lack of interest that he
would let his monocle drop.  *I haven’t the slightest notion
of such things. If you want any information about that,
my dear fellow, T advise you to apply elsewhere. As for me,
I'm a soldier and nothing more. I'm as little interested in
such matters as I am deeply interested in following the
Balkan War. ‘That used to interest you, too, accounts of
battles. 1 used to tell you then that we would see again,
even under very different conditions, battles of the standard
types—for example, the great flank-turning attempt at the
Battle of Ulm. Very well, different though these Balkan
wars are, Lullé-Burgas is Ulm all over again—turning the
flank. Those are the subjects you can discuss with me.  But
as for the sort of thing you were referring to, I know as little
about that as I do about Sanskrit.,” These subjects, which
Robert scorned in this way, Gilberte, on the other hand, as
soon as he had left, was glad to take up in her talks with me.
Noet, of course, with reference to her husband, for she was
unaware of all that—or pretended to be. But she liked
to go into them at length as far as others were concerned,
whether because she saw therein a sort of indirect excuse for
Robert, or because the latter, vacillating, like his uncle, be-
tween strict silence on these topics and a need to unbosom
himself and speak ill of others, had given her a great deal of
information on the subject. Alons with the rest of them, M.
de Charlus was not spared; this was doubtless because
Robert, without mentioning Morel to Gilberte, could not re-
sist repcaﬁng to her in one form or another what was told
bim by the violinist, who pursued his former benefactor

10
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with relentless hate. These d {ons, to which Gilberte
Wwas so prone, gave me an opportunity to ask whether Al-
bertine (whose name Gilberte had been the first to mention
to me years before, when they were classmates) had a simi-
lar inclmation in a parallel field. Gilberte refused to give me
this information. And anyhow, it had long since ceased to
have any interest for me. “But I continued to inquire about
it mechamically, like an old man who, his memory failing,
asks from time to time for news of the son he has lost.

Another time I returned to the subject and again asked
Gilberte whether Albertine had a love for women. “Oh no,
not at all!”  “But you used to say she was rather fast.”
“What! I said that? You must be mistaken. Anyhow,
if I did say it—but you are wrong—on the contrary, I was
talking of trifling love affairs with young men. And besides,
at that age it probably didn’t go very far anyhow.”

Did Gilberte say this in order to hide from me the fact
that she herself, according to what Albertine had told me,
loved women and had made advances to Albertine? Or per-
haps (for other people are often better informed about our
lives than we think) she knew that I had loved, and been
jealous of, Albertine and (since it is possible for other people
to know more of th truth than we think, but to apply it too
widely and make the mistake of assuming too much just
when we were hoping they were making the mistake of not
assuming anything at all) she supposed I was still jealous
and she was merely trying to blindfold me with the bandage
people always have ready for jealous folk. ~Either way, Gil-
berte’s remarks, from the “fast ” ways she used to hint at to
her present guarantee of good character and habits, followed
a line of development quite opposite to the statements of
Albertine, who in the end had very nearly admitted partial
relations with Gilberte. Albertine had astonished me by
that admission, since, on the strength of what Andrée had
10" - ST * “ the little band,”
1 - I had come to be-
lie - - 5o often happens

33
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when we find a respectable young girl, knowing almost
nothing of the realities of love, in what we had wrongly
thought to be the most thoroughly depraved environment.
‘Then I had gone back over my thoughts, taking up once
more as true my earlier suppositions. But perhaps Al-
bertine had said that because she wanted to seem more ex-
perienced than she was and impress me in Paris with the
glamour of her perverted habits, as she had the first time at
Balbec with her virtuous character.  And simply so as not
to look as if she did not know what was meant when 1
talked to her about women who loved other women, just as,
when in a rsation 1 Fourtier ar
Tobolsk, we assume a knowing air, although we have no
idea what they mean. She had perhaps lived with Mile.
Vinteuil’s woman friend and Andrée, but separated from
them by a water-tight bulkhead, as it were, they not think-
ing she was one of their kind, and—like a woman who, hav-
ing married 2 literary man, tries to improve her mind—she
bad then sought information on the subject merely to {all in
with my ideas by equipping herself to answer my questions,
il one day she came to see that they were inspired by
jealousy and she stopped then and there—aunless it was Gil-
berte wholied to me.  The idea then came to me that it was
as a result of learning from the latter, in the course of a
flirtation which he had presumably been carrying on in the
special way that interested him,” that she did not detest
women, that Robert had married her, hoping for pleasures
which he must have failed to get, since he went outside his
home for them, None of these suppositions was absurd, for
women like Odette’s daughter or the young girls of “the
Jirtle band ” have such a mass and vanety of alternating—

At . s L 2une

x‘na‘ke up my mind to marry her, but had herself givu:n up the
12
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idea because of my vacillating, nagging disposition. It was
with just that over-simplified formula that I explained my
experience with Albertine, now that 1 looked at it only ob~
jectively,

One curious thing, which I cannot go iato at length, was
the way in which, at about this time, all the people Albertine
had loved, all those who might have gotten her ta do anything
they wished, asked, pleaded, I may even say begged, if not
: . .. y

. . '

strange turn of affairs, occursing when it was noJonger of any
use, made me very sad, not because of Albertine, whom 1
would have received without joy if she had been brought
back to me, not from Touraine this rime, but from the other
world, but because of a young woman I was in Jove with aod
could not find 2 way to meet. I said to myself that, if she
should die or if ¥ should cease 10 Jove hes, then all the people
who might have brought us together would be throwing
themselves at my feet. But a8 it was, I was trying in vain
o put some pressure on them, not having been cured by ex-
penence, which ought to have taught me—if it ever taught
anything—that being in Jove is like beng under an evil spell,
such as those in fairy stories, against which one can do
nothing until it is broken.

“Tt just happens,” continued Gilberte, “that the book I
bave here touches on that subject. YU's an ofd Balzac I'm
ploughing through so as 10 keep up with my undes, La Fille
aux Yeux d'Or. But it's absurd, improbable, 2 beautiful
nightmare,

“Besides, 3 woman might, perhaps, be watched over in
that way by another woman, but never by 2 man” “ You're
mistaken; I knew a woman whom her iovcr had succeeded
in literally isolating from the world; she could never see any-
one and never went out except with devoted attendants.”
“Well, that ought to horrify yau, you're so kind-hearted. *
We were just discussing with Robert the idea that

13



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

ought to get married. Your wife would get you well again
and you would make her very happy.” "“No, I have ton
bad a disposition.”” “What an idea!” “It’s true, I assure
you'! Besides, I was engaged once, but I couldn’t go through
with it

1 was not willing to borrow La Fille aux Yeux d'Or from
Gilberte because she was reading it. But the last evening
I stayed at her house, she lent me a book that left a rather
keen though confused impression on my mind. It was a
volume of the unpublished journal of the Goncourt brothers.

I was feeling sad that last evening, as I went up to my
foom, to think that I had not once gone to rewisit the church
at Combray, which seemed to be waiting for me, surrounded
by green foliage in a violet-hued window. 1 said to myself,
“Never mind, I'll do it another year if I don’t die before
then,” not imagining any other obstacle but my death and
not dreaming of the possible destruction of the church,
which seemed to me destined to exist long after my death,
as it had existed long before my birth.

When, before putting out my candle, I read the passage
which 1 reproduce below, my lack of qualifications for a
literary career, dimly felt years before along the Guermantes
way and definitely proved during this visit which had now
come to its last evening—when, as usually happens the night

reveal any profound truth, and at the same time it seemed to
me sad that literature was not what I had thought it to be.
On the other hand, the ill health which was going to shut me
up in a sanitarium appeared to me less unfortunate if the fine
things spoken about in books were not finer than what I had
seen. But, by a strange contradiction, now that this book
mentioned them, I felt a desire to see them. Here are the
pages that I read until fatigue closed my eyes:

“ Day before yesterday, there suddenly dropped in, to take
me home to dinner with him, Verdurin, former critic of La
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Revue, author of that book on Whistler in which truly the
peculiar style and colour technique of the umque American
arust are frequently conveyed with great delicacy by that
devotee of all refinements and prettinesses in the line of

Aed wbilla T aen deaceom sa e ok Koo bg rung

' were,

. - s who
it idea
ta her
. . o Loty as
if they were individuals whom they d in every way
supertor to him. ‘Now, Goncourt, you knaw, and Gautier
also knew, that my salons were very different from these
Errxs o oo odod e e wife’s family as a master-
. sheds about the towers of
a light which gives them
exactly the appearance of the towers coated with currant jelly
which the cld-time pastry cooks used to make, the conversa-
tion continues in the carriage that is to take us to Quai
Conti, where is their residence, claimed by its owner to be
the former mansion of the Venetian ambassadors and said to
’ P T

e bas sa o an

.

a well-curp representing a Crowming ol lue vigu, wuwn
Verdurin maintains is positively some of the finest work of
Sansovino and which he says serves as an ash-receiver for
their guests. And, indeed, when we get there, in the dif-
{used, glaucous moonlight, truly like that which classic paint-
ing puts over Venice and against which the silhouette of the
cupola of the Institute reminds one of the Santa Mana della
Salute in Guardi’s pictures, I have somewhat the illusion of
being on the bank of the Grand Canal. This itlusion is sus-
tained by the construction of the mansion, from the second |
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story of which the quay 15 not visible, and also by the remi-
piscent remarks of the master of the house, as he declares
that the name of the Rue du Bac—TI'll be hanged if I had
ever given it a thought—came from the ferry by means of
which some nuns of olden time, the Miramiones, used to be-
take themselves to the services at Notre-Dame. ~ All through
that section of the aity I idled my childhood years away
when my Aunt de Courmont lived there, and now I begin to
love it all over again when I discover, almost next door to the
Verduning’, the sign of the ‘Little Dunkerque’, one of the
few shops which have survived otherwise than vignetted in
the charcoal sketches and wash drawings of Gabriel de Saint-
Aubin, and where the art-loving eighteenth century used to
come and pass its idle moments bargaining over the French
and foreign novelties and *all the newest things produced by
the arts,” as reads a billhead of this ‘ Little Dunkerque’ of
which Verdurn and I are, I believe, the only persons to own
proofs and which is, indeed, one of the fugitive masterpieces
of decorated paper on which the reign of Louis XV used to
keep its accounts, wieb - Lo-d'os wimmasameian 4 e cnchn
lent sea, swarming -

tration from the Ec - - -
et des Plaideurs. 'The lady of the house, who will shortly
seat me beside her, tells me amiably that she has decorated
her table exclusively with Japanese chrysanthemums, ar-

sammad in oncar whish annncemclie ava averamaly rnes wracke

i B . -
sculptar Viradobetski, Swann, the art collector, a Russian
lady of rank, a princess with a name in -or that escapes me
—Cottard whispers in my ear that she is said to have fired
point-blank at Archduke Rudolf, and according to her, in
Galicia and alt the north of Poland, I enjoy an absolutely
unique position, since a young girl never consents to promise
her hand in marriage without finding out whether her fiancé
is an admirer of La Faustin.

w
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“<You Occidentals cannot understand that,’ the Princess
{who, indeed, gives the impression of an altogether superior
intelligence) declares by way of conclusion, “a writer pene-
trating 1nto 4 woman’s intimate Iife’ A man with clean-
shaven chin and lip and the side-whiskers of a butler, retail-
ing in 2 condescending tone the jokes of a high-school teacher
hobnobbing with the best students of his class on Saint.
Charlemagne’s Day turns out to be Brichot, the university
professor.  When my name is mentioned by Verdurin, not a
word comes from him to indicate that he knows of our books,
and an angry fe = : R
this conspiracy
ing even into t . o
tained the discordance, the hostility of a studied silence. We
go in to dinner, and then begins an extraordinary procession
of dishes which are simply masterpieces of the art of the
porcelain maker, concermng which the artistic smalt talk dur-
ing an exquisite repast is most agreeably listened to by the
flattered attention of the lover of fine China—Yung-Tschin,
plates with nasturtium-red borders, blush, turgid petals of
water iris, the dawn streaking, with truly decorative effect,
across a flig” " 7 ' ! T re-
cisely the r on
awaking, ir | ' . + of
Dresden ware, more affected in the gracefulness of their de-
sign, with the drowsiness, the anemia of their violet-tinted
foses, the deep purple markings of  tulip, the rococo effect
of a pink or a forget-me-not—Sevres dishes latticed with the
fine network of their white flutings, whh‘ :vhor]s of gold, o
T lieed -t 1 I E e ar S

Barry would recognise. And what is perhaps equally rare is
the truly remarkable quality of what is served in these dishes,
finely prepared foods, 2 whole feast such as Parisians, it
should be loudly proclaimed, never have at the most fashion-
able dinners and which recall to my mind certain expert
17 P
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cooks of Jean d’Heurs. Even the foie gras bears no resem-
blance to the insipid froth customarily served under that
name; and I know few places where a simple potato salad
is made as here, with potatoes as firm as Japanese ivory
buttons and with the patina of those little ivory spoons with
which Chinese women pour water over the fish they have
just caught. The Venetian goblet in front of me is filled
with a rich assortment of red jewels by the remarkable
Léoville purchased at M. Montalivet’s sale; and it is a de-
light to the visual imagination and also, I am not afraid to
say, to the imagination of what used to be called the gullet,
to see brought op a turbot having no relation 1o the stale
turbots served at the most luxurious tables, with the outline
of their backbones shewing through their flesh as a result of
their long journeyings—a turbot served, not with the flour
paste which so many chefs in wealthy houses prepare under
the name of ‘ white sauce’, but genuine white sauce, made
with butter costing five francs a pound—to see this turbot
brought in on a marvellous Tching-Hon plattcr, barred with
the purple bands of a setting sun above a sea in which swims
Pai‘ﬂ‘f‘h c?{nical movem':nis', a group o'f l'obsu':rs, their

with hook and line a fish whose silver-blue belly is an en-
chantment of nacreous colour.  When I comment to Verdurin
on the exquisite pleasure he must derive from these refined
dishes served in 2 collection such as no prince today treas-
ures behind the glass of his cabinets, the mistress of the house
interjects in a melancholy tone, ‘It’s easy to see you don't
know him’; and she talks to me of her husband as a queer
freak, indifferent to all these pretty refinements, ‘a freak,’
she repeats, “yes, just that, a freak who would get more
satisfaction out of a bottle of cider drunk in the slightly
ribald coolness of 2 Norman farm”’ And the charming
woman, whose language shews a true love for the colourings
of a countryside, talks to us with exuberant enthusiasm about

18
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that Normandy where they have lived, a Normandy which
she depicts as an immense English private estate, with the
{ragrance of its timber forests & /z Lawrence, the velvet of its
cryptomeria, within their porcelain-like border of pink hor-
tensias, its patural lawns, the riotous mass of yellow roses
falling over a peasant doorway, where the inlay of two inter-
twined pear trees resembles a very ornamental sign with the
free fall of a_blossoming branch on a bronze fixture by
Gouthiére, a Normandy apparently quite unsuspected by
Parisians on vacation and protected by the gate of each en-
closed piece of land, which gates the Verdurins confess to me
they have unfailingly opened. At the end of the day, in 2
dreamy dying away of all the cclours, with no light save that
coming from an almost curdled sea which had the bluish tint
of whey—* Oh, no, not at all the sea you know,” my neigh-
bour protests vehemently in reply to my remark that Flau-
bert had taken my brother and me to Trouvville, ‘ not at all,
absolutely; you will have to come with me, otherwise you will
never know’—they would return home through veritable
forests formed by the rhododendrons with their flowers of
pink tulle, completely intoxicated with the garden perfumes,
which gave the husband dreadful attacks of asthma, ‘yes,’
she insisted, ‘absolutely so, genuine attacks of asthma.”

“ And then, the following summer they would return, hous-
. e P faen Vi

BRI

thosgh she has passed through so many distinguished
milieux, has still retained in her language 2 Iittle of the racy
speech of 2 woman of the people, 2 language that brings ob-
Jects before you with the colour that your imagination sees
in them—my mouth waters for the life she confesses they Jed
there, each working~ ~~  © o or -~
huge that it had tw

luncheon for conver

with parlour games and recalling to my mind the causeries
lepicted by Diderot in that masterpiece, his letters to Mile.
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Volland, Then, after luncheon, everybody would go out,
even on rainy days, when the sun came out, the glistening of
a shower striating with its luminous filtering the gnarled
{imbs of a magnificent clump of century-old beeches which
supplied at the gateway the verdant beauty fancied by the
eighteenth century, and the shrubs, holding raindrops like
it bud pended in their branct They would stop
to listen to the dainty splashing of a bullfinch, enamoured of
the coolness, bathing in the corolla of a white rose, shaKed
like an exquistte miniature Nymphenburg bath tub. And
. . TroTron Tt e teedieaneg and flowers
o ' ‘ Why, it was
with an angry
. . : he interesting
spots, all the motifs—I threw it up to him when he left us,
dida’t I, Auguste?—all the motifs he painted. As for the ob-
jects, he had always known them—thai I must do him the
Justice to admit. But when it comes to the flowers, he had
never seen any; he could not tell a marshmallow from a
holtyhock. It was I who taught him—you are not going to
believe this—to recognise the jasmine” ~ And it must be ad-
mitted that there is something odd in the thought that the
painter of flowers whom all art-lovers today point to as the
faremost, superior even to Fantn-Latour, perhaps would
never, but for this woman here, have been able to paint a2
jasmine. *Yes, I give you my word, the jasmine. All the
roses he painted were done at my house or I took them to
bim. We called him simply “Monsieur Tiche” at ovr
house; ask Cattard, Brichot and all the others whether he
was treated as a celebrity here. He himself would have
laughed at the idea. I taught him how to arrange his
flowers; at the start he could not manage it. He never did
know how to make a bouquet. He had no natural taste in
selecting; 1 had to say to Rim, “No, don’t paint that, it isnt
worth the trouble; paint this” Ah, if he had only listened
to us alsoin the arranging of his life, as he did in the arrang-
ing of his flowers, and if he hadn't made that disgusting mar- -

an




THE PAST RECAPTURED

riage!” And brusquely, her eyes feverishly absorbed in a
revery directed toward the past, with her jrritable chaffing
and nervous stretching of her finger joints and toying with
the flowing part of her sleeves, the lines of her posture of
suffering made an admirable picture which I think has never
been panted, in which could be read all the suppressed re-
volt, all the infunated suscepubilities of a friend outraged
in her woman’s shame and sense of delicacy.

And thereupon she talks to us concerning the admirable
portrait Elstir did for her of the Cottard family (which she
gave to the Luzxembourg at the time of her falling-out with
the painter) admitting that it was she who gave the painter
the idea of doing the man in full dress in order to get all that
fine expanse of linen, and who selected the woman’s velvet
gown, which supplied something substantial in the midst of
the dazzling effect of the brightcoloured rugs, the flowers
and fruits, the gauze dresses of the little gils, looking Iike
ballet dancers’ skirts. Apparently it was she also who sug-
gested the idea of representing the woman in the act of doing
her hair, an idea for which the artist later received the credit,
and which amounted, in short, to painting her, not on show,
but caught in her intimate, everyday life. ‘I said to him,
“But in the woman doing her hair or wiping her face or

his wife, who was at bottom a very nervous woman, Swann
admiringly called my attention to the necklace of black pearls
worn by our hostess, who had purchased them, pure white,
at the sale of a descendant of Mme. de La Fayette, to whom
they were said to have been given by Henriette d’Angleterre
~—having turned black ar = result of a fire that destroyed 2
part of the house occupied by the Verdurins in a street the
name of which I cannot remember, the casket being re-
covered after the fire with the pearls inside, but now quite
black, ‘And I know the portrait of those pearls, on the very
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shoulders of Mme. de La Fayette, yes, precisely,” Swann in-
sisted, in reply to the somewhat amazed exclamations of the
guests, “their actual portrait in the Duc de Guermantes’
collection.” A collection without an equal in the world, he
announces, and one I ought to go to see, inherited by the
celebrated Duke, who was her favourite nephew, from his
aunt, Mme. de Beausergent, later Mme, d’Hayfeld, sister of
the Marquise de Villeparisis and the Princess of Hanover.
My brother and I used to be so fond of him in the person of
the charming little boy called Bastn, which is, in fact, the
Duke’s first name. Therevpon Dr. Cottard, with a tact
which reveals in him the thoroughly well bred man, goes
back to the story of the pearls and informs us that catastro-
phes of that sort produce in people’s brains changes entirely
similar to those one notices in inanimate matter, and he cites
in a way really more philosophical than would many doctors,
Mme. Verdurin’s own footman, who in the terror of this fire,
in which he almost perished, became a totally different man, .
his handwriting so changed that, when his employers, then i
Normandy, received bis first letter telling them what had
happened, they thought it was the prank of some practical
joker. And it was not only his handwriting that changed,
according to Cottard, who maintains that, formerly a sober
man, he became such a terrible drunkard that Mme. Verdurin
had to discharge him. And, at a gracious signal from our
hostess, this stimulating discussion was transferred from the
dining-room to the Venetian smoking-room, where Cottard
told of some genuine instances of dual personality he had wit-
nessed and cited the case of one of his patients, whom he
very kindly offered to bring to sec me, whom one needed
merely to touch on the temnlac in ardar en awnlan bim into
2 second existence, during

other life, and this goes sc . -
man in his original state, he is reported to have been ar-
rested several times for thefts committed under his second
personality, in which he is said to be simply an abominable
rascal. At that, Mme. Verdurin keenly remarks that medi-
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cine could supply truer themes for a theatre in which the
farcical huraour of the plat would be based on pathological
misunderstandings, and ths, leading from one thing to an~
other, brings Mme. Cottard to tell how just such a situation
was emplayed by a laymaa who is her children’s bed-ume
{avourite, Stevenson, the Scot—a name which calls forth from
Swann the peremptory assertion, ‘ Why, he is a thoroughly
great writer, I assure you, mansienr Goncourt, very great, on
a par with the greatest” And when, in the midst of my
m.arvclling at the ceiing o'i l:hc ro?m'whem' we are sr::o{:ing,

student in every field, declares that those stains do not come.
from that at afl, “ No indeed, not at l“}’ he insists with an

1 stopped there because I was leaving in the morning and,
besides, the hour had come when I must report to that other
master in whose service we are for half of our time every
day. 'The work he requires of us we perform with our eyes
shut  Every morning he returns us to our other master,
knowing thac otherwise we wauld do our work for him
pootly.  When our mind has opened its cyes again, the
shrewdest among us, the instant our task is finished, inquisi-
tive to know what, indeed, we can have been doing in the
house of the master who makes his slaves lic down before
sending them headlong to their work, try slyly 10 take & look
atit.  But sleep races ahead of them to obliterate the traces
of what they wish to see. And, after so many centuries, we
know very little on this subject—~So I closed the Goncourt
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journal. Magical power of literature! [ felt a desire to see
the Cottards again, to ask them many details about Elstir,
visit the “Little Dunkerque ” shop if still in existence, get
permission to go through that mansion of the Verdurins
where 1 had dined. But I felt a vague uneasiness. It is
true, I had never shut my eyes to the fact that I was unable
1o listen, or even to observe as soon as I was no longer alone;
an old woman did not present to my eyes a pearl necklace of
any sort and what people said about it did not penetrate my
cars. And yet, I had known those individuals in everyday
fife; 1 had often dined with them; there were the Verdurins,
the Duc de Guermantes, the Cottards; each of them had
seemed as ordinary to me as Basin to my grandmother, who
little suspected that he was the favourite nephew, the charm-
ing young hero of Mme. de Beausergent; each of them had
seemed insipid to me; I remembered the countless inele-
gances of which each of them was composed.

Et que tout cela fit un astre dans la nuit!!!

I determined to ignore for the time being any objections
to literature which these pages from the Goncourt brothers
might have raised in my mind. Even Jeaving out of account
the ingenuousness so strikingly shewn by the author of those
memoirs, I could reassure myself in several other ways. In
the first place, as far as T was personally concerned, my in-
ability to observe and listen, of which the journal quoted had
given me such a painful illustration, was, however, not abso-
Tute, There was in me one person who was able to observe
fairly well, but he functioned intermittently, coming to life
only when there was disclosed some general characteristic
common to several things, which constituted his sustenance
and delight. Then this person would observe and listen,
but only a limited distance below the surface, so that the
observation did not gain thereby. Like a geometrician who,
stripping things of their perceptible qualities, secs only their
linear substratum, what i:ople said escaped me because what
toterested me was not what they wanted to say, but the way
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they said it in so far as 1t revealed their characters or their
ludicrous traits; or, rather, there was one thing which had
always been the object of my investigation because it gave
me a very special pleasure, and that was the point that two
human beings had in common. It was only when I caught
sight of this that my mind—until then drowsing even behind
the seeming activity of my conversation, the liveliness of
which masked from others a state of complete mental tor-
pidity—suddenly took up the chase joyfully, but what it
then pursued—for example, the identical recurrence of the
Verdurin salon in various times and places—was located
half-way down, below the range of vision, in a zone some-
what recessed, And thus the visible, reproducible charm of
' y

T

ternal disease gnawing away there. It was of no use for me

together all the notes 1 had been able to make on the guést:
at a dinner, the pattern of the lines I drew represented z col-
lection of psychological generalisations in which the special
interest of the guest’s remarks occupied hardly any place,
But did that destroy all the value of my portraits inasmuch
as I did not offer them as such? If a portrait in the field of
painting brings out certain truths with regard to mass, light
or motion, does that make it necessarily inferior to another
portrait of the same person which does not resemble it at all
and in which 2 thousand details omutted from the first one are
minutely recorded, so that one might conclude from the
second portrait that the model was a raving beauty, but from
the first that she was ugly—a point which may have a docu-
mentary and even a historic importance, but which is not
necessarily a venty in the realm of art? And then, my
frivolous nature, as soon as I was not alone, made me wish
to pleasr, more anxious to amuse by gossiping than to learn,
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by listening, unless I had gone to some social gathering to
interrogate people on some question of art or some jealous
suspicion which had already taken possession of my mind!
+ ¥ smn smabla en cnn anoshion o das'oa for which had not
1ad read, so that
then wished to
w it well, even
4 ~—have I been

ople that later

on, as soon as an artist had brought their image before me
when I was alone, I would have travelled leagues and risked
death to see once more. My imagination had then been set
in motion, had begun to paint. And whereas something may
bave made me yawn the year before, I now asked myself,
with a gripping of the heart as I thought about it in anticipa-
tion and longed for it, “Shall I really be unable to see it?
What would 1 not give for that!” When one reads articles
in which people, even mere society people, are described as
“the last representatives of a society of which no longer any
contemporary exists,” one may, of course, exclaim, “ To think
that they speak of such an insignificant individual with such
fulsome praise and that that’s the sort of person I would
have lamented not having known if I had merely read the
newspapers and magazines and not seen the man himself.”
But I was more tempted, on reading such pages in the news-
papers, to think, “ How unfortunate that, at the time when I
was entirely precccupied with getting in touch with Gilberte
or Albertine again, 1 did not pay more attention to that
gentleman; 1 took him for a society bore, a supernymerary,
and he was a supenior person!” The pages of Goncourt
that I read made me regret that tendency of mine. For I
might, perhaps, have concluded from them that life teaches
us to set a lower value on reading and shews us that what
the writer praises so highly did not really amount to much;
but I might quite as well have concluded that, on the con-
trary, reading teaches us to set a higher value on life,
a value we were not able to estimate and the extent of
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which only books make us reabse. We can, if need be,
console ourselves for having found little pleasure in the so-
crety of 2 Vintewll or a Bergotte, since the excessively proper
middlelass morality of the one and the intolerable short-
comungs of the other prove nothing against them, their talent
being demonstrated in their works; and the same with the
pretentious vulgarity of an Elstir 1n his earlier manner,
‘Thus the Goncourt journal had disclosed to me that Elstir
was none other than the “Monsieur Tiche” * who used to
make such exasperating speeches to Swann at the Verdurins’.
But what man of talent has not adopted the irritating tricks
of speech of the artists of his circle until (as Elstir did, but
as rarely happens) he developed a higher standard of good
taste’ Are not Balzac’s letters, for example, strewn with
coarse expressions which Swann would have died a thousand
deaths rather than employ? And yet it is probable that
Swann, refined though he was and free from every detestable
absurdity, would have been incapable of writing La Cousine
Bette or Le Curé de Tours. Whether, therefore, it is the
‘memoirs which are wrong in attributing charm to the society
of these men, when, as a matter of fact, it was disagreeable
10 us, 15 a problem of little unportance, since, even if it is the
wniter of memoirs who is mistaken, that in no way detracts
from the value of life, which produces men of such talent and
which is to be found quite as truly in the works of Vinteuil,
Elsur and Bergotte.

Quite at the other pole of experience, when I saw that the
nost curious anecdotes, which constitute the inexhaustible
material of the Goncourt journal, furnishing enjoyment for
_he reader’s lonely evenings, had been told him by those same
guests whom hus pages give us a desire to know and yet who
had not left in my memory any trace of an interesting recol-
lection, that, too, was not very hard to explain. Notwith-
standing the naiveté of Goncourt, who inferred from the
interest of the anecdotes that the man telling them was prob-
ably a distinguished person, it may very well have happened

* In the first volume of this series, this name is apelt  Biche."—F.4.B.
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that mediocre men had undergone or heard of strange experi-
ences, which they in turn related. Gancourt knew how to
fisten, as he knew how to observe; I did not. Moreover, all
these facts would have had to be considered individually.
AL, de Guermantes assuredly had not impressed me as being
that adorable model of youthful graces whom my grand-
mather would so much have liked to knaw and whom she held
up to me as an inimitable model, according to Mme. de
Beausergent’s memoirs, But one must bear in mind that
Basin was at that time seven years old, that the author was
his aunt and that even a husband who may sve for a divorce
a few month- T-e-n - ~Tan ernee

prettiest of . :
ance before

gt and e , 1, "t Lo
could not have heen ten years old at the time, Despite all
the affectionate veneration which that talented post, the
Camtesse de Noaifles felt for her mother-in-aw, the Duchesse
de Noailles, née Champlitreus, it is possible that, if she had
had to make a portrait of her, it would have contrasted sather
sharply with the one Sainte-Beuve drew of her fifty years
before.

What would, perhaps, have been more disquieting was the
midway group, whose reputation implies more worth than
does our recollection of them, which has succeeded in retain-
ing a curious anecdote, but without our being able, as in the
case of the Vinteuils and the Bergattes, to fall back on their
works in order to form our opinion; they have not produced
any, they have merely inspired some-—to our great surprise,
2t we had considered them mediocre. One can understand,
pgr'ha‘ps, (LhA{ the drawir‘\gﬂ-oom which, in the ant gaﬂerjes,
Tl e -

e Tale mentaone men of the

" f b e oL e wote
. ot . : e
dreamed of being able to meet in real life, hoping to learn
{from her the most precious secrets which the painter and his
canvas did not give me, and whose magnificent velvet-and-
al
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lace train is & bit of painting comparable to the finest of
Titian’s work. If, as I had come to realise some time before,
it is not the cleverest nor the most learned man, nor the one
with the best social connexions who becomes a Bergotte
(even though his contemporaries did regard him as less of 2
wit than Swann and less of a scholar than Bréauté) but the
one wha knows how to become a murror and thus is able to
reflect his life, however mediocre, one can often say as much,
and with more reason, of the models the artist chooses. In
the awakening of the love of beauty in the artist who can
paint everything, the model of the elegance where he will be
able to find such beautiful motifs will be furnished him by
people a little richer than he, in whose homes he will find
what he does not usually have in hts studio of 2n unappreci-
ated man of talent who sells his canvases for fifty francs—a
drawing-room with furniture covered with old silks, many
lamps, beautiful flowers, beautiful fruits, beautiful gowns—
people in relatively modest circumstances (or who would
seem so to real society leaders, ignorant of their very exist-
ence) but who, for that reason, are in a better position to
meet the obscure artist, appreciate him, entertain him, buy
his canvases, than are the members of the aristocracy, who,
like the Pope and the heads of state, have their portraits
panted by artists who are bers of the French A Y.
Will not posterity find the poetry of an elegant home and of
the beantiful costumes of our time in the salon of the pub-
lisher Charpentier, as painted by Renoir, rather than in the
portrait of the Princesse de Sagan or the Comtesse de La
Rochefoucauld, by Cotte or Chaplin? The artists who have
given us the greatest visions of elegance gather their ma-
terial among people who were seldom the most fashionable
folk of their time, for the latter rarely have their portraits
painted by the unknown interpreter of a beauty which they
are unable to discern in his canvases, obscurled, asitis, by a
P A T R S N
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mediocre models I had known should fusthermore have in-
spired and advised certain effects which had fascinated me,
that one or ancther of them should appear in the pictures as
more than a mode), rather, indeed, as a friend whom the
artist wishes to have figure in his paintings, this was enough
to make me wonder whether all the people we are sorry not
to have known because Balzac portrayed them in his novels
or dedicated his books to them in token of his admiration,
and about whom Sainte-Beuve or Baudelaire wrote their
prettiest lines—and, with even more reason, all the Récamiers
and the Pompadours~—would not have seemed to me insig-
nificant individuals, either through a weakness in my own
pature (a thought which at that time made me furious at
being ill and unable to go and meet 2gain all the people I had

* underestimated) or because they owed their reputation only

10 an illusory magical power in literature—a consideration
which made necessary a change of dictionary for reading and
consaled me for being obliged suddenly any day, because of
my increasing ill health, to quit society and give up travel
and art galleries, in order to go to a sanitarium for my health.
Perhaps, however, this spurious side, this false light exists in
the memoirs only when they are too recent, t00 near to the
oral reputations, which, whether cultural or merely social,
will later on disappear so quickly (and if scholarship then at-
tempts to resist this burying, does it succeed in saving one
out of a thousand from this ever-mounting oblivion?),
These ideas, some of which tended to lessen, others to in-
crease, my regret at having no talent for literature, did not
come to mind again during the long years I spent far from
TParis, seeking to recover my health in a sanitarium (where,
I might add, I had entirely given up the idea of writing)
untl, in the beginning of 1656, the institution could no
longer secure a medical staff. Then I returned to a Paris
very different from the one I had revisited once before, in
Avgust, 1914, as will shortly be told, for a medical exami-
pation, after which T had gone back to my sanitarium.

30



CHAPTER II
Monsieur de Chaclus dunng the Wars Hix Opinions and His Amusements

NE of the first evemings after my second return to
O Paris, in 1916, desiring to listen to discussion of the
only thing that interested me at that time, namely, the
war, I went out after dinner to call on Mme. Verdurin, for,
together with Mme. Bontemps, she was one of the queens of
that war-time Paris which reminded one of the Directoire,
As if by the scattering of a small amount of yeast of appar~
ently spontaneous generation, young women were going
about all day long in hugh, cylindncal turbans, such as a con-
temporary of Mme. Talien might have worn. Shewing
their civic spirit by their straight, Egyptian jackets of dark
colour, very miltary-looking, over extremely short skirts,
they worte leather puttees resembling the buskin 4 {a Talma,
or high fegmngs like those worn by our men at the frong; it
was, they explained, because they were mindful of their duty
to rejoice the sight of those warriors that they still dressed
up, not only in soft, clinging gowns, but in jeweliery supgest-
ing the army by its decorative theme, if, indeed, the ma-
tenal itself did not come from the army or had not been
worked up in the army; instead of Egyptian ornaments re-
R T T+ ' e were rings or bracelets
- ng from the “ 75" field-
= " two English pennies, to
which a soldier m his dug-out had succeeded in giving such
a fine patina that the profile of Queen Victoria on them
loaked as if it had been done by Pisanello; and it was ke
wise, they said, because they had it always in their thoughts
that they wore very little mourning when one of their {amily
Tt v Tt T sorrow was mingled with
.- +heir indomitable belief in
. Coe wll hat of white English
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crépe (producing a most graceful effect and justifying the
hope of various pleasant possibilities) and perm_mcd them to
seplace the cashmere of former times with satin and_ mots-
seline de soie, and even to retain their pearls, “ whxle_ sﬁ]l
maintaining the good taste and correct deportment which it
is Y to d to French ”

The Louvre and all the museums were closed and, ‘yhen
one read in a paper heading “S ional Exhibition,”
one could be sure it had to do with an ezhibition of gowns,
not pictures, gowns intended, moreover, to awaken “that
delicate enjoyment of art of which the Parisian women had
beea too long deprived.” Thus e1c§ancc and pleasure had

Lot L .

lnaman of sha acee alamnane in Arsgg
- . .- ar
. . . ed
- - . Ce nk
it strange that we should busy ourselves with the arts when
the European Coalition is besicging the land of freedom.”
The dressmakers of 1916 did hkewise, declaring with proud
conscientiousness as artists that “to seek new creations avoid
the commonplace, prepare for victory, work out for the gen-
erations to come after the war a new formula of beauty—
that was the ambition that drove them on, the chimera which
they were pursuing, as one could convince oneself by coming
to inspect their charmingly equipped showrooms on e———
Street, where the watchword seems to be to obliterate the
heavy sorrows of the present hour with a bright and cheerful
note, but, of course, with the self-restraint required under the
circumstances. The sorrows of the hour might, one must
admit, break down the moral stamina of the ladies if we did
not have so many noble examples of courage and endurance
to contemplate. ~‘That is why, thinking of our soldier boys
who, deep down in their trenches, are dreaming of more
comfort and modish apparel for the dear absent one left at
home, we shall not cease to put an ever increasing refinement
into the creation of gowns answering to the needs of the
moment. The vogue, as one can readily understand, runs
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especially to the English houses—our allies—and this year
the tonneau dress is all the rage, its charming, easy-going
style giving us all a delightful individual touch of rare dis-
tinction. It will, indeed, be one of the most fortunate inci-
dents of this sad war,” added the charming chronicler (while
awaiting the recovery of the lost provinces and the awakening
of national sentiment), “it will, indeed, be one of the most
fortunate consequences of this war to have achieved charm-
ing results in the matter of women’s dress with very few
materials and, without illconsidered and vulgar luxury, to
have created pleasing fashions out of almost nothing.” In-
stead of the gown duphcated for several customers by the
large dressmaking establishment, there is a preference now
for dresses made at home, as expressing the ideas, taste and
istakable bent of the individual.” "As for philanthropic
actwvity, the thought of all the suffering caused by the inva-
sion and of so many war cripples very naturally forced it to
become “ still more tesourceful,” which made it necessary for
the ladies in the high turbans to spend the Jatter part of the
afternoon at bridge-teas, commenting on the news from the
front, while their automobiles waited for them at the door,
with a handsome soldier at the wheel, gossiping with the
doorman, And it was not only the headgear, with'its strange
cylinder towering above the face, which was new. The faces
were new also. The ladies in the new hats were voung
women come from here and there, who had been leaders of
fashion, some for six months, some for two years and others
for four. And these differences were as important to them
as were three or four centuries of seniority between two
families such as the G and the La Rochef 1d
in the days when I first began going out into society. The
lady who had known the Guermantes since 1914 regarded as
2 social upstart the one who was introduced to them in 1916,
greeted her with the lofty air of a dowager, stared at her
through her lorgnette and confided, with pursed lips, that it
was not even known for a certainty whether that lady was
married or not.  “It is all rather sickening,” concluded the
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1914 lady, who would have liked the cycle of new admissions
0 end with herself. These newcomers, whom the young men
considered very old and whom, moreover, certain old men
who had been 1n other social circles besides the most fashion-
able believed they recognised as not being so new after all,
did not merely furnish society with congenial entertainment
in the way of political conversation and music amid exclusive
surroundings; more than that, 1t was necessarily they who
furnished it, for, in order that things may appear new, even
if they are old—and even if they are new—in art, as in
medicine or in society, new names are necessary (and they
were new in certain respects). Thus Mme. Verdurin had
gone to Venice during the war, but, like people who want
to avoid talking about sorrow and sentiment, when she said
it was “stunning,” what she was admuring was not Venice
or Saint Mark’s or the palaces, all that I had liked so much
and which she dismissed offhand, but the effect of the search-
lights in the sky, .* = '"' f e o v
up with figures.

again as a reactic .

The Sainte-Euverte salon was a shopworn sign to which eve:
the presence of the greatest artists and the most influential
cabinet ministers would not have attracted anyone. On the
other hand, to hear a remark uttered by the secretary of
some artist or the assistant secretary of some cabinet min-
ister, people flocked to the salons of the new turbanned ladies,
whose fluttering invasion had filled Paris as with a swarm
of chattering magpies. The ladies of the first Directoire had
a queen who was young and beautiful, named Mme, Tallien.
‘Those of the second had two, both old and homely, named
Mme. Verdurin and Mme. Bontemps. Who would have hdld
it against Mme. Bontemps that her husband had played in
the Dreyfus case 2 part that had been sharply eriticised by
L’Echo de Paris? ‘The entire Chamber of Deputies having
at a certain moment turned revisionist, it was necessarily
among former revisionists, as among former socialists, that
one had had to look for recruits for the party of Law and
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Order, Religious Tolerance and Military Preparedness,
Formerly M. Bontemps would have been cordially hated,
because at that time the anti-patriots were dubbed Drey-
fusards. But soon this name was forgotten and replaced
by that of “ opponent of the three-year military service law.”
M Bontemps was, on the contrary, one of the authors of
that law, therefore he was a patriot. In society (and this
social phenomencn, it should be remembered, is merely one
application of a much more general psychological law) new
ideas, whether reprehensible or not, cause alarm only until
they have been assumilated and surrounded by reassuring
elements. It was the same with Dreyfusism as with Saint-
Loup’s marriage to Odette’s daughter, a marriage which had
provoked an outcry at first.  Now that everybody who was
“anybody ” was to be seen at the Saint-Loups’, Gilberte
might have had the morals of Qdette hesself and people
would have gone there just the same and would have com-
mended her 1f she had censured hke a dowager new moral
ideas not yet assimilated, Dreyfusism had now been given
its place in a whole category of respectable and accustomed
things, As for inquiring into its real ments, nobody dreamed
of doing that now before approving 1t, any more than they
formerly had before condemming it. It was no longer
“shocking ? and that was enough  People scarcely remem-
bered that it had once been so, just s, after a certain time,
people are not sure whether a young gitl’s father stole or
not  When hard put o it, one can say, “No, it is the
brother-in-law you're talking about, or someone else of the
same name, but no one could ever say anything against that
man.” In like manner, there had certainly been different
hinds of Dreyfusism, and a man who called on the Duchesse
de Montmorency and who had brought about the passage
of the three-year military service law could not be a bad
fellow. And anyhow, we must “forgive and forget.” And
this willingness ‘to_forget was applied not only to Drey-
fusism, but a fortiori to the Dreyfusards. Besides, there
were now none but Dreyfusards in politics, since at one time
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everybody who wanted to be 1n the government had been
2 Dreyfusard, even those Who sepresented the very opposite
A SRR N
wh . i
em . i -
temps’ Dreylusism, invisible and contemplative like that of
alt the polititians, was no more in evidence than the bones
under one’s skin. Nobody would have remembered that he
had been a Dreyfusard, for society folk are absent-minded
and forgetful, also because a very Jong time bad passed since
then—and they pretended to believe it was even longer, for
it was one of the ideas most in vogue to maintain that the
period before the war was separated from the war by some-
thing as profound and representing as long a duration of time
as a geological epoch, and even that nationalise Brichot,
referrimg to the Dreyfus case, used to say, “In those pre-
histaric times.” o tell the truth, this deep change brought
about by the war was in inverse ratio to the inteltigence of
the persons affected—at least, above 2 certain level, for at
the very bottom of the scale the downright idiots and the
outright pl kers paid no ion to the fact that
there was a war, But at the top, those who have created for
themsefves an enveloping inner life, pay liule heed to the
importance of current evenis. What alters profoundly the
course of their thinking is much more something which seems
10 be of no importance in itself and yet which reverses the
order of time for them, making them live over again an
cirﬁ:r period of tl‘:_ex'r lilc‘. The song of a bird in the park

Famebnantan Cem

wite pages of an infinitely greater valye,

M. Bontemps would not hear of peace until Germany had
been broken up into small states, as in the Middle Ages,
the house of Hohenzollern having been dethroned and Wil-

helm having received a dozen bullets in his hide. In short,
36



THE PAST RECAPTURED

he was what Brichot called “ a die-hard,” which was the best
certificate of good citizenship anyone could have given him.
The first three days, 1t is true, Mme. Bontemps felt somewhat
out of her element in the midst of the people who had asked
Mme. Verdurin to introduce them to her, and it was in a
shightly cutung tone that Mme. Verdurin replied, *The
Count, my dear,” when Mme Bontemps asked, “That was
the Duc d’Haussonville you just introduced to me, wasn’t
it? "—her mistake being due either to failure to connect the
name of Haussonwille with any title whatsoever, or, on the
contrary, to too much knowledge and to an iation of
ideas with the Parti des Ducs, of which she had been told
M. d’Haussonville was one of the members in the Academy.
By the fourth day she began to be firmly established in the
Faubourg Saint-Germain. There were still sometimes seen
around her the unknown remnants of a little known social
arcle, but that caused no more surprise than the pieces of
eggshell around a chick to those who knew the egg Mme.
Bontemps had hatched from. But within a fortnight she
had shaken them off and before the end of the first month,
when she said, “ am going to call on the Lévis,” everybod
understood, without her having to be more expliai, that 1t
was the Lévis-Mirepoix she meant; and there was not a
duchess who would have gone to bed without finding out
from Mme. Bontemps or Mme. Verdurin, at least by tele-
phone, what the evening official bulletin contained and what
it_omitted, how the negotiations with Greece stood, what
offensive was being prepared—in a word, everything the
public would not learn until the next morning or later and
of which they had thus, so to speak, a dressmakers’ advance
shewing. 1In her conversation, Mme. Verdurin, in reporting
the news, would say “we” when speaking of France.
“Very well, this is how it stands: we are demanding of the
King of Greece that he withdraw from the Peloponnesus,”
etc.; “we are sending him,” ete. And in all her accounts
there kept recurring continually G H.Q” (“I telephoned
to GH.Q.”) an abbreviation which she took the same pleas-
37 7
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are in using as women who did not know the Prince d’Agri-
gente lately took in asking with a smile, when he was men-
tioned, so as to shew they were up-to-date, “Grigri?"—a
pleasure which in tranquil times is enjoyed only by society
falk, but which, in these great crises, even the common people
enjoy. Our butler, for instance, if the King of Greece was
mentioned, was able, thanks to the newspapers, to say, just
Iike Wilhelm I, “ Tino,” whereas until then his familiarity
with royalty had been less high-toned, having been invented
by himself, as when he used to say, in speaking of the King
of Spain, “Fonfonse.” It should be noted also that, in
proportion as the number of prominent society folk who
made overtures to Mme. Verdurin increased, the number of
those she called “bores ” decreased. By a kind of magical
transformation, every bore who came to call on her or who
angled for an invitation suddenly became an agreeable, in-
telligent person. In short, at the end of a year the number
of bores had been cut down to such a great extent that the
“ fear and intolerableness of being bored,” which had occu-
pied such a large place in Mme, Verdurin’s conversation and
had played such a big réle in her life, had almost completely
disappeared. You would have said that, late in life, this
inability to stand being bored (which, by the way, she used
in former times to declare she had not experienced in her
early youth) caused her less suffering, like some forms of
migraine or of nervous asthma, which lose their force as
one gets older.  And the terror of being bored would doubt-
Jess have left Mme. Verdurin entirely, for sheer lack of bores,
if she had not to some extent filled the places of those who
had ceased to bore her with fresh recruits drawn from the
ranks of her former fidéles. Moreover (in order to have
«done with the duchesses who were now to be seen regularly
at Mme. Verdurin’s) they came there, without realising it,
seeking precisely the same thing as the Dreyfusards used
to, namely, fashionable entertainment arranged in such a
way that the delicate enjoyment of it should satisfy their
curiosity about politics and meet the need for discussing
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among themselves the incidents they had read about in the
newspapers. Mme. Verdurin would say, “Come at five
oclock and talk about the war,” just as formerly “ about the
Case,” or, in the intermediate period, “ Come ‘and listen to
Morel.” Now Morel should not have been there for the
reason that he had not been in any way exempted from
military service. He simply had not reported for duty and
was a deserter, but no one knew this. Another salon lumi-
nary was “In the Soup,” who had gotten himself exempted,
notwithstanding his liking for athletics. He had become so
identified in my mind as the author of an admirable work
which I was constantly thinking about that it was only by
chance, when I set up 2 connecting current between two sets
of recollections, that it dawned on me it was he who was
responsible for Albertine having left me. And even then,
this crosscurrent led, in so far as these vestiges of remem-
brance of Albertine were concerned, to a road which came
to an end in an abandoned field, so to speak, several years
behind me. For I never thought of her any more. It was
a road not lined with memories, a path I no longer followed,
Whereas the works of Andrée’s husband were recent and
my mind was constantly following and dwelting on this line
of recollection.

1 ought also to say that it was neither very easy nor very
pleasant to cultivate the acquaintance of “In the Soup”
and that the friendly feeling one had for him was doomed
to many disappointments. As a matter of fact, he was
already at this time very ill and spared himself any fatigue
that did not seem likely to give bim pleasure. Now, he
classed in the opposite category only opportunities to meet
peopte he did not already know and whom his eager imagi-
nation doubtless represented to him as offering some chance
of being different from others. But as for the people he
was already acquainted with, he knew only too well what
they were like and what they would be like; they no longer
seerned worth the trouble of a fatigue that would be danger
ous and perhaps fatal to him. He was, in short, 2+
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poor friend. And perhaps in his liking for new people there
were to be found traces of the headlong audacity with which
formerly at Balbec he plunged into atbletics, gambling and
all sorts of excess in eating and drinking. As for Mme.
Verdurin, she wanted each time to introduce me to Andrée,
not being able to admit that I had known her for a long
time. Incidentally, Andrée seldom came with her husband,
but she was a sincere and admirable friend to me. Loyal
to her husband’s zsthetic code, which was opposed to Rus-
sian ballets, she said of the Marquis de Polignac, “ His house
was decorated by Bakst. How can anybody sleep in it?
I would prefer Dubufe.”

Moreover, the Verdurins, by the inevitable development
of wstheticism, which eventually devours its own tail, said
they could not endure the modern style (besides, it came
from Munich) nor apartments done in white, and now they
liked only old French furniture in a dark-toned setting,

People were very much surprised at this time, when Mme.
Verdurin could have anyone she wished at her house, to
see her make overtures indirectly to someone she had com-
pletely lost sight of, Odette. They felt that she could not
add anything to the fashionable social circle which the “Jitde
group ” had ‘grown to be. But a prolonged separation, be-
sides allaying old grudges, occasionally revives an old friend-
lhi? at the same time. And then, too, the phenomenon
which causes the dying to utter none but old, familiar names,
and old folk to take pleasure in memories of their childhood,
this p has its equivalent in the social sphere.
To succeed in her undertaking to get Odette to come back
into her circle, she did not, of course, make use of her ultra-
ﬁznisan supporters, but of the less devoted habitués, who

ad kept one foot in each salon. She would say to them,
“1 don’t know why we never sec her here any more. She
may be sore over something, but I'm not. After all, what
have I done to her? Tt was at my house she met both her
husbands. If she wants to come back, she may be sure the
door is open for her.” These remarks, which would neces-
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satily have meant a heavy sacrifice for the pride of the
“Mistress ” of the house if they had not been prompted by
her imagination, were duly reported, bat without success.
Mme. Verdurin awaited Odette in vain, until events which
will be mentioned later brought about for entirely different
reasons what the good offices of the two-faced emissarnes,
zealous though they were, had not been able to accomplish,
8o few are the easy victoties, and the final defeats!

The circumstances were so much the same, while appear-
ing to be different, that people quite naturally revived the
old expressions, * right-thinking persons *, “ undesirable citi-
zens,” And, just as the old-time Communards had been
anti-revisionists, so the leading Dreyfusards now wanted to
have everybody shot, and they had the support of the
generals, just as the latter, in the time of the Dreyfus case,
had opposed Gallifiet. 'To these gatherings Mme. Verdurin
invited some ladies rather recently arrived, known in chari-
table circles, who the first few times came flashily gowned,
with great necklaces of peatls, which Odette, who owned one
as handsome that she had shewn off too much herself, looked
at with stern disapproval, now that she was dressed in “ war
fashion,” following the example of the ladies of the Fau-
bourg. But women know how to adapt themselves. After
three - f- s wn aboant ¥ ehom vravar e
the;
the;
to simplicity.

Mme. Verdurin would say, “It is heartbreaking; I am
going to telephone Bontemps to take the necessary steps
tomorrow; they have again blue-pencilled the entire last
part of Norpois® article, just because he hinted that Percin
had been canned.” For the stupid fad of the moment led
each woman ta take pride in using current expressions and
she thought that in this way she shewed that she was yp-to-
date, like the middle-class woman who, wher M de Bréauté
or M. de Charlus was mentioned, would say, “ Who? Babel
de Bréauté? Mémé de Charlus?” Duchesses, for o
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matter, are no different, and they took a similar pleasure in
saying “ canned,” for among duchesses, to people of common
birth who have a bit of the poet in them, it is the name that
differs, but they express themselves according to the intel-
lectual category 1n which they belong and in which there are
also a very large number of middle-class folk. Intellectual
classifications have no regard for birth.

All these telephonings of Mme, Verdurin's, by the way,
were not without their drawbacks, I have forgotten to
mention it, but the Verdurin “salon,” while contiuing in
spirit and in fact, had been temporanly transported to one
of the largest Pans botels, the lack of coal and light making
more difficult the Verdunins’ receptions in the former, very
damp residence of the Venetian ambassadors, But the new
salon was not without its pleasant features. Just as in
Venice the space, restricted on account of the water, deter-
mines the form of the palaces, and just as a bit of garden

nesday, and almost every day, all the most interesting and
the most varied types of people and the most fashionably
dressed women in Paris, all of them delighted to take ad-
vantage of the lavish expenditure of the Verdurins, which,
thanks to their wealth, kept on increasing at a time when
the nchest people were cutting down expenses on account
of inability to collect their incomes. The turn given to these
receptions was somewhat altered, but without lessening their
charm f{or Brichot, who, as the social connexions of the
Verdurins extended more and more widely, found in their
salon unespected pleasures concentrated in a small space,
like surprises in a Christmas stocking, And then, some days
there were so many guests for dinner that the dining-room in
the private apartment was too small and dinner was served
in the huge dining-room downstairs, where the “faithful,”
while pretending hypocritically to be sorry to miss the
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cosiness upstairs, were at bottom delighted—making 2 group
by themselves, as they used to do in the litde railway train
~—to be stared at and envied by those at the adjoining tables.
Of course, in normal peace times a society item sent m a
toundabout manner to Le Figaro or Le Gaulows would have
conveyed to more people than could be accommodated in
the dining-room of the Majestic the news that Brichot had
dined with the Duchesse de Duras, But society editors hav-
ing done away with this type of news since the beginning of
the war (they made it up on burials, official honours con-
ferred and Franco-American banquets) publicity could now
be obtained only in this infantfe and restricted manner,
worthy of the eatliest ages, before Gutenberg’s invention—
namely, by bemng seen at Mme. Verdurin’s table. After
dmner, they went upstairs to the “Mistress’s ¥ drawing-
reoms and then the telephonings would begin. But maay
big hatels at that time were nfested with spies, who made
note of the news that Bontemps gave over the telephone with
2 lack of discretion which, by sheer good luck, was offset by
the unreliabilty of his information, which was always con-
tradicted by subsequent developments

At dusk, before the hovr when the afternoon teas ended,
while the sky was sull light, one saw little brown spots in
the distance which might have been mistaken, against the
blue evening sky, for gnats or birds.  In the same way, when
one sees a mountain very far away, one might think it a
cloud But one is impressed, knowing that this coud is
immense, solid, unytelding. Just so was I deeply moved
because the brown spot in the summer sky was neither a
gnat pot a bird, but an airplane piloted by men who were
watching over Paris The recollection of the airplanes I
had seen near Versailles the last time I went out with Alber-
tine had no part in this emotion because the memory of
that occasion had become 2 matter of indifference to me.

At the dinner hour the restaurants were crowded and if,
passing by, I saw a poor soldier on leave, who had escaped
for six days from the constant danger of death and was
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about to go back to the trenches again, fix his gaze for an
instant on the brightly lighted windows, I suffered as T
used to at the hotel at Balbec when the fishermen watched
us dining, but now I suffered more because I knew that the
misery of the soldier is greater than that of the poor man,
being a merging of all miseries and still more touching be-
cause more resigned, more noble, and because, with a philo-
sophical shake of the head, without hatred, about to return
to the front, he said, as he saw the slackers jostle one
another as they reserved their tables, “ You would never
think there was a war going on here.” Then at half-past
nine, before anyone had had time to finish dinner, all the
lights were suddenly put out on account of the police regu-
lations, and the new jostling of the slackers, snatching their
overcoats from the doormen of the restaurant where I had
dined with Saint-Loup one evening when he was on leave,
took place at nine thirty-five in a mysterious half-light like
that of a room where a magic lantern is being shewn or of
a playhouse used for projecting the films of one of those
very cinemas to which these men and women diners were
going to rush. But after that hour, for those who, like me
on the evening I am speaking of, had stayed at home for
dinner and were going out to call on friends, Paris was, at
least, in certain quarters, darker than the Combray of my
childhood; when we went to sec one another, it was like call-
ing on country neighbours. Ah, if Albertine had been alive,
how lovely it would have becn, the evenings when I dined
out, to arrange to meet her outdoors under the arcades. At
first I would have scen nothing and would have thought,
with 2 shock, that she had failed to come to the meeting-
place, when all of 2 sudden I would have espied one of her
dear gray dresses beginning to stand out against the black
wall and her eyes smiling at sight of me, and we would have
been able to stroll along with our arms around one another,
without anyone rccogmsing us or disturbing us, and then
go home together.  Alas, I was alone and it seemed to me
as if I were going to call on a neighbour in the country, one
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£ slmca wicite cuch as Swann used to pay us after dinner,
. <" %74 .- ~# Tanson-

. nt-Esprit

than I was meeting DOW Ol Lhw wbi-ve ¢ winding
-smewer enads from the Rue Clotide to the Rue Bonaparte.
. 1 Laana with the

more as if 1 were on we suwié wo . . -
to dream about s0 frequently than 1 ever felt at Balbec; and
even other nature effects which had not existed until then
in Paris gave one the impression of having just gotten off
the train to spend 2 vacation away off in the country: for
example, the contrast of light and thadow on the ground at
one’s side on moonlit eventngs. Moonlight produced effects
unknown in cities even in the dead of winter; oo the Boule-
vard Haussmann its beams spread out over the snow, which
no workers now swept away, just_as over & glacier in the
Alps, On this snow of bluish gold the sithouettes of the
trees were reflected sharp and clear with the delicacy they
have in certain Japanese patntings of 1 some of Raphad’s
backgrounds; they stretched out along the gmund right at
the foot of the trees as one often sees them in nature when
the setting sun floods with a mirror-dike sheen the fields
dotted with trees at regular intervals,  But by an exquisitely
delicate refinement, the field over which these trees cast theif
shadows, light as human souls, was 2 heaven-like field, not
green but so dazalingly white with moontight falling on
jade-green snow that one would have thought it 2 fabric
woven of pure petals of blossoming pear trees. And in the
squares the deities who pres:ded over the public fountains,
clasping a jet of ice, looked Iike statues of 2 twofold sub-
stanice which the artist had wished to create by combining
exclusively bronze and crystal. On these unusual days, al
the houses were darkened; but sometimes in the spring, of
the contrary, here and there, braving the police regulations
a private residence, OF merely one floor, of even just <
45
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room of one floor, the shutters not having been closed, §tood
out as if resting all by itself on impalpable darkness, like a
purely luminous projection, a phantom without substance.
And looking away up, one could make out in the dim,
golden-yellow light, a woman who in this engulfing dark.ncss
in which she seemed like an anchorite, took on the VCIIEdd’
R S SR PN e &

.
.

It occurred to me that it was a long time since I had seen
any of the persons mentioned in these volumes. During the
two months I spent in Paris in 1914, I had had a glimpse
of M. de Charlus and 1 had seen Bloch and Saint-Loup,
the latter only twice. The second time was certainly the
onc when he had been the most hke hmself; it bad effaced
all the none too pleasant impressions of insincerity he had
made on me dusing the stay at Tansonville which T have
just related, and I had recognised in him all his former fine
qualities. 'The first time I saw him after the declaration
of war, namely, at the beginning of the next week, while
Bloch displayed the most rabidly patriotic sentiments, Saint-
Loup could not speak of himself sarcastically enough for not
reenlisting and I was almost shocked at the violence of his
tone. He was just back from Balbec. “No,” he exclaimed
with force and humour, “any man who doesn’t go to war,
whatever excuse he may give, just doesn’t want to get
Lilled; he's afraid” And with the same emphatic gesture,
but even more vigorous, with which he had scored ather
men’s fear, he added, “And I, too, if I am not recalisting,
it is simply through fear, that’s all.” T had already noticed
in different people that affecting laudable sentiments is not
the only way of concealing reprehensible ones, but a newer
way is to make a show of the latter in order at least not
1o appear to shut one’s eyes to them. Moreover, in Saint-
Loup this tendency was reinforced by his habit, whenever
be had done hing indit or jll-advised for which
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he might be censured, of announcing what he had done and
saying he had done it on purpose.” He must have caught
this habit, I really believe, from some professor at the War
?ollegc with whom he had lived on intimate terms and
or v T Y M caee

no 1

ratif

since

aking part in the war that was starting. “ Have you heard
anyone say that my Aunt Oriane was going to get a di-
vorce?” he inquired as he left me. “I know absolutely
nothing about it personally, People say so every now and
then and T have heard it announced so often that I shall
wait until it has happened before believing it T might re-
mark that it would be very easy to understand, my uncle
s 2 charming man, not only m soaety, but also toward his
niends and relatives. He is even, in one way, much more
kind-hearted than my aunt, who is a saint but makes him
erribly conscious of the fact. Only he is a dreadful hus-
band, Who has never stopped being untrue to his wife, in-
sulting her, treating her brutally and making her go without
money. It would be so natural for her ta leave him that
hat i5 ane reason why the report may be true, but it is also
2 reason why it may not be true because it would be natural
or people to imagme 1t and then announce it. And then,
seeing that she has endured him this long . . . But I know
rery wel' * KR R S, e
and late

nim  wh.

een an, | -
He was startled and assured me there had not, that it was
ouly one of those society rumours that spring up now and
hen for no good reason and disappear in the same way and
he falseness of which does not make those who believed
hem more wary about putting faith in and circulating the
very next rumour that comes up about.an engagement, a
livorce or something in politics, Forty-eight hours had not
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passed before certain facts which T ascertained proved to
me that I had been absolutely wrong in my interpretation
of Robert’s remark, “The trouble with all the men who are
not at the front is that they are afraid.” Saint-Loup had
said that in order to take a witty part in the conversation
and get off something original in the line of psychology
until be was sure his reénlistment would be accepted. But
meanwhile he was moving heaven and earth to bring that
about—in which he was less original than he believed (in
the sense he thought that word should have) but more
profoundly French, of the style of Saint-André-des-Champs,
more in agreement with all the best there was in the French-
men of Saint-André-des-Champs, nobles, burghers and serfs,
deferential toward their oveslords or in revolt agatnst them,
two equally French divisions of the same family, the
Frangoise branch and the Sauton branch, from which two
mmemrra mmeta mstated Bndha cnece dlcenstan —'mtly, (O\Vﬂfd
. oo . = a nationalist

- alist) make a

- : ' ' tp asked him

if he was to leave for the front, he assumed the air of a
high priest as he replied, “Nearsighted,” But when Bloch
came 10 sec me panic-stricken a few days later, he had
completely changed his opinion about the war, Although
“ nearsighted,” he had been passed as fit for military service.
I was walking home with him when we met Saint-Loup, who
had an appointment at the War Department to be introduced
to 2 colonel by an ex-army officer, “M. de Cambremer,” he
cxplained tome. *Why, that’s so! It’s an old acquaintance
of yours I am telling you about. You know Cancan as well
as I do.” 1T replied that I did, indeed, know him and his
wife, also, and did not think very highly of them. But I was
s0 accustomed, since the first time I saw them, to regarding
the wile, ncvertheless, 23 an unusual person, thoroughly
familiar with Schopenhauer and having access, in short, to
an intellectual world that was closed to her uncouth husband,
that I was at fisst astonished to hear Saint-Loup reply, “ His
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wife is an idiot, you can have her. But he is a fine fellow
who had ability and is still very good company.” By the
“idiocy ” of the wife, Saint-Loup doubtless meant her mad
desire to get into the best society, something which the best
society condemns most severely. And the good qualities
he found in the husband were doubtless more or less those
his niece recogmised 1n him when she declared him the most
promising member of the family. He at any rate did not
bother himself about duchesses, but, to tell the truth, that
is a kind of intelligence which is as different from the intel-
ligence of thinking people as is the “ ntelligence ” which the
public attributes to this or that rich man for having suc-
ceeded in making a fortune. But Saint-Loup’s remarks did
not displease me in so far as they were a reminder that
pretentiousness 1s next door to stupidity and that simplicity
has a flavour, somewhat hidden but pleasant. It is true,
1 had not had an opportunity to sample M. de Cambremer’s
simplicity, But that is just how 1t comes about that one
person is so many different persons, ac_cord'mg 10 the people
who have an opiion of him, even independently of the
different conclusions they may reach. In Cambremer’s case,
1 had known only the outer shell. And the inner flavour of
the man, to which others testified, was unknown to me.
Bloch left us in front of his door, welling over with bitterness
against Sant-Loup and declarng that “you shoul

strapped fashion plates,” strutting amund_ staff headquarters,
ran no risks, and that he, a commoan private of the second
class, had no desire to get himseif “shot full of holes” for
Wilbelm. * It seems he is seriously 1l, Emperor William,”
replied Saint-Loup. Bloch, who, like all people in close
touch with the Stock Exchange, was peculiarly quick at
picking up sensational news, added, It is even said in many
quarters that he is dead.” On the Stock Exchange every
sovereign who is ill, whether Edward VII or William II,
is dead, every town that is about to be besicged has been
captured. “They are suppressing the news.” added Bloch,
“only so as not to affect public opinion among the Boches.
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But he died last night. My father got it from a most
reliable source” Reliable sources were the only ones to
which M. Bloch senior paid any heed when, thn?ugh l.he
good fortune he enjoyed of bemng in communication with
them, thanks to his “high connexions,” he rccex_ved from
them the secret tip that Extérieure bonds were going up or
De Beers stocks were going to weaken. Moreover, if at
that very moment there came a rise in De Beers or offerings
of Extérieure bonds, if the market for the former was strong
and active and for the latter uncertain and weak and people
were holding back, the reliable source was sull no less a
reliable source.  And so Bloch announced to us the Kaiser’s
death with a mysterious and important, but also exasperated
air. He was above all particularly irritated to hear Robert
say “Emperor William.” I believe that even under the
knife of the guillotine Saint-Loup and M. de Guermantes
would have been unable to use any other expression. Two
well bred men who were the only human beings left on a
desert island, where they did not have to display good
manners toward anyone, would recognise one another by
these signs of breeding, just as two Latinists would quote
Virgil correctly, Saint-Loup, even if he had been put to
the torture by the Germans, would never have been able
to say anything else but “ Emperor William.”  And yet this
savolr viwre is nevertheless an indication of serious mental
restrictions.  He who cannot throw them off remains merel
2 well bred man. That elegant mediocrity, it must be and)f
mitted, i delightful—especially with all the hidden gener-
osity and unexpressed heroism that accompany it—as com-~
ared with the vulgarity of Bloch, who, at the same time a
raggart and a miserable coward, exclaimed to Saint-Loup,
“You couldn’t say plain ‘William’ of course. There you
are, youre scared and you're already crawling on your belly
before him. A, these fellows will make fine soldiers at the
front; they will lick the boots of the Boches. You're a lot
of second lieutenants who know how to shew off in a circus
parade, but that’s all!” “Poor Bloch is insistent that 1
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shall do nothing but strut about,” said Saint-Loup with a
smile when we had left our companion. And I sensed
clearly that strutting about was not at all what Robert
wanted, although 1 did not realise what his intentions were
as clearly as I'did later, when, the cavalry remaining in-
active, he got permission to serve as an infantry officer and
then with the chasseurs & pred, and finally when there came
the sequel that will be told later. But Blach had no con-
ception of Robert’s patriotism, simply because Robert did
not talk about it at all. While Bloch expressed to us some
viciously anti-militarist convictions, once he had been de-
clared fit for service, he had previously made the most blindly
patriotic declarations when he thought himself rejected on
account of nearsightedness, But Saint-Loup would have
been unable to make these declarations, in ‘the first place
through a sort of delicacy of feeling which prevents one
from expressing sentiments that are too deep and that one
considers quite patural. My mother, in the cld days, not
only would not have hesitated a second to die for my grand-
mother, but she would have suffered terribly if anyone had
prevented her from doing so. Nevertheless, as I look back,
it is impossible for me to imagine as coming from her lips
a remark such as, “1 would give my hfe for my mother.”
Robert was just as reticent about his love for France, and
he sesmed to me at this moment much more of 2 Saint-Loup
(as far as 1 could picture his father to myself) than a
Guermantes, He would have been restrained from giving
expression to those semtiments also by the, in a certain sense,
moral quality of his intelligence. Intelligent and really
earnest workers feel a certain aversion for those who put
what they do into literature and exploit it. We had not
been together at either the lycée or the Sorbonne, but we
had individually taken certain courses under the same teach-
ers and I remember Saint-Loup’s smile as he spoke of those
who, while, it is true, giving remarkable courses, tried to
make themselves out to be geniuses by attaching ambitious
names to their theories. If we even barely mentioned t!xem:/‘
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Robert would laugh heartily. Our predilection naturally did
not run instnctvely to the Cottards and the Brichots but,
after all, we did feel a certain respect for men who had a
thorough knowledge of Greek or medicine but did not think
themselves thereby jusufied in making charlatans of them-
selves, Just as all my mother’s acuions used to be based
on the sentiment that she would give her ife for her mother,
as she had never formulated this sentiment to herself, she
would under any circumstances have considered it not only
uscless and ridiculous, but shocking and mortifying to ex-
press it to others; in the same way 1t was impossible for me
to imagine Saint-Loup (as he spoke to me of lus equipment,
of the errands he had to do, of our chance of victory, of
how little the Russian army was worth and what England
would do) uttering a single one of the most eloquent sen-
tences that the most engaging cabinet minister can declaim
before the deputies, bringing them to their feet with enthu-
siasm. However, I cannot affirm that, in this negauve side
of his character, which prevented him from giving expres-
sion to his finer feelings, there was not an effect of the
“Guermantes spirit,” of which we saw so many manifes-
tations in Swann. For, if I found him predominantly Saint-
Loup, there was also some Guermantes in his make-up and
on that side, among the many incentives that aroused his
courage, there were some that one did not find among his
Doncitres friends, those young men in love with their pro-
fession, with whom 1 had dined every evening and so many
of whom had met death at the Batde of the Marne or
elsewhere at the head of their men. The young socialists
who may have been at Doncigres when I was there, but whom
I did not meet because they were not in Saint-Loup’s set,
had 2 good demonstration that the officers of this group were
by no means “aristos,” with the implication of haughty
pride and base self-indulgence which the “common herd,”
the officers who had risen from the ranks, the Freemasons,
gave to that nickname. And in similar manner, morcover,
the officers of aristocratic birth found this same patriotism’
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in full swing among the socialsts, whom, whea 1 was at
Doncitres and the Dreyfus affarr was at ks height, 1 had
keard them accuse of bawng men without a country. The
patrictism of the military men, quite as sincere and deep,
had assumed a well defined form which they believed 1n-
violable and which 1t made them indignant to see “insulred,”
whereas more or less unconscrous patriats like the Radical-
Socialists, independent and without any well defined patratic
religion, had never been able to understand what a preofound
reality existed in what they took o be empty, vindictive
formutas, It 15 true that, hke them, Saint-Loup also had
become accustomed 1o develo, ing within him, as the most
real part of humself, the scarci for and the working out of
the best maneuvers, with a view to the greatest strategic
and tactical suecesses, so that Jor hum as for them the hie
of the body was hing refauvely unimp which
could easily be sacrificed ta that inner part, the true vital
aucleus around which therr personal existence had no valus
oxcept as a2 protective covenng. I told Saint-Loup zbout
his friend, the manager of the Grand Hotel at Balbec, who,
it seems, had maintamed that there had been defections (or,
as he called them, “ defectunsities ™) in certain French repe
ments at the beginning of the war, and had accwsed what
be called “the Prussian milsanst® of having pravoked
this, adding with 2 laugh, apropos of his brother, “He is
in the trenches; the boys are within thinty yards of the
Bochest*  Unnil one day it was discovered that he was
& Boche himgelf and he was pul I an interament camp,
“Speaking of Balbec, do you remember the former elevator
boy at the hotel?* Saint-Loup inquired as he iwas Ieaving
™e, in the tone of someone who did not seem to know
exactly who it was and counted on me to enlighten him.
“He ls enlisting and he has written 10 sk me 1o get him
inta the aviation corps.” Doubtless the elevator boy was
tired of going up in the captive cage of the elevator and the
Tofty altitudes of the staiccase of the Grand Horel 70 Jonger
satished his ambition. He was going to “win his stripes
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otherwise than as 2 hotel porter, for our destiny is not always
what we had expected. I shall certainly endorse his ap-
plication,” said Saint-Loup. “I was just teling Gilberte
this morning, we shall never have enough airplanes. That’s
what we need 1 order to see what the enemy is preparing
and to destroy the chief advantage of an attack, namely, the
surprise; the best army will perhaps be the one that has
the best eyes. And how about poor Frangoise, has she suc-
ceeded in getting her nephew exempted?” Frangoise had
been for a long ume making every possible effort to obtan
exemption for her nephew, but when she was offered a letter
of recommendauon to General de Saint-Joseph {rom the
Guermantes, she kad replied in a hopeless tone, “Ob, no,
that would be no use; you can’t get anywhere with that
silly old man; he’s the worst there is, he's patriotic.”” But
as soon as it Was a question of war, notwithstanding her
sorrow, she maintained that the © poor Russians ¥ must not
be abandoned, since the two countnes were “allianced.”
The butler, who, by the way, was convinced that the war
would last only ten days and would end with a brilliant
victory for France, would not, for fear the outcome might
prove him a poor prophet, have had the courage, and woutd
not even have had enough imaginauon, to predict a long
and indecisive war. But i anticipation of this complete and

the men refuse to obey orders, lads of sixteen who break
down and cry.” (In order to “make ber mad” he tried
1o tell her unglcasant things; he called this “piving her 2
dig, tossing her an apostrophe, throwing her a pun.)
“Lads of sixteen, Holy Virgin!” exclaimed Frangoise, and
then, skeptical for a moment, “ But they said they were not
taking them under twenty; why, they’re only children!”
“Of course, the newspapers have been told not to say
anything about this, Xnd what’s more, all the young men
will be put in the front ranks; there won't be many of
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them will come back. In one way, that won’t be so bad;
a good blood-letting, you know, is a benefit now and then;
it will help business. And by Jove, if there are some tender-
hearted lads who hesitate a bit, they will shoot them at once,
4 dozen bullets 1n their ude, bang! In one way, they have
to do it. And besides, what do the officers care? They
get their dough and that’s all they're after.” Francoise
would turn so pale during each of these conversations that
we were afraid the butler would kill her with a heart attack.
But for all that, she did not mend her ways. When a young
girl would come to see me, however much the old servant’s
legs might pain her, 1f 1 happened to leave my room for
an instant, I would see her 1n the clothes closet at the top
of a ladder—looking for some overcoat of mine, she would
explain, to see if the moths were getting at it, but in reality
eavesdropping. In spite of all my reprimands, she conunued
her habit of asking questions m a round-about, insidious
manner, for which she had some time before adopted the
formula, “because, of course” Not daring to ask me, for
example, “Has that lady a home of her own?” she would
look up timidly hke a faithful dog and say, “Because, of
course, that lady has a private residence . . .” avaiding the
outright interrogation not so much from politeness as in
order not to appear inquisiuve. Finally, since the servants
we are most attached to—especially if they no longer give
us the attention or consideration their positions call for—
remain, unfortunately, servants and, the more they believe
they are getung into our social class, the more clearly they
shew the Jimits of their own (which we would like to abolish)
so Frangoise would often perrut herself peculiar remarks
about me which a well bred person would not have made
(just 1o annoy me, the butler would have said). For ex-
ample, with a joy as well concealed but as profound as if
it had been a case of serious illness, if I was warm and had
beads of perspiration on my brow (to which T gaid no
attention), she would say to me, “Why youre dripping
wet!” as surprised as if she were witnessing some strange
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phenomenon, smiling 2 litde with the disdain one feels for
something improper (“ You're going out and yow've for-
gotten to put on a necktie!”) but assuming an anxious tone
of voice well calculated to make one uneasy about the state
of his health. You would have thought I was the only
person in the world who had ever been in such a perspira-
tion. For in her humbleness, in her tender admyration for
people who were far inferior to her, she adopted their
common ways of talking. Her daughter having complained
to me about her and having told me—where she got it, 1
have no idea—"She is always finding fault, says I don't
shut the doors tight, et patati patali et patata patala,” Fran-
oise no doubt thought it was only her limited education
which had till then deprived her of that fine expression.
And from her lips on which had thitherto flowered only the
purest French, I now heard several times a day, “ ez patati
patali et patata patala” 1t is curious, by the way, how
little any one person’s language, and even his thoughts, wil
vary. ‘The butler, having formed the habit of saying that
M. Poincaré&’s motives were not honourable, not for financial
reasons, but because he had insisted there must be war,
repeated this seven or eight times a day before the same
regular audience and always with the same success. Not 2
word was changed, not a’ gesture, not an intonation. Al-
though it lasted only two minutes, it was as invariable as a
theatrical perfi 15 mistakes in French corrupted
her speech quite as much as did her daughter’s.

She no longer slept or ate; although she did not under-
stand the news bulletins at all, she had them read to her by
the butler, who understood them but little better and whose
desire to torment her was often overcome by patriotic ela-
tion; he would say, with an engaging laugh, speaking of the
Germans, It must be warming up out there; good old Joffre
is going to put over a fast on¢ on them.” Frangoise did not
understand any too well what it all meant, but she neverthe-
fess felt that this remark was parnt of the well intentioned,
cccentric nonsense that, as a matter of courtesy, a well bred
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rate, she was glad that her new butcher boy, who, notwith-
standing his trade, was rather umid (and yet he had started
in a slaughter-house) was not old encugh to be drafted. But
for that, she might easily have been capable of going to sce
the Minister of War.

The butler could not have canceived that the bulletins were
not encouraging and that the Allies were not advancing on
Berlin, since he read, “ We have repulsed, with heavy loss ta
the enemy,” and so on, and he celebrated these engagements
as fresh victories, However, I was alarmed at the rate at
which the scene of these “victories” was drawing nearer
and nearer to Pars, and I was even surprised that the butler,
having seen in one bulletin that an engagement had taken
place near Lens, was not disturbed on reading in the news-
paper the following day that it had ended in our favour at
Jouy-le-Vicomte, the outskirts of which we were holding
firmly. Now the butler knew, or at least was familiar with
the name of, Jouy-le-Vicomte, which was not so very far
from Combray. But newspaper readers, like lovers, are
blindfolded. They do not try to grasp the facts. ‘They be-
lieve the editor’s honeyed words as a lover believes his
mistress. They are beaten and yet pleased because they do
not believe themselves beaten but victorious. I should men-
tion that I had not stayed long in Paris but had returned
tather quickly to my sanitarium. Although as a rule the
doctor kept us cut off from the world, they had delivered to
me at diﬂ}:rent times one letter from Gilberte and one from
Robert, Gilberte wrote (this was about September, 1914)
that, however much she had wanted to stay in Paris in order
0 get news of Robert more easi}{, the constant raids over
Paris by Taube planes had caused her so much alarm, espe-
cially for her little girl, that she had fled from Paris by the
last train leaving for Combray, that the train had not even
gotten as far as Combray and that it was only thanks to a
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farmer’s cart, in which she had made a frightful ten hours
journey, that she had succeeded in reaching Tansonville.
“ And ‘guess what was awaiting your old friend there,” she
wrote as she ended her letter. 1 had left Paris to get away
from the German airplanes, imagming that I should be
sheltered from everything at Tansonville. I had not been
there two days when you will never guess who arrived—the
Germans, who were invading the region after having beaten
our troops near La Fére A German regimental staff, fol-
lowed by a regiment, presented itself at the gates of ‘Tanson=~

cfiect, through contagion, of the spirit of the Guermantes,
who were of Bavanan origin, related to the highest aris«
tocracy of Germany? However that may be, Gilberte never
tired of commenting on the perfect manners of the officers
and even of the soldiers, who lliad merely requested ¢ Permis-
sion to pick one of the forget-me-nots growing beside the
pond,” and she contrasted these good manners with the un-
controlled vandalism of the French fugitives, who had over-
run the estate and looted everything before the German
generals got there. Anyhow, if Gilberte’s letter in certain
ways was infused with the Guermantes spirit—with Jewish
Snternationalism, others might say, but this would probably
be unfair, as will be seen later—the letter I received fram
Robert a good many months later was much more Saint-
Loup than Guermantes and reflected, in addition, all the
liberal culture he had acquired—in short, a most engaging
and delightful letter. Unfortunately, he did not discuss
strategy, as in our talks at Doncidres, nor tell me to what
extent he considered that the war confirmed or invalidated
the principles he had outlined to me at that time. The most
he did say was that, in reality, several wars had followed
one another since 1914, the lessons learned from each having
modified the manner of conducting the next one, For ex-
ample, to the theory of “breaking through ™ had been added
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the proposition that the terrain occupied by the enemy must
first be entirely torn up by artillery fire. But then they had
come to realise that this arullery fire, on the other hand,
made it impessible for the infantry and artillery 10 advance
over a terrain where thousands of shell holes had created just
so many additional obstacles, *War,” he wrote, “ does not
escape the operation of the laws laid down by our old friend
Hegel; it is in a state of constant evolution.” ~'This was scant
information, as compared with what T would have liked to
know. However, what annoyed me still more was that he
was not allowed to mention generals’ names  But anyhow,
to judge by the fittle T could gather from the newspapers,
the men who were conducting this war were not those about
whom T had been so interested at Doncidres to know which
would shew the most ability n actual warfare. Geslin de
Bourgogne, Galliffer, Négrier were dead. Pau had retired
from active service shortly before the outbreak of the war,
Joffre, Foch, Castelnau, Pétain, we had never discussed.
“My dear fellow,” Robert wrote, “1f you saw all these men,
especially those who come from the common people, work-
ingmen and shopkeepers, who had no idea how much hero-
ism was hidden away inside them and would have died peace-
fully in their beds without ever having suspected it—if you
saw them run through a hail of bullets to rescue a comrade
or bring in 2 wounded officer or, when struck themselves, die
with a smile on their lips because the head surgeon informs
them that the trench was retaken from the Germans, I as-
sure you, old fellow, that gives one a fine conception of what
a Frenchman is and makes one understand those historic
periods which used to seem rather odd when we studied
about them in school. The epic is so fine that you would
find, as T have done, that words are no longer adequate.
Contact with this spiritual grandeur has given the word poilu
such a meaning for me that T no longer realise that it origi-
nally comaiuef an allusion or a jest, any more than we think
of this when we see the word chouans, for example. Poilu,
1 feel, like the words * deluge’ or * Christ’, is even now ready
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for great poets, as were the barbarians in all their grandeur,
before ever Hugo, De Vigny or the others made use of them.
I said the common people are the best, but everyone is fine.

oor Vaugoubert, the ambassador’s son, was ded seven
times before he was finally killed, and each time he came
back from an expedition without having been hit, he seemed
10 apologise and want to explain that it wasn’t his fault. He
was a delightful fellow. We had become very much attached
to one another.  His poor parents got permission to come to
the burial on condition that they would not wear mourning
and would stay only five minutes because of the bombard-
ment. His mother, a big, rawboned woman whom you per-
haps know, may have been heartbroken, but no one would
have guessed it. The poor father, however, was in such a
state that I assure you even I, who have become quite devoid
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bert, who was reduced to a mere rag. It was no use for the
general to tell him that it was for the sake of France and that
his son had borne himself like a hero; all that only re-
doubled the poor man’s sobs and he could not tear himself
away from his son’s body. Well, anyhow—and that's why
we must repeat to one another that “they shall not pass —
all those men, like my poor valet de chambre and Vaugou-
bert, really have prevented the Germans from passing.
Maybe ?'ou think we are not advancing much, but we must
not analyse; an army feels itself victorions by a sort of in-
stinctive impression, the way a dying man feels he is done
for. Now, we know we will win and we are determined to,
in order to dictate a just peace, just not only to ourselves,
but also to the Germans.” * Whereas heroes of mediocre and
commonplace intelligence, writing poems during their con-
valescence, tried to put their descriptions of the war, not on
2 level with the incidents, which are nothing in themselves,
but on z plane of banal asthetics, following the old, familiar
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rules and writing as they would have done ten years before
of “the bloody dawn”, “the quivering flight of victory ”,
ete, Saint-Loup, on the other hand, much more intelligent
and much more of an arust, retained his intelligence and his
artistic sense and, while stationed at the edge of a swampy
forest, used to jot down for me with excellent taste descrip-
tions of the landscape, just as though he were there merely
to hunt ducks, To give me an 1dea of certain contrasts of
light and shadow which had “cast a spell of enchantment
over his morming,” he mentioned vanous pictures we both
foved, and did not hesitate to refer to a page by Romaia
Rolland, or even Nietzsche, with the independence of men at
the front, who were not afraid, as were the people at home,
to utter a2 German name, and there was even a slight touch
of bravado in his queting from one of the enemy, as when
Colonel Du Paty de Clam, in the witnesses’ room at the Zola
trial, passing m front of Pierre Quillard, a very violently
Dreyfusard poet (whom, by the way, he did not know) re-
cited some lines from the latter’s symbolistic drama, La Fille
aux Mains Coupées. 1f Saint-Loup mentioned in his letters
an air of Schumann’s, he always gave the title in German,
and he did not beat about the bush to tell me how, at dawn
one mor * T e m e e
attheed +
listening .
deed, he hoped to hear 2gain after the war. And now, on
my second return to Paris, the very day after my arrival, I
had received another letter from Gilberte, who had doubtless
iorgvmcn the letter 1 have mentioned, or itr: contents, for in
this second letter her departure from Paris in 1914 was pre-
sented retrospectively in quite 2 different light. “Pechaps
gou do not know, my dear friend,” she wrote, “that 1 have
cen at Tansonville for nearly two years now. I arsived at
the same time as the Germans. Everybody tried to keep me
from leaving Parjs. They said 1 was crazy, ‘Why!? t_hey
3ald, “ you are safe here in Paris and yet you want to go intoy
the invaded territory just when everybody else is trying B
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get away from there!* 1 did not deny the soundness of this
argument, but what could 1 do? I have just one good
quality, I am not a coward—or, if you prefer it that way,.l
am loyal and, when I heard that my dear Tansonville was in
danger, 1 did not want to leave our old superintendent alone
to defend jt. I felt that my place was by his side. And,
incidentally, thanks to this deassion I was able pretty largely
to save the chiteau (whereas the others in that region,
abandoned by their panic-stricken owners, have been nearly
all destroyed from cellar to garret) and not only the chiteay,
but also the priceless collections that my dear father thought
so much of.” In short, Gilberte was now convinced that she
had gone to Tansonville not, as she wrote me in 1914, to be
in a safe place and get away from the Germans, but to face
them and protect her chiteau from them, They had not re-
mained in Tansonville, she added, but from then on these
had been 2 continual coming and going of military men at
the chiteau far 1n excess of that which drew tears from
Frangoise in the street at Combray, and, as she said quite
truthfully this ime, she had been leading ever since then the
real hife of those at the front.  In consequence, her admirable
conduct was mentioned with high praise in the newspapers
and there was talk of giving her a decoration, The end of
her letter was perfectly true. “You have no idea, my dear
friend, what war is hike, nor of the importance which 2 road,
a bridge or a hill can assume. How often have I thought of
you and of the walks you made so delightful when we used
10 go together over all this region now laid waste and where
today tremendous battles are fought for possession of this of
that road or hillside that Zou used to love and where we sc
often went together.  Probably, like me, you never imaginec
that obscure Roussainville or deadly dull Meéséglise, from
which they used to bring us our letters and where they wen
10 get a doctor when you were taken ill, would ever be fa-
mous places. Well, my dear friend, they have entered inte
eternal glory, side by side with Austeditz or Valmy, The
Battle of Méséglise Jasted more than eight months; the Ger:
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mans lost over a hundred thousand men there; they de-
stroyed the town, but they never succeeded i capturing it.
The little road you were so fond of, which we used to call
‘Hawthorn Lane” and where you claim that, as a child, you
fell in love with me (whereas, I assure you, the truth is that
I fell in love with you instead) 1 can’t tell you what impor-
tance 1t has acquired. The huge wheat field where it ends,
well, that’s the famous cote 307, the name of which you must
have noticed recurning so often in the official bulletins. The
French blew up the little bridge over the Vivonne which you
used to say did not recall your childhood to you as much as
you would have liked, the Germans threw other bridges
across and duning a year and a half they held one half of
Combray and the French held the other.” The day after I
received this letter, that is to say, two days before that eve-
ning when I heard the echo of my own footsteps as I walked
along in the dark, ruminating on all these recollections,
Saint-Loup, back from the front and just about to return
there, paid me 2 wisit of only a few moments’ duration, the
mere announcement of which had caused me great emotion.
Frangoise’s first impulse was to rush up to him in the hope
that he would be able to get exemption for the timid butcher
boy, whoin a year’s ume would be old enough to be drafted.
But she checked herself as she realised the futility of such a
step, for the timid killer of animals had changed employers
some time before and, either through fear of losing our pat-
ronage or in all good faith, our butcher woman had assured
Frangoise that she did not know where the lad, “who was
not a good butcher anyhow,” was now employed. Frangoise
had searched thoroughly in all directions, but Paris is large
and the butcher shops are numerous, and she had gone into
many of them to no avail, she had never been able to get
trace of the timid, blood-bespattered young man.

When Saint-Loup entered my bedroom, I approached him
with that feeling of timidity, that impression of the super-
natural which, at bottom, all the men on leave gave us and ,
which one feels on coming into the presence of someone
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stricken with a fatal disease but who nevertheless still gets
up, dresses and walks about. It scemed (especially at the
beginning, for those who had not been hving away from
Paris, as 1 had been, had undergone the deadening cﬂ'egt of
L1 ok an bp mer e fonim b mreq s hacra caan mmdnes Fimeg
"Thcy will not be willing to go back; they will desert.”
And, indeed, it was not merely that they came from places
which seemed to us unreal, because we had only read about
them in the newspapers and could not imagine it possible
that anyone could take part in such titanic combats and
come out with only 2 bruised shoulder; they were to return
to the shores of death, from whence they had come to be
among us for a brief moment, strange beyond our compre-
hension, inspiring in us tenderness, awe and a sense ol
mystery, as do the dead whom we evoke, who appear before
us for a second, whom we dare not question and who, more-
over, at best would be able only to reply, “ You could never
imagine what it is like.”” For, whether it be men escaped
from death at the front, such as soldiers on leave among the
living, or hypnotised persons, or the dead evoked by a me-
dium, it is strange how almost the only effect of contact with
mystery is to increase—if that be Possiblc-—th: insignificance
of what we have to say. It was 1n this spirit that I grected
Robert, who still bore on his forehead a wound more impos-
ing and more mysterious to me than the imprint left on the
sail by some giant’s foot. I did not dare ask him a single

uestion and he made only the simplest remarks, and even
then hardly at all different from what he would have said be-
fore the war, as if people, in spite of the war, continued to be
the same as before; the tone of the conversations was the
same; only the subject matter was different, and not so very
different at that.

As near as I could gather, Robert seemed to have found in

64



THE PAST RECAPTURED

the army occupations which enabled him gradually to forget
that Morel had behaved as badly toward him as toward his
undle. Nevertheless, he still felt a deep friendship for him
and wassei © 7 't C o Tt t.
continually

Gilberte not

Morel, he had only to go to Mme. Verdurin’s.

1 told Robert shamefacedly how little we in Paris were
conscious of the war and he said that, even in Paris, it was
sometimes “ rather astonishing.” He referred to a Zeppelin
raid there had been the might before and asked me if T had
had a good view of it, but in the way he would formerly have
spoken of some spectacle of great sthetic beauty. At the
front, T admit, one can understand how there might be a
certain daring jauntiness in saying, “Jt’s marvellous, what a
pink! and that pale green!” at a time when one may be
Lilled at any moment, but there was pone of this in Saint-
Loup, in Paris and speaking of an unimportant raid. 1men-
tioned to him the beauty of the airplanes going up into the
night. “And they are perhaps even more beautiful as they
are coming down,” he reptied. “I admit it is very fine when
they go up, when they start to form “a constellation” and in
so doing obey laws fully as precise as those which govern the
real constellations, for what seems to yott a mere show is the
assembling of the squadrons, orders being given them, the
starting out in pursuit, etc. But don’t you prefer the instant
when, after melting out of sight among the stars, they come
into view again to give chase or to come down after the signal
1o break ranks, when they ¢loop the loop’, even the stars no
longer keeping their places? And those sirens, weren't they
Wagnerian, though?—which, by the way, was very appro-
priate 1o welcome the arrival of the Germans; it made a sort
of national hymn, a Wacht am Rhewn with the Kromprinz
and the princesses in the imperial box; it made one wonder
whether it was not Valkyries, rather than aviators, who were
going up into the sky.”  He seemed to take pleasure in this
comparison of aviators to Valkyries and explained it, more- -
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over, with purely musical reasoning. “By Jove, the. music
of the sirens certainly was like a Ride of the Valkyries, It
is, indeed, only when the Germans come that one can hear
some Wagner in Paris.” From certain points of view, the
comparison was not false. The city was like a shape}ess
black mass which suddenty moved from the depths of night
into the hght and up into the sky, where one by one the
aviators rose upward in response to the shricking call of the
sirens, while, with a slower but more insidious and alarming
motion, for their piercing gaze brought to mind the yet invisi-
ble object which perhaps was already near, the searchlights
swept ccasclessly back and forth, ferreted out the enemy,
encircled him with their beams until the airplanes, following
their direction, should leap in pursuit to seize him. And in
squadron after squadron the aviators shot up, Valkyrie-like,
from the city, now transported into the sky. However, some
corners of the earth, close beside the houses, became lighted
up and I told Saint-Loup that, if he had been at home the
evening before, while he was watching the apocalypse ”in
the shy, he could have seen on earth (as in the burial of the
Comte d'Orgaz by El Greco, where these different planes are
parallel) a real vaudeville played by characters in their night
clothes, whose well known names ought to have been re-
Eoned to some successor of that Ferrari whose society notes

ad £0 alten amused Saint-Loup and me that we had enter-
tained ~urselves by making up some of our own. And we
would have done the same again that day as if there had
been 7> war going o, but on a thoroughly war-time sub-
ject=- “The Zeppelin Scare. Among those present: the
Ducissse_de Guermantes, superb in her nightgown; the
Duc de Guermantes ineffable in pink pyjamas and bath-
rcte,” etc, ete.  “T am sure,” Robert said, “in all the large
hotels the American Jewesses were to be scen in their night-
gowns, clasping to their scrawny bosoms the pearl neck-
Jaces that are going to make it possible for them to marry

enniless dukes. On those evenings, the Ritz Hotel must
roo‘k Yike the Free Trade Hote)”
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I asked Saint-Loup whether this war had confirmed what
we used to say at Doncidres about past wars. I recalled to
him some remarks he had himself forgotten about imitation
battles worked cut by generals-to-be. “The sham attack,”
1 said, “is now hardly any longer possible in these opera-
tions which have to be prepared for in advance with such
massing of artillery. And what you have told me since then
about reconnoitering by airplane, which obviously you could
not foresee, makes impossible the use of the Napoleonic
stratagems.” “You are quite mistaken,” he replied. “Ob-
viously this war is different from all previous wars and is
itself made up of a series of wars, the latest one being always
an innovation on the one that preceded it. We have to
adapt ourselves to a new formula worked out by the enemy
in order to defend ourselves from it, and then he starts over
again to invent something new, but, as 1n all human affairs,
the old tricks still work, Only last evening, the most intelli~
gent of cur mulitary critics” wrate, ‘When the Germans
wanted to liberate East Prussia, they began the operation
with a powerful demonstration away to the south, against
Warsaw, sacrificing ten thousand men to deceive the enemy.
When, at the beginning of 1915, they organised Archduke
Eugene’s mobile army 1n order to reheve menaced Hungary,
they spread the report that 1t was intended for an operation
against Serbia, In the same way in 1800, the army that
was going to be used against Italy was speatfically designated
as a reserve army and seemed to be intended not to cross the
Alps, but to support the armies engaged on the northern
fronts.  Hindenburg’s ruse of attacking Warsaw in order to
n < e 1
te
B . .
had forgotten, And, since the war is not over, those ruses
will be used again and they will succeed, for a trick is never
finally exposed for all time; it worked once because it was
effective and it will always work.” And in fact, a long time
after this conversation with Saint-Loup, while the attention
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of the Allies was fixed on Petrograd, against which capital it
was thought the Germans were beginning their march, they
were preparing their most powerful offensive against Italy.
Saint-Loup cited to me many other instances of imitating old
military tactics—or, if you consider warfare 2 science, not
an art, then of the application of permanent laws. “7 do
not mean to say,” Samnt-Loup continued, “ that the art of
war is a science, for that would be a contradiction of terms.
And, even if warfare is a science, we find differences of opin-
jon, disputes and contradictions among military scientists,
which, by the way, are, from one point of view, merely 2
question of chronological develop of military theory.
‘This is rather reassuring, for, in so far as it is true, it does
not necessarily mean error, but truth in the process of evolu-
tion.” Later on he said to me, *“ Consider how in this war
the ideas about the possibility of breaking through, for ex-
ample, have changed. First it is thought possible; then they
adopt the doctrine that the front line of J’efmce is invulner-
able; then that breaking through is possible but dangerous
and that the objective must be destroyed before any advance
is made (one cocksure journalist even wrote that it was the
height of stupidity to maintain the opposite); then that, on
the contrary, the attack should be made with very little
artillery preparation; then they get to the point where they
trace the theory of the invulnerability of the front line back
to the War of 1870 and claim that it is incorrect for this pres-
ent war, therefore correct in its time—incorrect in this war
because of the greater massing of troops and the improve-
ment in weapons of offence (see Bidou’s article of July 2,
1918) changes which gave rise to the opinion, first that the
next war nould be very short, then that it would be very
long, and finally revived belicf in the possibility of a decisive
victory. Bidou cites as tx:mpl:s the Allies on the Somme,
and :Ke Germans near Paris in 1918, In the same way at
each German success people say, “The lost ground does not
matter, the towns captured do not matter; the important
thing is to destroy the enemy’s military power? Then in
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1918 the Germans in their turn take up this theory and
Bidou at that time explains in 2 curious manner (July 2,
1918) how the capture of certain vital points, certain indis-
pensable areas can decide the victory. But that’s the way
his mind works. He shewed how, 1f Russia was bottled up
by sea, she would be beaten, and also that an army which 1s
enclosed in a sort of prison camp 15 doomed to perish.”

I should mention, however, that, even if war had not al-
tered Saint-Loup’s character, his mind, undergoing an evolu-
tion in which heredity played a large part, had acquired a
keenness I had not known in him before  What a difference
between the blond young fellow who used to be sought after
by all the women who were, or aspired to be, up-to-date, and
the serious conversationalist and close reasoner who played
continvally with words. In another generation and on an-
other branch of the family tree, much as an actor might re-
vive a patt formerly played by Bressant or Delaunay, he was,
as it were, a successor to M. de Chartus—the former with his

\rosy cheeks, his light complexion and his golden hair, the
Ialterwi\‘ 1 o FUTI R et RIVEL PO DR O
did not 1
the war, - .
tocracy which ‘put France above everything, while M. de
Charlus was at bottom a defeatist; he could shew to anyone
who had not seen the actor who “created ” the part how to
excel in an argumentative role. “They say that Hinden-
burg is a revelation,” I said to him. “An old one or one
still to come,” he retorted immediately. Instead of letting
up on the enemy, he maintained, they mgght to have let
Mangin go ahead, and have crushed Austria and Germany
and Europeanised Turkey, instead of Mantenegrinising
France. “But we will have the help of the United States,”
1 objected. “Meanwhile, I see here nothing but the spec-
tacle of Disunited States. Why not make larger concessions
to Italy, through fear of unchristianising France?” “1f
your uncle Charlus should hear you!” I exclaimed. “While
at bottom you would not be sorry if they should offend the
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Pope 2 bit more, he thinks with despair of the harm that may
be done to the throne of the Hapsburgs. And in that he
says he is following the tradition of Talleyrand and the Con~
gress of Vienna.”  “The day of the Congress of Vienna is
past,” he replied. “We must meet secret diplomacy with
concrete diplomacy. My uncle is fundamertally an unre-
enerate monarchist, who cauld be made to swallow carps
like Mme. Molé or scarps like Arthur Meyer, provided they
were served up d la Chambord. He hates the tricolor so
bitterly, I believe he would sooner fall in line behind the
bonnet rouge rag, which he would in all good faith take to
be the white flag of the Royalists” It is true, these re-
marks were merely witty and Saint-Loup was far from hav~
ing the often profound onginality of his uncle. But his
disposition was as affable and charming as his uncle’s was
suﬂaicmus and jealous, and he had remained as rosy-cheched
and charming as at Balbec, under his shock of golden hair.
The only thing in which his uncle would not have surpassed
him was in that mental attitude of the Faubourg Saint-
Germain which characterises even those who think they have
7id themselves of it the most completely, and which gives
them at once a silly self-satisfaction and 2 respect for intelli-
gent men of humble origm, which really flourishes only
among the pobility and which makes revolutions so unjust.
Thanks to this combination of humility and pride, of ac-
3uircd curiosity of mind and inborn sense of authority, M.

¢ Charlus and Saint-Loup, by different routes and with
opposite ideas, had become, one generation apart, intel-
lectuals interested 1n every new idea and conversationalists
who could not be silenced by any interruptions, so that a
rather mediocre person, according to the frame of mind he
happened to be in, might have found them either dazlingly
brilliant or ynutterably tiresome.

1 had walked along, turning over in my mind Saint-Loup's
visit, and then made a sharp turn to go to Mme. Verdurin's;
I had almost reached the Pont des Invalides. The street
lamps, rather few in number on account of the Gothas, had
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been lighted a little too soon, for the change to daylight-sav-
ing time had been determined on and fixed for the whole
summer too early in the season, when night sull came on
rather quickly (just as furnaces are started up or extin-
guished at set dates) and above the aty, lluminated for the
might, there was still some dayhght over a large part of the
bluish sky—that sky that knew neither summer nor winter
time schedules and 1gnored the fact that half-past eight was
now half-past mne. Over all that part of the city which is
dominated by the towers of the Trocadéro, the sky had the
appearance of an immense turquoise-tinted sea which was
slowly drawing back and already uncovering a long, faint
line of black rocks, perhaps merely fishermen’s nets hung
side by side (in realty litle clouds)—a now turquoise-
coloured sea which, unknown to them, carries along with it
the race of men, swept away in the immense revolution of
the earth, that earth on which they are insane enough w con-
tinue their own revolutions and their vamn and useless wars,
like the one which was at that moment drenching France in
blood  And then, as one gazed long at this indolent, too
beautt® -+ -+ 10 A OV S Y
above

lingeri

far-flung sea, but a vertical gradation of ice-blue glaciers.
And the towers of the Trocadéro, which seemed so close to
those huge, turquoisc{olouredrsleps, were far removed {rom
R A . Sl e .
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which T had recently experienced came back to me, and in
another sense a vision of the Paris of 1815 replaced that of
7t -
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the Dircctoire. As in 1815, there was a motley procession
of the uniforms of the allied trocps; among them some
Africans in baggy red trousers and some white-turbanned
Hindus sufficed to enable me to make of this Paris where I
was walking an entire exotic city of the imagination in an
Orient at the same time minutely correct as far as the
costumes and complexions were concerned, but arbitrarily
fantastic in its setting, just as Carpaccio made out of the
town he lived in 2 Jerusalem or a Constantinople merely by
gathering together there a crowd whose marvellous medley
of colours was no more variegated than what I now had be-
fore my eyes. Walking behind two Zouaves, who scarcel

scemed to notice him, 1 perceived a tall, stout man in a soft
hat and long ulster, whose purplish face made me hesitate
whether e was a certain actor or a painter, both of whom
had been involved in countless notorious cases of sodomy.
As T was certain in any case that I did not keow him, I was
greatly surprised when his glance met mine and I noticed a
look of embarrassment on his face as he stopped short and
came toward me, like 2 man who wishes to shew you that
you are quite mistaken in thinking you have caught him
doing something he would have pr:?:rr:d to keep secret.
Just for a second I wondered wha was greeting me—~it was
M. de Charlus. One can say that in his case the evolution
of his discase or the revolution of his vice had reached that
extreme point where the small original portion of individu-
ality, the inherited qualities, are wholly blocked and headed
off by 2 besetting generic defect or malady, M. de Charlus
had gotten as far away as possible from his real self—or,
rather, his true self was so completely masked by what he
had become (which was not peculiar to him alone but char-
acterises many inverts) that at first sight I had taken him for
another of them as he strolled along behind those Zouaves
right out on the boulevard—for another invert who was not
M. de Charlus, not a highborn gentleman, nor a man of im-
agination and intelligence, and who did not resemble the
Baron in any way except by that appearance common to all
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of them, which now concealed from sight everything else
about him, at least until one looked very closely. That is
how, wishing to call on Mme, Verdurin, T happened to meet
M. de Charlus, And assuredly I would not have met him at
her house, as in former times; the breach between them had
grown still wider and Mme. Verdurin took advantage of ex-
isting conditions to discredit him stli further. Having for 2
long time declared that he seemed to her played out, used up
and more out-of-date in his affected audacity than the most
cldfashioned person imaginable, she now summed up this
criticism and turned all her listeners against him by saying
that he was “terribly pre-war” According to the “little
clan,” the war had made a chasm between him and the pres-
ent which relegated him to a past that was completely dead.
In addition~—and this was more for the benefit of men in
politics, because they were less well informed—she repre-
sented him as being as much of a “back nunzbcr » and as
completely “out of it” socially as he was mtd!ectually.
“He sees nobody and is invited nowhere,” she said to M.
Bontemps, whom she found easy to convince. And, inci-
dentally, there was some truth in these remarks. M. de
Charlus’s position certainly had changed. Caring" less §nd
less for society, having, because of his crabbed disposition,
quarreled with most of those who rpade up the cream of so-
ciety, and being too conscious of his socxa_l stzndmg to con-
descend 1o a resumption of fri:ndly r:lagxons, he lxv:_d ina
in the eyes of the public. M. de Charlus’s unsavoury repu-
tation, now widespread, caused uninformed persons to think
that that was the reason why certain people did not call ;fm
him, whereas actually he had of his own accord refused tp,
associate with them, o that what was really the i

of his morose character appeared to be an expression,
contempt of those on whom he vented his ill

funthermore, Mme. de Villeparisis had bad one
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wark, the family, wheeeas M. de Charlus had multiplied the
quarrels in that direction, Besides, especially on the old
Faubourg, Courvoisier side, the family had scemed to him
uninteresung  And he who, in argument with the Cuur-
voisiers, had said such daring things against art, hule sus-

. - « e . =t
which his covsins from the Rue de 12 Chaise ledd in the Place
du Palais-Bourbon or the Rue Gararcitre. Ard, coming
down to a less cthereal and more practical point of view,
Mme. Verdurin pretended to believe that M. de Charlus was
not French  “Just what nationality is he; isn’t he Aus-
trian®? M. Verdurin ashed with an funocent air.  “Oh, no,
not at all! " the Comtesse Molé replied, her first impulse re-
sponding to common sense rather than malice. “No, ke is
Prussian,” declared the “ Mistress ™. 1 assure vou, I know
it for a certainty, He told us often enough that he was 2
hereditary member of the House of Lords of Prussia and o1¢
of the higher nobility,” “ But the Queen of Naples once told
me ... “Youknow she's an aw ful spv,” exclaimed Mme.
Verdurin, who had not forgotten the attitude which that de-
throned sovereign had assumed one evening at her house.
“T know it, and most positively, too. She made her living
that way. If we had a more eneretic government, all such
folk ought to be in an internment camp, and good riddance!
In any case, you would do well not to have that fine crowd
calling on you, because I know that the Minister of the In-
terior has his eye on them and your house would be put
under surveillance.  Nothing will ever convince me (Kat
Charlus did not carry on a systematic espionage in my house
for two years” And, perhaps thinking that pcoplé might
feel some doubt as to what interest even the most detailed
reports concerning the organisation of the “little clan ™ could
possibly have for the German government, Mme, Verdurin
added in a quietly subtle manner, well knowing that the im-
portance of what she said would scem greater if she did not
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raise her voice, “ I assure you I said to my husband the very
ﬁ.rst day, ¢I don’t like the way that man has slipped into our
circle, there’s something shady about it” We had a coun-
PR IR S A SR I SR R

1n the chiteau; but no, he preferred to stay at Loncires,
where there were a great many soldiers Al that smelt to
high heaven of espionage” As for the first of the accusa-
tions she launched at Baron de Charlus, that of being out-
ofdate, society folk were only too glad to agree with her.
But, 2s a matter of fact, they were ingrates, for M. de
Charlus was in a certain sense their poet; it was he who had
been able to discover in the gay world about him a sort of
poetr)'i containing el‘emcnti o'f history, rl;eauty, picturesque-
e TR S
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scorn for society and, instead, preached advanced socral and
economic theories. M de Charlus loved to repeat acci~
dentally lyrical remarks of the Duchesse de X = and de-
scribe her ingeniously graceful gowns, speaking of her as a
most chatming woman, which made him appear rather weak-
minded in the eyes of those society women who considered
that the Duchesse de X was an uninteresting numskull
and that dresses are made to be worn but not commented on,
and who, more intelligent than the Duchess (in their own
opinion, at least) flocked to the Sorbonne, or to the
Chamber of Deputies if Deschanel was to speak. In short,
saciety folk had lost their enthusiasm for M. de Charlus, not
because they had seen through, but because they had never
seen at all, his unusual intellectual qualities. They con-
sidered him “ pre-war,” out-of-date, becanse the very folk
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who are the least fitted to judge of other people’s qualities
are the ones who are the most given to classifying people on
the basis of what is fashionable at the mnmcm;.bsfore l’hq'

Pl A Ty

new generation—which will not be understood any better
than was the last one. As for the second charge, that of
German sympathies, the “ middle-ol-the-road ” psychology
of society fcli made them inchined to reject it, but it ha

found a tireless and particularly cruel sponsor in Morel, who
had ded in retaining the ding with the press aqﬂ
cven in society which M. de Charlus, with equal effort in
each case, hatfvbcen able to win for kim but unable later to
undermine; he persccuted the Baron with an implacable
hatred, which was not only cruel of him, but doubly repre-
kensible, for, whatever had been his precise relations with
the Baron, he had known a side that the latter hid from most
people, his deep-seated hindness. M. de Charlus had acted
toward the vialinist with such generosity, such delicacy of
fecling, and had been so scrugulously eareful always to heep
his word with him, that the impression Charlie had carried
away was not at all that of a man of vicious habits (at the
worst, he regarded the Baron's weakness as a discase) but
of the most high-minded man he had ever known, a man of
great tenderness, 3 sort of saint.  He recognised this so fully
that, even after they had become estranged, he used to s3y
10 parents in all sincerity, * You can trust your son to him;
hi‘s inf‘lu:nce over hil be only of the best.” 'I'h:regorf,

short chromiques, transparent for the “initiated,” as they
were called, began to do M. de Charlus great injury. Of
one of them, entitled The Misadventures of a Dowager in
~usy or, The Last Years of the Baroness, Mme, Verdurin
bought filty copies to lend around among her acquaintances,
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and M. Verdurin used to read it aloud, declaring that even
Voltaire did not write better than that. Since the beginning
At . N

were the nicknames usually given him. One article of a
Poetic nature bore the utle Une Allemande, borrowed from
<ertain dance tunes by Beethoven. Finally, two short stories,
The Uncle from America and the Aunt from Frankfort and
Hero of the Rear, read in galley proof by the “little clan,”
tejoiced the heart of Brichot himself, who exclaimed, “ Let’s
hope the all-high and all-powerful Anastasia does not use the
blue pencil on us.” The articles themselves were more subtle
than these silly titles. Their style was patterned after Ber~
gotte, but in a way that perhaps only I could detect, for the
following reason. ~ Bergotte's way of writing had not influ~
enced Morel in the least. The fertilisation, so to speak, had
tome about in a very peculiar manner, so unusual that that
is the only reason I mention it here. I have alteady de-
scribed elsewhere Bergotte’s peculiar way of choosing and
pronouncing his words in conversation. Morel, who had
associated with him over a long period of time, gave “im~
personations ” of him in which he imitated his voice per~
fectly and used the very same words Bergotte would have
selected. And now Morel in these articles transcribed con-
versations in the Bergotte manner, but without subjecting
them to the transpositions that would have made them
resemble Bergotte’s writings.  As few people had ever talked
with Bergotte, they did not recognise the tone of the articles,
as it was different from his wnitten style. This oral ferti.
lisation is so unusual that T wanted to note it here. Inci.
demally, it produces only sterile blossoms,

Morel, who was in the publicity department and whose
illegal military status was not known, m?dc believe—his
French blood boiling in his veins like the juice of the grapes
of Combray—that he was not satisfied to stay in an office
during the  war, and pretended that he wanted to enlist
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(when all he nceded to do was to report for duty) while
Mme. Verdurin did everything she could to pe-suade him to
remain in Paris. It is true, she expressed indignation that
M. de Cambremer at his ape was attached 10 2 regimental
staff, and concermng every man ~ho did not attend her
receptions she would say, “ And how did that fellow succeed
in petting under cover? * And, if tomeone stated that * that
fellow * had been in the front line from the very fint day,
she would reply, cither lying brazenlv or because she h.ni
fallen into the fabit of making inaccurate statementy, “ Not
a bit of it; he has not st font outside Paris. He is doing
something or other very dangerous, like driving a cabinet
mimster about. Take it from me; 1 assure you it is true.
1 was told this by somecone who saw him,” Butit was very
different for the * faithful ”; she did not want to let them
go to the front, considering the war “ a great big bore ™ that
made them abandon her. And so she used every possible
means to have them stay in Paris, as this would give her the
double pleasure of having them to dinner and, ic!ure they
came or after they had gone, branding them as slackers.
But still it was necessary that the “faithful ® one lend 2
hand in this mancuvering to stay behind, and she was beart-
broken to see Morel pretend to wish to “kick over the
traces”; so she said to him, “ You are mistaken; you are
more useful in that office than you would be at the front.
The essential thing is 1o be of service, to be really part of the
war, to be of it and in it. On the one hand there are the
men who are in it, and on the other there are the stackers.
Very well, you are in it and don’t worry, everybody knons
it and nobody is throwing any stones at yéu." In like
manner, but under different circumstances, aithough men
were not 5o scarce at that time and she was not obliged, 33
now, to have principally women at her affairs, if one of the
men lost his mother, she would not hesitate to urge that be
could, without fmpm riety, continue to come to her recep
tions. “One carries ﬁis grief in his heart,” she would argue.
“Now, if you wanted to go to a dance "~she did not give
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any herself ““—1 would be the first to advise you not to; but
kere, at my small Wednesday gatherings, or iz a box at the
theatre, no one would be offended. We all know you feel
Your sorrow deeply.” But now the men were scarcer and
mourning was more general; but the latter was not needed
o keep men from going to social affairs, the war itself was
enough. She tried to persuade them that they could be more
useful to France by staying in Paris, just as she formerly
would have assured them that the “dear departed one”
wauld be happier to sce them enjoying themselves. In spite
of everything, however, she had very few men; perhaps she
sometimes regretted that she had brought about a break
with M. de Charlus that could not now be mended.

D o.ottar AL 1A fs Ypedusin waes wn Tnccar
¢
amusement. A(‘Mme. Verdurin’s, for example, Cottard now
o SN r 1l £ BT A Diep caram.

1

N - 5
Enfants de Marie. As for M. de Chaslus, finding himself
fow in a city whence the grown men, who had until then
been his preference, had disappeared, be did like some
Prenchmen who have a fondness for women when in France,
but who live in the colanies—he had, at first from necessity,
beacome accustomed to, and then had developed a liking
for, youn, S,

BZI, asgilb:xymcd out, the above—menticncc:l familiar feature
of the Verdurin salon disappeared rather quickly, for Cottard
soon died, “bravely facing the enemy,” as the newspapers
declared, although he had not stirred from Paris, but had,
as a matter of fact, overworked himself, considering his age.
He was shorly followed by M. Verdunn, whose death
bYOUght sorrow to only ore person, pamely—who would
bBave believed it?>—Elstir. I had been ablé to study the
Iatter’s work from a more or less detached point of view.
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But he, especially aa he grew older, superstitiously associated
it with the fashionable world which had supplied him with
his models and which, after having thus by the alchemy of
subjective impressions been transformed through him inte
works of art, had furnished a public to admire them. More
and more inchined to believe absolutely that a considerable
part of beauty is inherent in the objects themselves, just as,
at the beginning, he had worshipped in Mme. Elstir the
somewhat heavy type of beauty v\Ki:h he had sought after
and lovingly fondled in paintings and tapestries, so he saw
disappear with M. Verdurin one of the fast vestiges of the
social setting—a setting as perishable, as ephemeral as the
very styles in dress which constitute 2 part of it—which main-
tains an art and certifies to its authenticity, just as the French
Revolution, in destroying the elegances of the cighteenth
century, would have broken the heart of a painter of fétes
galantes, or as the disappearance of Montmartre and the
Moulin de la Galette would have distressed Renoir. But
he particularly saw disappear with M. Verdurin the eyes and
brain which had most correctly grasped the meaning of his
work and in which his work lived, as it were, like a cherished
memory, It is true that a younger generation had come
forward which loved painting, but a very different style of
painting, and it had not, as had M. Swann and M, Verdurin,
teceived lessons in good taste from Whistler and lessons in
truth from Monet which might enable it to judge Elstir’s
work fzirl{. Therefore, upon the death of *\L Verdurin,
although they had been estranged for many years, he felt
more alone than ever and it was for him as though a Tintle
of the beauty of his work had gone, together with a little of
the appreciation of that beauty which still remained in the
world,

As for the change which had taken place in M. de Charlus’s
form of enjoyment, it was intermittent. Kecping vp an
extensive correspondence with soldiers at the front, he did
not suffer from any lack of fairly mature men on leave. In
short, speaking generally, Mme. Verdurin continued to hold
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her receptions and M. de Charlus continted to indulge his
tastes as if nothing had changed. And yet for two years
that immense human being called “France” (the colossal
beauty of which, even from the purely material point of
view, ‘one does not feel unless one perceives the cchesion of
the millions of individuals who, like multiform cells, crowd
it fulf to its outermost perimeter, like so many minute in-
terior polygons, and unless one views it on the same scale
as a single cell or a microscopic organism would view a hu-
man being, namely, as huge as Mont Blar.m) had been fa‘ce-
to-face in a gigantic collective quarrel with that other jm-
mense agglomeration of individuals, “Germany.” In the
days when 1 believed what people said, heanng‘ﬂrst Ger-
then Bulgaria and then Greece protest their peaceful
T G L -

~ead on hawa faithin chaie

A UL HUL 16U ANy SLALEULELL 110LL 1 itasie say 2 Ve s ve
Bulgaria or Constantine of Greece, however fair it seemed,
mislead my intustive understanding of what each of them
was contriving. It is true that my quarrels with Frangoise
and Albertine had been merely private quarrels, which in-
volved only the life of one hittle spiritual cell, namely, a
human being. But, just as there ate animal bodies and
human bodies, that is to say, combinations of cells each of
which, as compared with a single cell, is as .bxg as a moun-
tain, in the same way there are huge organised agglomera-
tions of individuals, which are called “nations™; their
existence simply repeats on an amplified scale the existence
of the component cells, and whoever is unable to comprehend
the mystery, the reactions and the laws of the latter, will
utter only empty words when he comes to speak of struggles
between nations. But if he has mastered the psychology
of the individual, then these colossal masses of conglomerate
individuals, lined up opposite onc another, will take on

his eyes a beauty more imposing than the struggle -
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springs merely from the conflict of two natures, and he nill
view them on the scale on which tiny organisms, so micro-
scopic that ten thousand would rot measure one cubic milli-
meter, would view the body of 2 man of great size. Just
so for some time that great body, * France,” filled to its
perimeter with millions of multiform litele polygons, and
that other body, “ Germany,” filled with still more polygons,
had been having a quarrel such ay, to a certain extent,
individuals have.

But the blows they exchanged were governed by the rules
of that mass prize fighting the principles of » hich Saint-Loup
had explained to me, and since, even considered from the
point of view of the individual, they were gigantic aggrega-
tions, their quarrel assumed immense, magnificent forms,
fike the upheaving of an ocean of millions of waves which is
endeavouring to break down an age-old line of cliffs; or like
gigantic glaciers which seek with their slowlv destructive
oscillations to cut a path through the encircling ring of
mountains, Notwithstanding all this, life went on almost
unchanged for many persons who have figured in this narra-
tive and particularly for M. de Charlus and the Verduring,
just as if the Germans had not been so near them, because
a standing menace—although in this case, to be sure, the peril
had now been removed—leaves us completely indifferent if
we do not Eicturc to ourselves what it really is. People
usually go about their pleasures without ever reflecting that,
if the enolla(ing and moder::t'mg influences should haprﬂ;
PUDUOTR B B S . EALARY

millimeter to a mass one million times larger than the sun,
having at the same time destroyed all the oxygen and all
the substances we live on, so that there would no longer be
any human race or any animals or even any earth; nor do
they reflect, on the otber hand, that the mad, ceaseless ac-
tivity hidden behind thc' apparent immutability of the sun
might bring about an irremediable and entirely possible
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catastrophe in the ether. They go about their businese
without giving a thought to either of these two worlds, one
of them too minute, and the other too immense, for people
1o perceive the cosmic menaces they hold imminent all about
us, In the same way, the Vesdurins (and soon Mme Ver-
durin alone, after the death of her husband) gave dinner
parties and M. de Charlus went about hus pleasures, hardly
realising that the Germans were within an hour’s automobile
ntide of Paris—held in check, it is true, by 2 bloody barrier
constantly renewed. But one might say the Verdurins were
reminded of this because they had a polucal salon, where
the situation, not only of the armies, but also of the fleets,
was discussed every evening. They dud, indeed, give a
thought 1o the hecatombs of regiments annihilated, of pas-
sengers swallowed up by the sea, but, by two contrary
operations, what concerns our well-being is multiphed, and
what dees not is divided, by a figure so enormous that the
death of millions of pcoplc whom we do not know barely
touches us, and almost less unpleasantly than a current of
air. Mme. Verdurn, 1n distress at not being able to get
any crowssants to dip in her coffee to relieve he.r headaches,
had obtained from Cottard a prescription permitting her to
have them made for her in a certain restaurant we have
mentioned. This had been almost as difficult to get out of
the public authontses as the normnation of a general. Mme.
Verdurin resumed her first erousant the morning when the
newspapers were telling of the sinking of the Lusitania.
While dipping the crousant in her coffee and giving her
newspaper a fillip now and then s0 as to make it lic open
without her having to interrupt the dipping process, she
exclaimed, “ How terrible! It is more awful than the most
frightful catastrophes!” But the drowning of all those peo-
ple must have impressed her with only the millionth part
of its real horror, because, even while making these deeply
grieved comments with her mouth full of croissant and coffee,
an ion of sweet suffused her face, due
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probably to the pleasing savour of the crairsart, so cffective
against headaches.

. .

M. de Charlus went further than merely failing to desire
ardently to see France victonous; without admitting it to
himsell, he wished, if not that Germany should triumph, at
Teast that she should not be crushed, as everybody else was
hoping would happen. The season for this was that in
these quarrels the great groupings of individuals called
“ nations " behave to a certain degree hike individuals them-
selves, The reasoning that guides them is enurely sub-
jective and is being inually ificd by their passions
3s in the case of people at odds in a lovers’ quarrel or 2
domestic dispute, such as a son’s disagreement with his
father, or that of a cook with her mistress or a wife with
her husband. The nation that is in the wrong nevertheless
believes that it is in the right—as was the case with Ger-
many—and the naton that is in the right somctimes ad-
vances arguments in support of its claims which it considers
unanswerable only because they are in accordance with its
passions. In quarrels between individuals, in order to be
absolutely convinced that one or the other party is in the
right, the surest way is to be that party himself; an onlooker
will never uphold him as completely. ~ Now, in a nation the
individual, if he is really a part of the nation, is enly one
cell in the larger individual, the nation. Misleading p:op]e
by propaganda is a meaningless phrase. 1f you had told
the French that they were going to be defeated, not one of
tP]:m but would have been as heartbroken as if you had told
him that he was himself going to be killed by the Big Berthas.
The real mislead. propaganda is iced 0‘;‘! onesel!
through that hopefulness which is a sort of instinet of sell-
preservation in a nation—if one is really a live part of that
nation. In order to be blind to what was unjust in the cause
of that composite individual, Germany, or to recognise at
all times what was just in the cause of that other composite
individual, France, the surest way was not for a German
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to lose his reason or for a Frenchman to keep his, but for
each of them to be patriotic. M. de Charlus had rare quali-
ties of character and was capable of pity, generosity, affection,
devotion but, an the other hand, had no patriotism, for 2
sumber of reasons, among which the fact of having had a
Bavarian duchess for a mother may have played 1ts part.
He was consequently one of the body cells of both France
and Germany. If I had been devoid of patriotism, instead
of feeling myself to be one of the body cells of France, it
seems to me that my way of looking at the quarrel would
not have been the same as it might formerly have been. In
my youth, when I believed whatever I was told, if I had
heard the German government protest its good faith, I
would doubtless have been tempted not to question it, but
1 had now for a long time known that our thoughts do not
always agree with our words.

But after all, I can only surmise what I would have done
if T had not been actively involved, 1f I had not been part
of the active participant, France, just as, in my quarrels
with Albertine, when my sad expression and the clutch at
my throat were part of my personality passionately inter-
ested in my cause, I could not achieve detachment.” M, de
Charlus’s ‘detachment, however, was complete. Conse-
quently, from the moment he became only an onlocker,
everything was bound to lead him to be a Gen-na.n sympa-~
thiser, by reason of his living in France without being really
French.” He was very keen-witted; in every country the
fools are the most numerous; there is no doubt that, had
be lived in Germany, he would have been exasperated by
the fools in that country defending an_unjust cause with
foolishness and passion; but, living in France, the French
fools defending a just cause with_foolishness and. passion
exasperated him quite as much. The logic of passion, even
in the service of the most righteous cause, can always be
tefuted by a man who remains dispassionate. M. de Char-
lus exposed sybtly every illogical argument ot_ the patriots.
The smug satisfaction that an imbecile takes in the jusﬁcc’
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of his cause and the certainty of victory are peculianly ir
ntating. M. de Charlus was irritated by the triumphant
optimism of people who did not know Germany and ber |
strength as he did, who believed each month that the pext
month would sce her completely crushed, and 2 year later
made a fresh prophecy with not a whit less confidence, 33
if they had not already, with just as much assurance, made
other false prophectes, which, honever, they had entirely
forgotten and which, if cited to them, they would dismiss
with the explanation, “ That was something quite different.”
Now, M. de Charlus, although he was by no means shallow-
minded, might perhaps not have understood 1n the field
of art that the critics of Monet exhibited the same mental
twist when they replied, “It is not the same thing at all”
to those who reminded them that the same things had been
said about Delacroix. And finally, M. de Charus was
compassianate; the idea of anyone being conquered pained
him; he always favoured the weaker party; he did not read
the reports of trials in order not to have to suffer in his own
flesh and blood the agony of the condemned man and the
torture of being unable to assassinate the judge, the hang-
man and the crowd, overjoyed to see that “justice has been
done.” He was sure in any case that France could no longer
be conquered and, on the other hand, he knew that the
Germans were suffering from hunger and would be obliged
one day or another to surrender unconditionally. And this
idea, too, was made more disagrecable for him by the fact
that he was living in France  His recollections of Germany
were, after all, remote, whereas the Frenchmen who were
talking of crushing Germany with a glee that was offensive
to him were folk whose failings were well known to him
and their very faces repugnant.  In such cases, we feel more
sympathy for those we do not know and whom we can only
picture in imagination than for those who are very close to
us in the cheapening contact of daily life (unless, of conrse,
we are ourselves part of them and one with them); patriotism
performs this miracle, that we are as passionate for our
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country as we are for ourselves in a lovers’ quarrel. Thus
the war was for M. de Charlus a culture extraordinarily
productive of those hatreds which in him sprang up mn an
instant and lasted only a very short while, but made him for
the time being ready to go to any violent extremes. As he
read the newspapers, the trumphant air of the editors,
daily representing Germany as bemng at a low ebb, “The
Beast at bay; reduced to impotence,” whereas the very
opposite was only too true, made him wild with rage over
their jaunty, ferocious stupidity. The newspapers were at
that time ‘edited partly by well known men who found
therein a way of “ doing their bit,” men like Brichot, Norpos,
Legrandin, “M. de Charlus would dream of meeting them
and crushing them with bitterest sarcasm. Always specially
well mformed along that line, he was familiar with the
irregular sexual habits of many a man who, thinking they
were not knos : v . v
the failings 1n

tory empures,”

desire to meet .

own vice before the whole world and leave these insulters
of a beaten enemy disgraced and gasping  And finally,
M. de Charlus had stll other reasons, of a more special
nature, for being the Germanophile he was  One was that,
a well bred man himself, be had lived a great deal amonyg
well bred men, upright men, men of honour, who will not
shake hands with a scoundrel, he knew their high and un-
compromising standards; he knew them to b'c unmoved py
the tears of a man wham they expel from their club or with
whom they refuse to fight a duel, even though their act of
moral integrity should cost the life of the .mothcr.of ll’}e
black sheep. ‘In spite of himself and notw_uhsxandmg his
admiration for England, that same Englafld, impeccable and
incapable of a lie but nevertheless preventing milk and wheat
from entering Germany, was in a way that nation of men
of honour, of certificated witnesses, of judges of affaires
d’honneur; whereas he knew that vicious and rascally per~
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sons can have their better side, like certain charactess in
Dostoievsky, and I could never understand why he put the
Germans in the same category, theit Sying and wickery not
necessarily implying also kind-heartedness, which they do
not scem to have dxspl:?cd. And lastly, a final trait will
complete this analysts of AL de Charlus's pro-Germanism.
It could be traced, through 4 very strange reaction, to his
“Chatlism”  He considered the Germans very homely, per-
haps because they were too nearly of his own flesh and
blood. e was infatuated with Moroceans, but especially
with Anglo-Saxans, who were to him like living statues by
Phidias,” Now, in him sexual pleasure was accompanied by
a certain cruel idea, the full force of which I did not realise
at that time—the man he loved scemed to him like an
adorable hangman. If he had tsken sides against the
Germans, he would have thought he was acting a3 he did
only in maoments of voluptuous passion, namely, contrary
to his kindly nature, in other words, inflamed with passion
Tor seductive vice and trampling on homely virtue. 1t was
the same also when Rasputin was murdered (a murder in
which, by the way, people were surprised to find such 2
stamp of Russian colour) at a supper d la Dostoievsky—
an impression which would have been much stronger still if
the public had kaown about the whole affair what M. de
Charlus knew so well—~because life disappoints us so much
that in the end we come to believe that literature has no
relation to it and we are dumblounded to see that the
precious ideas we found in books are spread right out before
us in everyday life, naturally and frecly, without fear of
being spoiled by handling, and that a supper, a murder—
ah Russian incident—have something truly Russian about
them,

The war was dragging on interminably and the people
who had announced some years before, “on the best au-
thority,” that peace negotiations had begun, even specilying
the clauses of the peace treaty, did not take the trouble any
more, when they talked with'you, to make excyses for thelc
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i inf ion. They had forg all about it ana
were ready to do the same thing over again, in all sincerity
—and then forget zbout it just as quickly, It was the
Een'od when there were constant Gotha rads; the air

ummed continwally with the watchfal, noisy vibrations of
the French airplanes, But sometumes the si

iren would rend
the air, like the shrieking call of a Valkyrie—the only
German music heard since the begwning of the war—unnl
the firemen announced that the danger was over and at the
same time, like some invisble street wrehin, the berlogue
made a sort of runmng commentary on the good news,
Taunching its joyous cry into the air at regular intervals,
M. de Charliss was surprised 1o see that even men fike
Brichot, who had been militarists before the war and had
blamed France, pecially, for her luk in this
respect, now criticised Germany not only for her exaggerated
mibtarism but even for her admiration for the army. Jtis
true, they changed their tune at once when it was 2 question
of letting vp a bit on the war agzinst Germany, and they
denounced the pacsfists with good reason.  But, for example,
Brichot, having consented, in spite of his failixg,r eyesight,
10 give some lectures on certain books that ha appeared
in the neutral countries, praised to the skics a Swiss novel
in which the author ridiculed as sowing the seed of mlis
tarism, a representation of two children falling in symbolic
#dmiration before 2 dragoon. There were additional reasons
why this mockery should have displeased M. de Charlus,
who considered that 2 dragaon can be 2 very handsome
object. But what he especially could not understand was
Brichot’s admiration, if not of the book (which the Baron
had not read) at any rate of its spirit, so different from tha*
which had animated Brichot before the war. At that time,
anything 2 mifitary man did was good, even the quesnon.:(b)e
acts of General de Roisdefire, the falsifications and machina-
tions of Colanel Dy Paty de Clam, the forgery of Colona!
.H‘"’)'- By what ntrao}dinar{ right-abous-face (in reahity
#t was only another aspect of the very noble passion of

53

- s




REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

patnousm which, militarist when struggling against Drey-
fusism with sts anti-militarist tendencies, was forced to bee
come atmost anti-mibitarist ssedf, now that at was syugaling
against super-militanst Germania) did Brichot exclaim, ™ Qh,
what a marvellously beautiful spectacle, worthy of attracting
the attention of the youth of a century entirely given over
to brutalty and worshipping nothing but violence—a dra-
goon! One can just imagine the gencration of worthless
bashi-bazouks that will grow up under the cult of such
mamfestations of brute force! ” I declare!” M de Charlus
once exclaimed o me.  “ You know Brickot and Cambremer.
Well, every time 1 see them, they talk to me about Ger-
many’s extraordinary ignorance of psychology. Now, be-
tieen ourselves, do you think that uatil now they themselves
had paxd much attention to that subject and that even
today (hc{; are capable of shewing an understandirg of i?
And yet, believe me, T do not exaggerate when I say that,
tven when speaking of the greatest German—Nietzsche, or
Gocthe—you will hear Brichot say, ‘ with the usual ignorance
of psychology which charactenses the Teutonic race! Ob-
viously, there are things in war that grieve me more, but
you will agree that this is ctasperating  Norpois is more
intelligent, I admit, although he has been consistently wrong
from the very beginming, But how can you explain it that
these articles arouse universal admiration? My dear sir,
you hnow as well as I what Brichot really amounts to; 1
like him very much, even since the schism which has cut
me off from his hittle sect and because of which I see him
much less oftc_n. Even so0, I have a certain regard for this
high-school principal, very well educated and a good talker,
and T admit it is pathetic that, at his age and losing ground
as he has been doing noticeably for some years bpast. he
should have gone and “ reenlisted”, as he putsit.  But, after
all, good intentions are one thing and talent is another and
Brichot was never talented. 1 admit that I share his ad-
miration for certain things about the present war that arc
really great. It is strange, to say the least, that a blind
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or at uGoncourt for ranking Diderot above Homér, and
Watteau above Raphael—should repeat to us incessantly
that Thermopyle and even Austerlitz were nothing compared
with Vauquots. ‘'This time, moreover, the public, which had
resisted the modernists in Iterature and art, follows them
in war, because 1t’s the fashion to think thus and also
because small minds are overwhelmed, not by the beauty, but
by the immensity of the action. ‘Kalossal” 1s now written
only with a “k?, but at bottom 1t is the colossal everybody
is bowing down to.

“Is a strange thing, moreover,” M. de Charlus added in
the sharp little voice he sometimes assumed. “T hear falle
who look very happy all day long, and who drink excellent
cocktails, dectare that they will never be able to go through
with this war, that their hearts will never stand it that they
can think of nothing else, that they will die s?ddcnly some
Jay—and the most extraordinary thing about it 1s that this
actually does happen' How strange 1t is! Is it a case of
faulty nutrition due to their taking into their stomachs only
poorly prepared food, or because, in order to prove their
devotion, they yoke themselves to useless tasks which inter-
fere with the ‘special diet that was keeping them alive?
However that may be, I note a surprising number of these
strange premature deaths—premature, at any rate, as far
as the wishes of the deceased were concerned. I have
forgotten what I started to tell you—that Brichot and Nor-
pois admired this wat, but what a peculiar way they have
of speaking of it! In the first place, have you noticed the
rapidly increasing number of new expressions Norpois em-
ploys, which, when they finally wear out through being used
every day—for, really. he is tircless and I think the death
of my Aunt Villeparisis must have rejuvenated him—are
immediately replaced by other commonplace terms? I re-
member that you used to be amused to note these styles in
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language which spring up, last awhile and then disappear,
:uc% as, “ He who sows the wind shall reap the whirlwind®,
¢The dogs may bask; the caravan moves on’, ** Give me 2
policy and I will give you good finances,” said Baron
Lowss” There are some symptoms which it would be 2u
exaggerauion to take tragically but which it is right to take
senously, such as ‘Working for the King of Prussia’
(This one, bz the way, has been revived, as was inevitable)
Well, since then, alas, how many have I seen die! We have
had the ‘scrap of paper’, the *predatory empires’, the
famous ‘ Kultur *, which consists in ‘assassinating defence-
less women and children’, ¢ Victory is on the side that can
hald out a quarter of an hour longer than the other, as the
Japanese say’, the ¢Germano-Turanians’, *scientific bat-
barity *—*if we wish to win the war’, to quote Mr. Lloyd
George’s strong expression—in short, there is no end to
them, and then there’s the * keen fighting edge of our troops’
and their “grit”  Even the sy ntax of our good friend Norpois
is undergoing, by reason of the war, a change as profound
as has occurred in the way of making bread or tK: speed
of railroad traflic. Have you noticed that the good man,
eager to announce his wishes as if they were truths just about
to become reality, does not dare, however, use the simple
future tense, which might be contradicted by subsequent
events, so he has adopted the expression ‘be capable of”
as a sign of this tense?” I had to admit to M. de Charlus
that I did not understand very well what he meant.
ought to note here that the Duc de Guermantes did not at
all share his brather’s pessimism. Besides which, he was a3
much of an Anglophile as M. de Charlus was an Anglophobe.
And finally, he regarded M. Caillaux as a traitor who de-
served a thousand times over to be shot.  When his brother
asked for proofs of this treason, M. de Guermantes replied
that, if only the people who sign a paper saying “1 have
been a traitor” were to be convicted, the crime of treason
would never be punished. But in case I might not have an
opportunity to revert to this subject later, T will note here
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also that, two years later, the Duc de Guermantes, still
under the influence of the most pronounced anti-Caillautism,
met an English military attaché and his wife, a remarkably
well read couple, with whom he became {riendly—as with
the three charming ladies at the time of the Dreyfus case
~and that the very first day, speaking of Caillaux, whose
conviction he deemed certain and his guilt obvious, he was
dumbfounded to hear the charming, cultured couple say,
“But he will probably be acquitted; there is absolutely
nothing against him.”” M. de Guermantes tried to argue
that M. de Norposs in testifying had said, with his eyes fixed
on the terrified Caillaux, “ You are the Giolitt of France;
yes, monsieur Caillaux, you are the Giolitti of France.”
But the charming couple smiled, made fun of M. de Norpois,
cited instances of his senile idiocy and concluded that he
had made that remark before a M. Caillaux who was “ter-
tified ” in the columns of Le Figaro but who in real life had
smiled sardonically. 'The Duc de Gucfmantcs was not slow
PUE R - - o R add

guilty persons. But they, too, were soon to change their
opinion and approve every decision that might cause sorrow
to France and give aid and comfort to Germany.) But to
come back to M. de Charlus. *“Oh yes, you do,” he said,
in reply to my statement that I did not understand what he
referred to. “In Norpois’s articles ‘be capable of* is the
sign of the future tense, that is to say, the sign of his wishes
—and, be it said, of all of us,” he addcd,_rcrhaps not with
entire sincerity, It is easy to see that, il *be capable of *
had not become simply the sign of the future tense, one
might, strictly speaking, consider a country as the subject
of this verb, as, for example, every time Brichot® says,
¢ America would not be capable of remaining indifferent to
* This appears to be an error for Norpois —F.4.B.
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these repeated violations of right’, ¢ The bicephalous men-
archy would not be capable of not repenting and mending
its ways. [t is clear that such statements express Norpois's
wishes (as, also, minc ® and yours) but, after all, there the
expression may still retain its original meaning, for a country
can be ‘capable’, America can be ‘capable’, even the “bi-
cephalous * monarchy can be ‘capable’ (in spite of the
cternal ignorance of psychology) Eut there can no longer
be any uncertainty when Drichot $ writes, ¢ These sy stematic
devastations would not be capable of persuading the neutral
countries’, ‘ The lake region would not be capable of failing
to fall into the hands of the Allies within a very short time’,
“'The results of these netralist elections would not be capable
of reflecting the opinion of the great majority of the citizens.”
Now, it is certain that these devastations, regions and election
results are inanimate things that cannot be ‘capable’. By
means of this formula Norpois simply lays upon the neutral
countries the injunction (which 1 regret to note they do
not scem to have any intention of heeding) to abandon theic
neutrality and he enjoins upon the lake region not to remain
any longer in the hands of the Boches.” (M. de Charlus
put the same sort of daring into uttering the word Boche”

En fremachi in tha Talhansatn ~rf o whose
.. . - . © ve you
- - ' = ins his

articles addressed to the neutral countries? “He commences
by declaring that, of course, France has no right to seek to
influence the policy of Ttaly or Rumania or Bulgaria, ete.
Tt is for these countries alone, in entire independence and
consulting only the national interests, ta decide whether they
should abandon their neutrality or not. But if these initial
declarations of the article (what would formerly have been
called ‘the exordium®) are so very fine and disinterested,
the section that follows is usually much less so. ‘ However,”

In the French text, fions would seem to be a misprint for miens, Note
¢he end of the second sentence preceding —F A B,

This appears to be an error for Nocpois —F.4 B.
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Norpois goes on to say in substance, ‘it is very clear that
only the nations that have lmed up on the side of Right
and Justice will derive a matenal benefit from the struggle.
It is not to be expected that the countries which, following
the policy of minimum exertion, have not put their swords
at the service of the Allies will be rewarded by the latter with
the gift of former territories of theirs, in which their op-
pressed brethren have for centuries been crying for deliver-
ance” Having taken this first step toward counselling their
entering the war, nothing any longer stops Norpois; it is
now not only on the fundamental question of going i, but
regarding the date for doing so that he gives advice in a
more and more undisgmsed manner. ‘Most assuredly.” he
declares, like a wolf in sheep’s clothing, to use one of his
own favourite expressions, ‘1t is for Italy and Rumama alone
to decide the suitable time and proper manner for them to
intervene, However, they surely know that, if they hesitate
toa long, they run the risk of mussing the opportunity alto-
gether.” Alréady Germama at bay is trembling with in-
describable terror at the sound of the approaching hoof-
beats of the Russian cavalry. It is obvious that the nations
that lend a hand only when the resplendent dawn of victory
is already visible, will by no means be entitled to the reward
which they can still obtain if they make haste,’ ete. Just
as in the theatre they say, *The last remaining seats will
be snapped up very quickly; therefore it is well.to act
promptly.’ ‘This line of reasoning is all the more s_(upxd since
Norpois repeats it every six months and says periodically to
Rumania, *The hour has come for Rumania to make up her
mind whether or not she wishes to realise her national as-
Pirations. If she delays any longer, she may find that_ it
15 too late!  Now, in the two years that he has been saying
this, the ‘100 late’ has never come, but they are steadily
increasing the teward offered to Rumani_a. In like manner
he invites France, etc, to intervene against Greece, in her
capacity of protecting power, on the ground that the treaty
binding Greece 1o Serbia has not been lived up to.  Now, tell
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these repeated viclations of right?, ¢ The bicephalous res
archy would not be capable of not repenting and mendzy
its ways” It is dlear that such staterents express Norpeiss
withes (as, also, mine* and yours) but, after all, there &2
expression may still retain its original meaniag, for 2 co
can be ‘capable’, America can be “capable’, even the
cephalous” monarchy ¢an be ¢ capable’ (in spite of e
eternal ignoranee of psychology) but there can 5o Tozzzr
be any uncertainty when Brichot § writes, ¢ These systezi™
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countries’, “The lake region would not be eapable of f2
to fall into the hands of the Allies within 2 very short
The results of these neutraist elections would not be cap™?
of reflecting the opinion of the great majority of the itizs
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"Norpois goes on to say in substance, ‘it is very clear that
enly the nations that have lined up on the side of Right
and Justice will derive a material benefit from the struggle.
It is not to be expected that the countries which, following
the policy of minimum exertion, have not put their swords
at the service of the Allies will be rewarded by the latter with
the gift of former terntories of theirs, in which their op-
pressed brethren have for centuries been crying for deliver-
ance’ Having taken this first step toward counselling their
entering the war, nothing any longer stops Norpois; it is
now not only on the fundamental question of going in, but
tegarding the date for doing so that he gives advice in a
more and more undisgmsed manner. “Most assuredly,” he
declares, like a wolf in sheep’s clothing, to use one of his
own favourite expressions, ‘1t is for Italy and Rumania alone
to decide the suitable time and proper manner for them to
intervene. However, they surelv know that, if they hesitate
too long, they run the nisk of missing the opportunity alto-
gether. Already Germania at bav is trembling with in-
describable terror at the sound of the approaching hoof-
beats of the Russian cavalry. It is obvious that the nations
that lend a hand only when the resplendent dawn of victory
is already visible, will by no means be entitled to the reward
which they can still obtain 1if they make haste,” etc. Just
as in the theatre they say, ‘ The last rcn.lai{xing seats will
be snapped up very quickly; therefore it is well to act
promp(ly' - - - B T
Norpois
Rumania .
mind whether or not she wishes to realise her national as-
pirations. Tf she delays any longer, she may find that it
is too late’  Now, in the twa years that he has been saying
this, the “too late? has never come, but they are steadily
increasing the reward offered to Rumani_a. In Jike manner
he invites France, etc., to intervene against Greece, in her
capacity of protecting power, on the ground that the treaty
binding Greece to Serbia has not been lived up to. Now, tellem
95



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

me in all good faith, if France were not at war and anxious
to obtain the cooperation or, at least, the neutrality of
Greece, would it ever occur to her to intervene “in her capacity
of protecting power’, and does not the moral indignation
which stirs her blood when Greece fails to fulfil her obliga-
tions toward Serbia die down the moment it is a_question
of equally flagrant treaty violations by Italy and Rumania,
which countries (and with good reason, I think, just as in
the case of Greece) have not fulfilled their duties—neither
so binding nor so extensive as people think—as alhes of
Germany? The fact 15, people see everything through the
eyes of their favounte newspaper—and how could they do
otherwise when they have no personal knowledge of the
persons or events involved? In the days of that case which
aroused people’s passions in such strange ways during 2
period from which it is now the fashion to say we are
separated by centuries (for the war-philosophers have es-
tablished the theory that all the ties that bound us to the
past have been severed) I used to be shocked to see members
of my family esteem very highly anti-clericals, ex-commu-
nards, whom their newspaper represented to be anti-Drey-
fusards, while they denounced a general who was a Catholic
and of a good family, but a revisionist. I am just as shocked
now to see the entire French nation reviling Emperor Franz
Josef, for whom they used to entertain the highest respect—
and they had good reason to do so, let me telt you, for 1
have known him well and he calls me his cousin. Ah, I
haven’t written to him since the war began,” he added, 2s
if bravely confessing a fault which he knew very well nobody
would blame him for. “Oh yes, I did, the first year, but
only once.  But I can’t help it, that doesn’t lessen my respect
for him at all; only here I have many young relatives fighting
in our army who, I know, would consider it very wrong that
1 should keep up regular correspondence with the head of
2 nation with which we are at war. So what could I do?”
he asked, as if inviting my censure. “Let anyone blame
me who wants to, I did not wish a letter signed ¢ Charlus’
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to arsive in Vicana at this time. The principal criticism
1 have to make of the venerable sovereign is that a noble-
man of his rank, head of onc of the maost ancient and
itustrious houses in Europe, should have allowed himself to
be led around by that little country squire—very intelligent,
1 admit, but, after all, merely a parvem—namely, Wilkelm
von Hohemollern, 'That is mot one of the least shocking
anomakics of this war”® And since M. de Charlus always
descended 1o the most extraordinarily childish comments
as soon a¢ he resymed the aristocratic point of view-——which,
in the final analysis, dominated everything in his social
philosophy—he told me, in the same tone 28 he would have
spoken o{t}:e Marne or Verdun, that these were sume m-
gormnt and very curious things that should sot be omitted
y anyone who might wite the history of this war. “Thus,

for example,” he said, © everybody is so ignorant that no one
has called attention to this strikng fact, that the Grand
Master of the Ordar of Malta, who is 2 pute-blooded Boche,
nevertheless continues to five in Rome, where, 1 his capacity
of Grand Master of our arder, he enjoys the priviiege of
extsatersitoriality. Now, that's interésting to know,” he
added, as if to say, * You ses, you've not wasted your evening
by running ino me” 1 thanked him for this valuzble in-
formation and he assumed the deprecatory aiw of someone
who does nor wish to be paid for his serviess, “What was
1 wlking to you about? Oh yes, that people now hate
Franz Josef, following the Jead of their newspaper. In the
case of King Copstantine of Greece and the Caar of Bul-
garia, the public bas swung ‘back and forth between hostility
and friendliness, acording as they were told th?t these
savereigns were going t0 side with the Emeftte or with what
Norpois calls *the Central Empires”. 1t's like when he
keeps on repeating that * Venizelos's hour &5 about to strike.
1 have no doubt that M. Venizelos is a_statesman of great
ability, but how do we know that he s wanted as badly
as that? ‘They tell us that he wished Greece 1o catry out
her agreement with Seabiz, but first one would have to kaow
97 M
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what that agreement was and whether it was more extensive
than those that Italy and Rumania thought they could safely
break. We are concerned about Greece executing her trea-
ties and respecting her constitution in a way we certainly
would not be if this were not to our interest. If there had
been no war, do you think that the guaranteeing” powers
would even have noticed the dissolution of the parlizmentary
bodies? I see that they are simply taking the props out
from under the King of Greece one by one, so as to be
able to throw him out or lock him up as scon as he nc
longer has an army to defend him. I said a moment ago
that the public forms its opinion of the King of Greece and
the Czar of the Bulganans only according to the newspapers.
But how could they have any idea of them except through
the newspapers, since they do not know the gentlemen?
Now 1, on the contrary, have seen a great deal of them; !
knew Constantine of Greece well when he was the heir ap-
parent, and a marvellously beautiful lad he was. I have
always thought that Emperor Nicholas had a great weakness
for him—of a perfectly respectable character, of course, al-
though Princess Christian used to talk about this quite
openly, but then, she is an evil-tongued vixen. As for the
Bulgarian Czar, he’s a shrewd hussy, a regular wench, but
very intelligent—altogether a remarkable man. He is very
fond of me.”

M. ds Charlus could be delightful company, but he was
detestable when he got on this kind of subject. He brought
to it that self-satisfaction which is so irmtating in a sick
person who boasts of his good health. I have often thought
that “the faithful» who, on the narrow-gauge railway of
Balbec, were so eager to obtain the admissions he avoided
x‘naking.. w?uld not hav'c been abie to endure this way o

they would so much fike to hear. Besides, Ipe&p]c were
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tired of hearing everybody accused—and probably very
often without any kind of proof—by a man who left himself
out of the special category in which he was so pleased to
put others and where everybody knew he himself belonged.
Finally, intelligent though he was, he had built up for him-
self in this regard a narrow little philosophy (at the base of
which there was, perhaps, a suggestion of the curiosities
that Swann found in “life ) which explained everything by
these special causes and in which, as always when one gives
way to his own particular weakness, M. de Charlus was not
only unworthy of himself, but peculiarly satisfied with him-
self. That is why he, so serious and dignified, would end
a remark like the following with the most idiotic simper:
“Since there are strong presumptions regarding Emperor
William similar to those concernmg Ferdinand of Coburg,
that might well be the reason why Czar Ferdmand has lined
up on the side of the ‘predatory empires’. After all, at
bottom, it’s easy to understand, one is indulgent with a
sister and doesn’t refuse her anything, 1 think that that
would be a very pretty explanation of the alliance of Bul-
garia with Germany.” And M. de Charlus laughefi long
over this stupid explanation, as if he really thought it ve

ingenious, whereas, even if it had been based on facts, 1t
was as childish as the observations on the war which he
made as a feudalist or in his capacity of Knight of Saint
John of Jerusalem. He ended, however, with a very true
comment* “The surprising thing is that th1§ public which
judges men and war questions only through its newspapers
is convinced that it is doing its own.thmkmg.'j In that he
was right. 1 have been told that it was edifying to see
Mme. de Forcheville hesitate 2 moment in silence (as one
is obliged to do before expressing or even formulating a
personal opinion) and then announce, with the air of an
intimate confidence, “ No, I do not think they will capture
Warsaw”, “Tt does not scem to me they can hold out
through a second winter 7, “The one thing I do not want
is an inconclusive peace”, “What I am uneasy about, if
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you want to know, is the Chamber of Deputies ™, “On the
contrary, it is my opinion that they might break through_-”
And, in saying that, Odette would assume a mincing air,
which she carried to the extreme when she said, “I dort
say the German armies do not fight well, but they lack
‘grit’.” In saying “grit” (and even merely “keen fight-
ing edge ™) she made a gesture with her hand as if she were
kneading dough and squinted her eyes the way young art
students do when they employ a studio idiom. Her own
way of speaking, however, shewed even mote plainly than
before her admiration for the English, whom she no longer
had to be satisfied, as formerly, to call “ our neighbours from
across the Channel ” or, at best, “ our friends the English,”
but now “our loyal allies'” Needless to say, she did not
fail to use the expression “fair play” in every possible
connexion, to shew the English discovering the Germans to
be unsportsmanlike, and also, #The one thing needed is 0
win the war, as our allies say.” Worst of all, she would
drag in her son-inlaw’s name rather clumsily in connexion
with everything having to do with the English and tell how
much he’was enjoying living on intimate terms with the
Australians, as well as the Scottish, the New Zealanders and
the Canadians. “My son-in-law, Saint-Loup, now knows
the slang of all the brave ¢ Tommies’; he can make himself
understood by men from the most distant ‘ dominions’ and
fralemns.es with the humblest private as well 2s with the
general in command of the base.”

This digression about Mme, de Forcheville gives me a8
excuse (while I walk along the boulevards side by side with
N‘ de C.harlus) to introduce another, even longer but useful
in describing this period, concerning the relations between
Mme. Verdurin and Brichot. The fact is, if poor Brichot
was, like Norpois, judged mercilessly by M. de Charlus
(because the latter was very keen and also more or less
unconsciously a Germanophile) he was still more harshly
treated by the Verdurins. Tt is true, they were rabidly
patriotic and this should have made them take pleasure in
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Brichots articles, which, be it said, were by no means in-
ferlor to many writings that Mme. Verdurin delighted in.
But in the first place, the reader will perhaps recall that
already at La Raspeliére, Brichot, whom the Verdurins had
previously regarded as a great man, had become for them,
if not a general butt of ndicule like Saniette, at any rate
the object of their poorly disguised derision. Nevertheless,
he was still at that time a “ faithful ” among “the faithful”
and this assured him a share in the advantages guaranteed
by the by-laws to all the charter members of the “little
group.” But as, little by little—perhaps under the influence
of the war conditions or maybe through the rap:d crystal-
fising of a long retarded elegance, all the necessary _but
hitherto invisible elements of which had for a long time
been permeating the Verdurins’ salon—the latter had opened
its doors to a new set of visitors and “ the faithful,” at first
:iccoys for this new set, finally came to b“e invxtcd‘ llgss :nd.
e 2t 4 Lo e daan in oha anna of Botahas

he made no effort to conceal, whatever the humorous forms.
in which he cloaked it—the “upper crust®” was literally
dazzled. For once, be it said, it gave its approval to some~
one who was far from being a nonentity and who could held
the attention by his fecund intelligence and his well stocked
memory. And while three duchesses went to spend the
evening at Mme, Verdurin's, three others vied with one
another for the honour of baving the great man at their
dinner table. And M Brichot felt himself all the more at
liberty to accept, since Mme. Verdurin, infuriated over the
success his articles were meeting with in the Faubourg Saint-
Germain, took care never to have Brichot at her house,
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when there was to be present some brilliant person whom
he had not yet met and who would hasten to try to draw
him away. It was thus that journalism, in which Brichot,
somewhat late in life, was satisfied to expend, with honour
to himself and in return for a princely remuneration, what
he had been squandenng all his life, gratis and incognito,
1n the Verdurins’ salon (for he had such a fund of knowledge
and such an easy flow of words that his writing cost him
scarcely any more effort than his conversation) would have
led—and seemed at on: time to be leading—Brichot to &
position of undisputed glory—had it not been for Mme.
Verdurin, It is true, Brichot’s articles were far from being
as remarkable as society people thought. The lack of re-
finement of the man shewed continually through the ped-
antry of the scholar.  And alongside utterly meaningless fig-
ures of speech (“The Germans will never again be able to
look Beethoven's statue in the face”, * Schiller must have
shuddered in his tomb ”, “The ink that had subscribed to
the neutrality of Belgium was scarcely dry”, “Lenin is
whistling down the wind from off the steppes ”) there were
cheap trivialities like “Twenty thousang prisoners—that's
some figure!” “Our general staffl will know how to keep
its weather eye open ”, “ We are determined to win and that’s
all there is to it.” But along with all that, so much knowl-
edge, such intellig such sound ing! Mme, Ver-
durin never began one of Brichot’s articles without getting
an anticipatory pleasure out of thinking of the absurd things
she was going to find in it and she would read it with the
closest attention in order to be sure not to let any of them
escape her. Now, it was unfommately certain that there
would be some absurdities. But folk did not wait to find
them. The most felicitous quotation from an author really
little known—at any rate, through the book M. Brichot was
discussing—was pounced upon as an evidence of the most
intolerable pedantry, and Mme. Verdurin would impatiently
await the dinnes hour in order to set off her guests in peals of
laughter. “ Well, what did you think of Brichot this eve-
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ning? I thought of you as I read the quotation from Cuvier.
Upon my word, I think the man 1s losing hus mind” “I
haven't read the article yet,” said one of “the faithful”
“What! you haven’t read it yet! You have no wdea of the
joy you are depriving yourself of, It is absurd enough to
make one die of laughter.” And, secretly glad someone had
not read the Brichot article, which gave her an opportunity
to shew up its ridiculous passages, Mme. Verdusin would tell
the butler to bring Le Temps and she would herself read the
article aloud, giving a bombastic sonority 10 even the simplest
sentences, After dinner, this anti-Buchot campaign would
go on for the whole evening, but with insincere reservations.
“I am not speaking very loud because I am afraid that over
there,” she would say, pointing to the Comtesse de Mol¢,
“there is someone who admires him a lot. Society folk are
more naive than people think.” Mme. Molé, to whom they
sought, by speaking rather loud, to convey the 1dea that they
were talking about her, while at the same time, by lowering
theis voices, they tried to give the impression that they would
not have liked ber to hear them, cowardly repudiated Brichot,
whom she really considered the equal.of Michelet. She ex-
pressed agreement with Mme. Verdurin but, to end up with
something that seemed to her undemable. she ad.ded, “B.ut
there’s one thing you've got to admit and that is that it’s
well written” ©You call that well written?” exclaimed
Mme. Verdurin, “For my part, I think it reads as if it had
been written by a cochon ”—a danng remark that made those
elegant folk laugh, especally smce"Mme.‘Verdun.n, startded
a bt herself at ¢! Tl med bienerad e bt
her hand before b
creased by the Iz
tion he felt over P
of ill humour when the censor—as he expressed it, with his
N St Y ewas
art
- . Pdid
- egorm
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lightened 2 more discerning man, shew too clearly how linle
she thaught of his writings. Just once she eriticised him for
using “1” o often.  For ke did, it is true, have a way of
using it alf the time, in the first place, because, as a professoq
he was d to employing ly expressions such
23 “T grant that®, “1 will admit that the tremendous exten~
sion of the military fronts requires ™, etc., but more par-
tcularly because, a5 a former militant anti-Dreyfusard who
had instinctively sensed the Germanic military preparation
fong before the was, he found himsell writing very often, “'

nave been exposing ever since 1897 7, “I called attention in
1901 to”, “ I warned in my litle pzmphlct which is to-day
out of print and very hard to obtain (habent sus fata
hbelli) ?; and then the habit had stuck to him., He blushed
deeply at Mme Verdurin®s remack, which was made in 2
cutting tone. *You are quite right, Madame,” he replied.
“Even a man who loved the Jesuits as lirtle as did M.
Combes~—~though he could not hold a ¢andle to our gentle
tmaster of delightful scepticism, Anatole France, who, if I 2m
not mistaken, was my opponent . . , before ¢ the Deluge “~
has very well said that the *1* is always odious.” From
that time on, Brichot dropped “I” and used a passive cot=
steuction instead, but this did not prevent the reader from
understanding that the writer was referting to himself and
it made it possible far the writer now to speak of himself all
the time, to comment on even the most insignificant of his
own statements, tO CODStrUCt an entire article on & single
negation—all under the wing of the passive farm of the ver !
For instance, if Brichot had said, even in another article, that
the German armies had lost some of their courage, he would
begin in this manner: “The teath is not camouflaged in
these columns, It has been said here that the Germsa
armies have lost some of their covrage. It was not said that
they do not still passess great courage. Sl less will it be
s2id that they no longer have any courage at all, Nor will
it be said that the pround gained, even i it be not” ete. I8
shost, sisaply by announciag all that he would not say and
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recalling all that he had said a few years before and all that
Clausewitz, Ovid, Apollonius of Tyana had said sg-and-so
many centuries age, he could easily have made up enough
material for a large volume, and 1t 15 to be regretted that he
did not publish his writings in book form, for these articles,
o crammed with erudition, are pow hard to procure.
Cozched by Mme, Vesdurin, the Faubourg Saint-Germaia at
first 1aughed at Brichot in her salon, while continuing to ad-
mire him, ance they were outside the “little clan” Then,
just as it had formerly been the fashion to admire him, it be-
came the style to poke fun at him, and even the ladies who

clan* as at this period, but now in derision  They adopted
2s a criterion of the intelligence of each newcomer what he
thought of Brichot’s articles, if he did pot answer corxccdy
the fisst time, they did not fail to jnstruct hum as to bow it is
recognised whether people are intelligent or not. .
“Tn short, my dear friend,” M de Charlus went on, “itis
all very terrible and we have other things besides tiresome
articles 10 weep over. They talk about vandalism and about
statues destroyed. But is it not also vandghsm to destroy
so many marvellous young men, who were like just so many
incomparably beautiful statues of different shades and
coloyrs? Will not a city which contains no more handsome
smen be like one whose statuary has been demolished? What
pleasure can I take in going 10 dine at the restaurant when 1
am waited on by moss-covered old cdowns who look like
Father Didon, or else by women in fittle caps who make me
think 1 have stepped into 2 quick-lunch place? That’s the
touth, my {riend, and 1 think I have a right to talk in this
way because the beautiful is just as wruly beautiful even when
done in living materials. What a pleasure o be wan:d‘on
by men with rickets and eyeglasses whose reason fac getting

exempted can be seen on theit faces! Contrary to what al-
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ways used to be the case, if you want to feast your eyes ona
handsome person in the restaurant, you must not look for
him among the waiters, but among those they are waiting on.
One used 1o be able to go and have another look at an em-
ployee, although they changed very frequently, but that
English lieutenant over there who has come here for the first
time and may be killed to-morrow, just try to find out who
he s and when he will come here again!” When Augustus
of Poland, as Morand, the delightful author of Clarissa, 1e-
lates, traded one of hus regiments for a collection of Chinese
pottery, he made a very poor bargain, in my opinion. Just
think, those tall footmen, over six feet in height, who used to
adorn the monumental staircases of our most charming
friends, have all been killed, having enlisted, most of them,
because people kept telling them the war would last enly two
months,  Ab, they did not know, as I do, the might of Ger-
many, the valour of the Prussian race!” he exclaimed, for-
getting himself.  And then, realising that he had shewn his
own point of view too clearly, he added, “What I fear for
France’s sake is not so much Germany as the war jtself.
The people here at home imagine that the war is a gigantic
prize fight which they are witnessing from a distance, through
the kindness of the newspapers, But there is no resemblance
between the two War is like a disease which, when you
seem to have checked it at one point, breaks out at anothet.
To-day Noyon will be relieved, to-morrow there will be no
more bread or chocolate, and the day after to-morrow he who
thought himsell safe and who would, if necessary, accept
philosophically 2 wound the consequences of which he does
not picture to himself, will be in 2 panic when he reads in
1the newspaper that his class has been called back into serv-
ice. As for historic buildings, the disappearance of a work
of art unique in its beauty, like the Cathedral of Rheims,
does not fill me with such dismay as the wiping out of s0
many combined effects which used to make even the tiniest
village in France charming and instructive” (I immedi-
ately thought of Combray and how formedy T would have
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feared to lower myself in the eyes of Mme. de Guermantes
if I had owned up to the modest position which my family
occupied there. I wondered if it had, perhaps, been revealed
to the Guermantes and M. de Charlus by either Legrandin
or Swann or Saint-Loup or Morel. But even being passed
over in this manner was less painful to me than retrospective
explanations would have been. All I hoped for was that M.
de Charlus would not speak of Combray.) “I don’t wish
to say anything against the Amenicans, my dear sir,” he con-
tinved. “Their generosity is said to be inexhaustible and,
since there has been no orchestra leader in this war and each
country has joined the dance a long time after the others
and since the Americans began when we were nearly dene
for, they may well shew a zeal that four years of fighting
have possibly cooled off in us. Even before the war, they
fihed our cotmtry and our art and bought our masterpieces
at very high prices There are many of these works of art
in their country to-day. But it just happens that this up-
rooted art, as M Barrés would say, produces quite the op-
posite effect to that which used to constitute the delightful
charm of France The castle explamed the church, which,
in its turn, as 1t had been a place of pilgrimage, Lexp‘1|aine<’i the

ago, having a business matter to settle, in spite o‘i a certain
coldness thit now e ) ’ . s
1 had to call on my
Combray. Combra, w. - - , . o
many others. But our ancestors were represented there as
patrons on some of the stained-glass windows and our coat-
of-arms was reproduced on others. We had our family
chapel there and our ancestral tombs_"This church has been
destroyed by the French and the English because it was
being used a8 a lookout by the Germans. Al that composite
of living history and art which constituted France, is being
destroyed and the end is not yet. And of course I'm not sg.~
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ridiculous as 1o compare for family reasons the destruction of
the church of Combray with that of the Cathedral of Amiens,
or that of Rheims, which was like a Gothic cathedral that
had in some miraculous way recaptured the purity of classic
sculpture. I do not know whether the upraised am of
Saint Firmin has been broken off.  1f it has, then the noblest
affirmation of faith and energy has disappeared from the
earth” “Only its symbol, my dear sir,” I replied. “T
adore certain symbols as much as you. But it would be
absurd for the sake of the symbol to sacrifice the reality it
represents. It is all right 1o have reverence for cathedrals
unul a day comes when, in otder to save them, one wouk
have to be false to the truths they teach us. The arm of
Saint Firmin, raised in a gesture of almost milita command,
seemed to say, ‘ Let us be broken if honour requires it Do
not sacrifice men to stones, whose beauty comes precisely
from their having for a moment caught and held human
truths.”  “I understand what you mean,” M. de Charlus
responded, “ and M. Barrés, who has, alas, made us perform
00 many pilgrimages to the statue of Strasburg and the
tomb of M. Dérouléde, was touching and gracious when he
wrote that even the Cathedral of Rheims was less precious to
us than the Lives of our soldiers—a declaration that makes
rather ridiculous the wrath of our newspapers against the
German general in command there, who said that the Ca-
thedral of Rheims was of less value to him than the life of 2
single G‘e.rmzn'soldier. s That is just what js so exasperating
. - . o Ceom Lty

*! many de-
! - . - . o = for pro-
tecting their country against our ideas of revanche are the
same as those of Barrés insisting on Mayence in order t0
protect us against any notions of invasion the Boches might
have. Why did the recovering of Alsace-Lorraine seem to
Teow T T e e L - sfficient
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assured to France; I hope so with all my heart; you have no
doubt about it; but after all, since the Allies, rightly or
wrongly, feel sure of winning (for my part, 1 would natu-
rally be delighted with this solution, but I see chiefly many
paper victories and Pyrrhic victories at a cost they don’t let
us know) and the Boches no longer feel sure of winning, we
see Germany endeavouring to hasten the peace and France
prolonging the war—1a France juste,” which has a right to
utter words of stern justice, but also ‘la douce France,’
which has a duty to utter words of pity, if only for the sake
of her children and so that the flowers that blossom anew
every spting may brighten something else than a land of
graves. Be frank, my dear friend; you yourself expounded
to me a theory about the things that exist only thanks to a
perpetually renewed creation. “The creation of the world
did nat happen once for all,’ you said to me, ‘it is going on
necessanly every day. Very well, if you are sincere, you
cannot exempt war from this theory. It is of no use for our
good friend Norpois—trotting out one of those rhetorical
devices so dear to him, such as, ¢the dawn of victory” and
“General Winter’—to write, ‘Now that Germany has in-
sisted on war, the die is cast”; the real truth is that each
morning war is declared all over agamn. Therefore, the one
who wants to keep it up is as guilty as the one who began
it—possibly more so, for perhaps the latter did not foresee
all its horrors. Now, there is nothing to assure us that a
war which lasts so long, even if it should have a \!ictoricus
outcome, is entirely without its dangers. It is difficult to
discuss intelligently things that have no precezjcnt or alk
2bout the aftereffects of an operation that is being tried for
the first time. Generally, it is true, these innovations that
cause so much alarm turn out very well. The most long-
headed republicans thought it was madness to bring about
the separation of Church and State, Tt went through as
smoothly as a letter through the mails, Dreyfus has been
rehabilitated and Picquard has been Minister of War with-
out anybody saying ‘boo’ And yet what may one not fear
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from an excessive straim like that of a war of several years’
uninterrupted duration? What will the men do when they
come back? Will they be worn out? Wil they be broken
with fatigue or beside themselves with anger? Such a situa-
tion might take a very bad turs, if not for the country, at
least {or the government, perhaps even for our form of gov-
:rnment.  Long ago you had me read the admirable Aiméz
de Cowgny, by Maurras. 1 should be greatly surprised i
some Aimée de Coigny were not awaiting from the develop-
ment of the war now being waged by the Republic what in
1812 Aimée de Coigny awaited from the war waged by the
Empire. I the present-day Aimée exists, will her hopes be
realised? I trust pot. But, to return to the war itself, ¢ the
one who began it’—was it Emperor William? I doubt it
very much. And, even if it was he, what did he do different
from what, for example, Napoleon did—something which I
myself consider abommable, but still I am astonished to see
it horrify so greatly men who swing the incense-burner be-
{ore the Tomb of Napoleon or who cried out, with General
X, the day war was declared, ‘ This is the greatest day of
my life; T have been waiting forty years forit!”  God know?
if anyone protested more vigorously than I at the dispropor-
tionate place in society given to nationalists and military
men—and that, too, at a time when every friend of the arts
was accused of spending his time on things hasmful to the
fatherland and every civilisation that was not belligerent was
considered pernicious. Why, 2 really well bred gentlemar
scarcely counted alongside a general.” One fool of a woman
almost introduced me to M. Syveton! You may say that
what T was trying to maintain were merely rules of etiquette;
but, notwithstanding their apparent triviality, perhaps they
would have prevented many outrages. I have always hon-
oured the men who defend grammar or logic. Fifty years
afterwards, we realise that they warded off great perils,
Our nationalists are the greatest Hun-haters and die-hards
in the world. but in the last fifteen years their philosophy
has changed completely. In reality they are working hard
1o
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to prolong the war, but it is only to * wipe out a too helfiger-
ent sace” and ¢ through love of peace’. For 2 warlike civili~
sation, something they considered so fine fifteen years ago,
now fills them with horror; not only do they blame Prussia
for having aliowed the military element to get contral, but
they believe that militarist civilisations have at all times been
destructive of all that they now hold precious, not only the
a5ts, but even polite society. It is enough that one of their
former critics turn convert to nationalism for him to become
by the same stroke an advoeate of peace. He is convinced,
for examnple, that, in all warhke civilisations, woman has oc~
cupred an abject and degraded position  Qne does not dare
10 teming him that the © fair ladies * of the medieval knights
and Dante’s Beatrice were placed on thrones pethaps quite
as lofty as M, Becque’s heroines T fully expect one of these
days to find myself scated at table below a Russtan revolu-
tionist or even below one of our gen:rals who are now carry~
ing on war because of thelr horror of war and in order tor
punish a people for cultivasng an ideal which they them~
selves, fiftcen years ago, estcemed to be the caly invigorat-
ing one. Only a few monthe ago the poor Caar was being
praised for having called together the Hague Peace Con~
ference. But now that they %md hberated Russia, they for~
get the thing for which they used 1o plonfy her. So turns
the wheel of the world! And vet Germany uses so exactly
the same expressions as France that it would almost _mske
you think she was quoting verbatm. She does not tire of
declasing that she 15 *fighting for hes wvery existence >
When 1 read, ‘We shall continue 10 struggle against our
cruel and implacable enemy until we have secured a peace
that shall puarantee us against aggression for all time to
come and in prder that the blood of our brave soldiers aha.ﬂ
not have been shed in viin,' or ‘He who is not for us it
against us? ¥ do not know whether the remark comes from
Emperer William or M. Poincard, for £ach of them has used
it, with slight variations, a scare of fimes—although, to be
frank, 1 have to admit that, in this instance, the Emperor *

11 /



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

imitating the President of the Republic. Perhaps France
would not have been so anxious to prolong the war if she
had continued to be the weaker party; but even more prob-
ably, Germany "' ' " - oo
had not ceased - N

strong, as you v \

habit of talking very loud, partly through nervousness and
partly because he sought an outlet for impressions which,
never having cultivated any of the arts, he had to relieve
himsell of as an aviator gets rid of his bombs, even if it
were out in the open fields, where his words reached nobody’s
ears—and particularly out in society, where his remarks fell
at random and where people listened to him, some through
desire to curry favour, some through confidence in him and
others, one can say, through force and fear, such was his
way of tyrannising over his hearers. On the boulevards,
this habit of orating was also a mark of contempt for the
passers-by, on whose account he would no more have lowered
his voice’ than he would swerve an inch out of his path.
But it sounded very much out of place there and attracted
attention and, when people turned around, they caught re-
marks which might have caused us to be taken for defeatists.
T called M. de Charlus’s attention to this but only succeeded
in exciting his laughter. “ Admit that that would be very
funny,” he said.  “After all,” he added, “ one never can tell;
every one of us runs the risk each evening of becoming the
subject of the outstanding item of local news in the papers
the next morning. And after all, why should T not be shot
in the fossés de Vincennes? ‘The same thing happened 10
my great-uncle, the Duc d'Enghien. The thirst for noble
blood turns the head of a certain element of the populace,
which, however, in that respect shews itself more fastidious
than the lions; you know that, for those beasts to throw
themselves on Mme. Verdurin, it would be enough that she
have a slight scratch on the nose—on what, in my youth, we
would have called her ‘beak”’” And he burst out laughiog
as if we had been alone in some salon. From time to time,

La
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secing some suspicious-looking individuals come forward out
of the dark corners as M. de Charlus went by and fall in
with one another a short distance behind him; I wondered
whether it would be more agreeable to him that 1 leave him
alone or that 1 stay by him. In the same way, if you meet
an old man who is ‘subject to frequent fits of an epileptic na-
ture and you notice by his unsteady walk that an attack is
probably coming on, you wonder whether he wants your as-
sistance as a good Samaritan more than he dreads your
presence as a witness of the malady which he would like to
conceal but which the very fact of your being present may
bring on the sooner, wheréas he might have kept it off if he
had been quite alone. In the case of the sick man, the im-
minence of the incident which you are uncertain whether to
avoid or not is indicated by his circuitous walk, like that of
a drunken man, whereas in M. de Charlus’s case, by an
ingenious arrangement, the various different positions that
indicated the possibility of an incident which I was not sure
whether or not he wished me to head off by my presence,
were assumed, not by the Baron, who walked straight on,
but by 2 whole group of actors in the background. All the
same, I believe that he wished to avoid the meeting, for he
‘ed me hurriedly down a side street, darker than the boule-
vard, into which the latter poured a continuous stream of
soldiers of every arm and every nationality, an inflow of
young men that consaled and compensated M. de Charlus
for the frenzied draiming of men to the frontier which had
made such a void in Paris during the first days of mobilisa-
tion. M. de Charlus never ceased admiring the brilliznt
uniforms that passed before us, making Paris as cosmopoli-
tan as a seaport and as unreal as a background of a painting
where the artist has thrown together a few bits of architec~
ture merely as a pretest for grouping the most varied and
dazling costumes, He kc[n all his respect and affection for
certain ladies of aristocratic rank who were accused of de-
eatism, just as formerly he had done for some who were ac-
cused of Dreyfusism, "He regretted only that, by lowerin /-
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themselves to take part in politics, they had given an open-
ing for the attacks of journalists. In hus eyes, as far as they
were concerned, everything was the same as ever, For his
superfical way of looking at things was so consistently ap-
plied that for him birth combined with beauty and other
social advantaFes was the one permanent thing, and the war
and the Dreyfus case were vulgar and ephemeral fashions.
If the Duchesse de Guermantes had been shot for trying to
bring about a separate peace with Austria, he would always
have considered her no less noble and no more disgraced
thar Marie Antoinette seems to us to~day for having been
condemned to be beheaded. As he talked with me at that
moment, M. de Chaslus stood there, noble as a sort of Saint
Vallier or Saint Mégrin, erect, unbending, dignified; he spoke
seriously and for the moment did not have any of the man-
nerisms by which men of his peculiar type betray themselves.
And yet why cannot a single one of them have a voice that
is absolutely true? Even when it was most serious, his rang
false and in need of tuning. Besides, he literally did not
know which way to turn and frequently raised his eyes to
the sky, expressing regret that he did not have field-glasses,
although they would not have been of much use to him be-
cause, on _account of the Zeppelin raid two days before,
which had aroused the vigilance of the authorities, there
were soldiers everywhere, even in the sky. The airplanes
that T had scen a few hours before, looking like little brown
insects against the blue twilight, were now disappearing like
glowing firebrands into the night, made still blacker by the
extinction of many of the street Lights. The greatest im-
pression of beauty which we got from those human shooting
stars came, perhaps, more especially from their making us
gaze at the sky, which people usually look at so seldom ir
that Paris whose beauty 1 had seen in 1914 awaiting, almost
defenceless, the menace of the approaching enemy. Now,
as then, there was, to be sure, the changeless ancient splen-
dour of a_moon, eruclly and mysteriously serene, pouring
over the Historic buildings, still intact, the useless beauty of
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planes or from the Eiffel Tower, oné knew to be directed by
mtelligent will-power, by 2 friendly vigilance that filled us
wh the same sort of emotion and nspired in us the same
kind of gratitude and peace of mind as I had felt in Saint-
Loup’s room, in the cell of that mulitary monastery where so
many fervent, disciplined hearts were being trained for the
day when, in the flower of their youth, they should unhesi-
tatingly make the supreme sacrifice.
A
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completely so. Aurplanes still shot up like flaming rockets
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hke and forth
acro . * airplanes

slipped in among the constellations and, seemng these “new
stars,” one wou?d have thought himself in another hemi-
Sphere. M, de Charlus expressed to me his admiration for
those aviators and, simce he could not prevent himself from
giving free ren to his German sympathies any more than
to lus other inclinations, while at the same time disavowing
them all, he continued, “Let me add, by the way, that I
admire quite as much the Germans who go up in the Gothas.
And 1n the Zeppelins, just think what courage that takes!
I tell you, they are simply heroic! What if they do drop
their bombs on civilians—don’t those batteries fire at them?
Are you afraid of Gothas and cannon?” T avowed I was
not and perhaps I was mistaken. My indolence having
given me the habit of putting off my n{ork {from day to day,
doubtless I figured to myself that it might be the same way
with death. How can you be afraid of a cannon which you
are convinced is not going to hit you that day? Moreover,
when formulated one by one, these ideas of bo.mbS. hurled
»nd of possible death added nothing to the tragic picture T
I15 -



imagined of the coming of the German air machines, untit
ane evening I saw one of them, tossed about and partly cut
off from my sight by billows of mist in the stormy sky—an
airplane which, though I knew its murderous mission, seemed
to my imagination a celestial, star-like thing—actually hurl 2
bomb toward us. For the essential reality of a danger is
perceived only through that thing, new and impossible to re-
duce to what we already know, which is called an impression
and which is often summed up in a single line, as it was in
that case, a line that disclosed a purpose, a line in which
there was the potentiality of a deed which deformed it—
while, as I stood on the Pont de la Concorde, up there around
the threatening airplane, now at bay (as though the foun-
tains of the Champs-Elysées, the Place de la Concorde and
the Tuileries were reflected on the clouds) the luminous
streams from the searchlights were directed skyward in lines
which likewise had their purpose, 2 foreseeing and protecting
purpose, directed by wise and able men, to whom, as that
night in the quarters at Donciéres, 1 was grateful for deign-
ing to use their might to stand guard over vs with such
beautitul precision.

e night was as fine as in 1914 and Paris was threatened
in the same manner, The moonlight seemed like a soft, con-
tinuous flash-light that made it possible for the Jast time 0
take night pictures of such beautiful panoramas as the Place
Vendéme and the Place de la Concorde, which, through my
fear lest the shells destroy them, acquired by contrast, in
their beauty still intact, a sort of rich fullness, as thoush they
were reaching forward, offering their defenceless architecture
tn the enemy’s blows. * You are not afraid? ” repeated M.
de Charlus.” “The Parisians do not grasp the situation. 1
am told that Mme. Verdurin is holding receptions daily. 1
know it only by hearsay, for I know nething about them my=
self, having broken with them entirely,” he added, lawering
not only hi glance, as if he had seen a telegrapher go by
but also his head and shoulders, and raising his arms in the
gesture which signifies, if not, “T wash my hands of it,” 3t
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e wyo ' "7 (although I was
Morel goes there a
. rst time he had re-
vived this subject with me ) “They claim he is very sorry
about the past and would Like to make up with me,” he
added, displaying the credulity both of the man of the Fau-
bourg who says, “1 hear that France is in communication
with Germany more actively than ever and that they have
even started negotiations,” and of the suitor who has not
been convinced even by the cruellest rebuffs. “ Anyhow, if
he wishes it, he has only to say so; I am older than he and it
is not for me to take the first steps.” And certainly this was
s0 obvious, it was unnecessary to sy it. But, more than
that, it was not even sincere and that was why one felt so
embarrassed with M. de Charlus, because one felt that, even
in saying that it was not for him to take the first steps, he
was doing precisely that and was waiting for me to offer to
undertake to bring them together again. I knew well, in-
deed, that naive or pretended credulity of people who are in
love with someone—or simply are not invited by someone—
and who attribute to that other person a desire that he has
not ifested, notwith ding wearisome solicitation.
Unfortunately, the very next day, let me say here, M. de
Charlus ran into Morel suddenly in the street. ‘The latter,
in order to arouse the older man’s jealousy, took him by the
arm and told him some stories that were more or less true
and, when M. de Charlus, beside himself, needing to have
Morel stay with him that evening, begged him not to go
anywhere ‘else, Morel, catching sight of a friend, bade the
Baron farewell. M. de Charlus, angered and hoping that
this threat (which, of course, it did not seem likely he would
ever carry out) would make Morel stay, exclaimed, “'.I‘akc
care; T will have my revenge,” but Morel went off .wnh a
laugh, patting his friend on the back and.puttmg his arm
around his waist, to the latter’s great astomshmeqn
From the suddenly trembling voice with which M. de
Charlus had scanned his words as he spoke of Morel, and
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from the dark Jook that lurked deep in his eyes, T got the
impression that there was more here than merely a common-
place insistence. I was not mistaken and T am going to re-
late at once the two incidents which afterwards proved it to
me. (For the second of these incidents, I shall have to get
far ahead of my story, as it happened after the death of M.
de Charlus, which did not occur until much later, and we
shall have occaston to meet hum several times and find him 2
very different man from the one we have known, especially
the last time, when he had completely forgotten Morel.) As
{for the first of these incidents, it occurred only two years
after that evening when I walked down the boulevards with
M. de Charlus in the way I have told. Well then, some two
years after that evening, I met Morel. I immediately
thought of M. de Chaslus and of the pleasure it would give
him to see the violinist again, and I urged him 1nsistently to
go to se¢ him, even if only just once. “He was kind to
you,” I reminded Morel. “He is 2lready an old man; he
mught die; you should settle your old quarrel and wipe out
all traces of the disagreement.” Morel seemed entirely of
the same opinion as to the desirability of a reconciliation,
but sull he refused flatly to go to see M. de Charlus even
once. “You are making a mistake,” I said. s it obsti-
nacy, indolence, meanness, false pride, virtue (I guarantee
yours will not be attacked) or coyness?” Then the violin-
ist, his face contracted with a confession that doubtless cost
him dearly, replied with a shudder, “No, it’s for none of
those reasons. Virtue? What do I care about that?
Meanness?  On the contrary, I am beginning to fecl sorry
for him, It is not out of coyness; that would be useless.
Nor because of indolence, for there are whole dzys when 1
sit twiddling my thumbs. No, it is not for any of those rea-
sons. It is—but never tell anyone and I'm’ a fool to tell
you—it's—it’s—it’s because I'm afraid!” He began to
tremble in every limb. I confessed that I did not under-
stand. “No, don’t ask me. Let’s not talk about it any
more. You don’t know him as I do; in fact, you don’t know
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bim at all” “But what harm can he do you?  On the con-
trary, he will be still Jess anxious to harm you because there
will 00 longer be any hard feeling between you, And be-
sides, at bottom you know he is very kind-hearted” “By
gad, I certainly do know that he s kind-hearted!  And he is
refinement and uprightness personified. But leave me,
please. Don’t talk 1o me any more abaut it, I beg you. It
is shameful to admit, but P'm afraid.” The second incident
dates from after the death of M de Chaslus. They brought
me some httle remembrances he had left me, also a letter in
a triple envelope, wntten ar Jeast ten years before his death,
He had been seriously il at the ume and had made all his
arrangements, then he had recovered, only later 1o fall inta
the condition in which we shall find him on the day of ag
afternoon receprson 3t the home of the Princesse de Guer.
mantes. The fetter, lying in 2 strong box with articles he
was leaving to some of his friends, had remained there for
seven years, seven years in which he had enurely forgotten
Morel. The letter, written in a fine, frm handwriting, was
as follows:

“My dear friend:

'The ways of Providence are past finding out.  Some-
times it makes use of the weakness of a mediocre persan
to save from dssaster the supereminence of a just man,
You know Morel, what be came from and ta what lofty
heights 1 planned to elevate him, in other words, to my
awn level. You know how he chase instead to return,
not to the dust and ashes from which any man {that is
to say, the true phanix) may be born again, but to the
slime where crawls the viper. He disgraced himself and
thereby saved me from falling irom grace. You know
that my coat of arms contamns the motto of Que Lord
Himsell, Inculcabis super Pronem et aspidem, and rep
resents a man who has under the soles of his fcct‘, as
heraldic supporters, a lion and 2 serpent. Now, i1 1
have suceesded in trampling under foot, as I have done,
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the lion that is in me, it is thanks to the serpent and his
prudence, which is sometimes too lightly called a failing
but which the profound wisdom of the Holy Gospel con-
siders a virtue, at least in others. Our serpent, whose
hissings used to be so harmoniously modulated when he
had a charmer—himself under a spell, for that matter—
not only was snake-like and musical, but carried to the
point of cowardice that virtue which 1 now regard as
divine, namely, prudence. It was this divine prudence
which made him resist the appeals 1 made to him
through others to come to see me again, and I shall not
have any peace in this world or hope of pardon in the
next unless 1 make this confession to you, In this
matter he was the instrument of Divine Wisdom, for [
had made up my mind that he should not leave my house
alive. One or the other of us would have had to die.
T was determined to kill him. God, to save me from 2
crime, counsclled him prudence. I doubt not that the
intercession of the Archangel Michael, my patron saint,
Flaycd a great part therein, and I now pray to him to
orgive me for having so neglected him these many years
and for having so illy requited the boundless bounty he
hgs bestowed upon me, most especially in my battle
with sin. 1 owe it to this faithful protector—and I say
this in the fullness of my faith and my intelligence—
that the Heavenly Father inspired Morel not to come.
And so it is I, instead, who am dying.
Your ever devoted semper idem,
P. G. Crantus”

Now I understood Morel’s fear. There was, it is true,
much boasting and literary affectation in this letter, but the
confession was true, and %orﬂ knew better than 1 that the
“half-insane side” which Mme. de Guermantes claimed to
see in her brother-in-law was not confined, as I had thought
wntil then, to passing outbreaks of superficial and incffectual
anger.
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But I must go back and pick up the thread. I am walk-
ing down the boulevards beside M. de Charlus, who has just
chosen me as an informal intermediary for overtures of
peace between him and Morel. _Seeing that I did not reply,
he continued, By the way, I don’t understand why he
doesn’t play his violin any more. There are no more con-
certs, it is true, on the ground that this is war-ume, but
there are dances, and people still go out to dinner, Parties
fill what, if the Germans continue to advance, may be the
last days of our Pompeii. Just let the lava from some Ger-
man Vesuvius (their naval guns are quite as terrible as 2
volcano) catch them at their toilette and fix for all eternity
the pose in which they are overtaken, and the children of the
future wilf get their education 1n ancient history by looking
at illustrations in their schoolbooks shewing Mme." de Molé
about to apply a final layer of cosmetics before going to dine
with a sister-in-law, or Sosthéne de Guermantes putting the
finishing touches on his false eyebrows, this will furnish lec-
ture material for future Brichots; the frivolous life of an
cpoch after ten centuries have passed over it is worthy of the
most scholarly research, especially if it has been kept intact
by a volcanic eruption or by substances similar to lava, hurled
in a bombardment. What documents for future historians,
when asphymating gases, resembling those that Vesuvius
vomited forth, and crumbling buildings like those that buried
Pompeii shall preserve intact all the last reckless fair ones
who have not yet dispatched their pamtings and statuary to
Bayonne! And anyhow, hasn't it been for the past year a
sort of Pompeii in instalments every evening, with these folk
hurrying down cellar, not to bring up some old boule of
Mouton Rothschild or Saint-Emilion, but to hide themselves
and their most precious possessions, Tike the priests of
Herculaneum, overtaken by death at the moment of carry-
ing away the sacred vases. It is always attachment to some
possession that causes the death of the possessor. Paris, it
1s true, was not founded by Hercules, as was Herculaneum.
But how many resemblances force themselves on our atten- v

.
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tion! And this prophetic vision which is granted us is not
peculiar to our age alone; each age has had it. If I believe
that to-morrow we may meet the fate of the cities around
Vesuvius, the latter felt that they were menaced with the
same destiny as the accursed cities of the Bible. They have
found on the walls of one of the houses of Pompeii this
significant inscripnon. Sodoma, Gomore.” 1 do not know
whether it was this name Sodam and the thoughts it sug-
gested to him, or the 1dea of the bombardment, which caused
M. de Charlus to raise his eyes to heaven for an instant, but
he quickly brought them back to earth. “1 admire all the
heroes of this war,” he went on. “Take, for instance, the
English soldiers, whom I regarded a bit lightly at the begin-
ning of the war as mere football players who were rather
presumptucus to match themselves against proft 1

and what professionals'—well, from the mstheuc point of
view alone, they are like athletes of ancient Greece—yes
I mean Greece—young men of Plato’s time, or Spartans,
to be more exact. I have a friend who went to Rouen, where
they have their camp. He saw some marvels of beauty,
marvels you have no idea of. It is no longer Rouen; it is
a different city. Naturally, there is also old Rouen, with
the emaciated saints of its cathedral, and of course it is also
very fine, but it’s not the same thing. And our podus’ 1
can’t tell you what a delight T take in them, in the young
fcllo\_vs’from Paris—there, like that one going by, with his
sophisticated, wide-awake air and his roguish expression.
1 often stop them and have a little chat with them. What
shrewdness and common sense! And the lads from the
country, how cute and amusing they are, with their rolling
of the  and their backwoods jargon! You see, I have lived
a great deal in the country, slept in farmhouses; I know their
language. But our admiration for the French should not
lead us to underestimate our enemies; that would be lower-
ing our own value also. You don’t know what a fine soldier
the German is; you have not seen him, as T have, march past
at Paradeschritt, the goose-step, unter den Linden? Com-
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ing back to the ideal of vinlity which he had outlined to me
at Balbec and which had come to assume a philosophical
form in his mind, and employing absurd arguments which at
times, even when he had just been very fine, shewed the too
thin veneer of the mere man of the world, however intelli-
gent, he continued, “ You see, that superb, stalwart fellow,
she - o * " rcreature, who thinks
country, Deutschland

. erall, and while they

are preparing themselves in virile fashion, we have ruined
ourselves with dilettantism.” This word probably signified
to M. de Charlus something akin to literature, for, doubtless
recalling immediately that 1 was fond of that subject and
at one time had 1ntended to devote myself to it, he slapped
me on the shoulder (taking advantage of this gesture to give
me such a blow that it hurt as much as the recail of the
“75” against my shoulder used to when I was doing my
military service) and said, as if to soften the criticism, “ Yes,
we have ruined ourselves with dilettantism, all of us; you,
t00, you can say your mea culpa, the same as I, for we. lzave
all been too dilettante” From surprise at the crticism,
slowness in repartee, a feeling of deference toward my com-
panion and appreciation of us friendly km_dlu_xcss, T replied
as if 1, 100, ought to beat my breast, as he invited me to do,

m
t
pl - n
when he got home, M de Charlus would still be surrounded
by soldiers, for he had transformed his apartment into a
military hospital—in doing which, by the way, T think he
was yielding less to the needs of his imagination than to his
kindness of heart. .

It was a transparently clear night, without a breath of
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air stirring. L imagined that the Seine, flowing through the
hoops formed by the bridges and the reflexion of their arches
in the water, must resemble the Bosphorus. And as a
symbol either of the invasion prophesied by M. de Charlus’s
defeatism, or of the cooperation of our Mussulman brothers
with the armies of France, the slender, curved moon, recalling
a sequin, seemed to place the Pansian sky under the Ori-
ental sign of the crescent. For an instant M. de Charlus
stood motionlessly looking at a Senegalese soldier, as he said
goad-bye to me, crushing my hand in his strong grip, 2
German habit, peculiar 1o people of the Bason’s sort, and
continuing for some time to “manipulate” it (as Cottard
would have said) as if he wanted to restore to my joints
a suppleness they had never lost. With some blind people,
the sense of touch takes the place of sight to a certain extent,
but I have no idea which of the senses it was taking the
place of in this case. Perhaps he thought he was merely
shaking hands with me, the same as no doubt ke thought
he had simply glanced at the Senegalese, who had passed
on into the darkness without deigning to notice that he was
ocng aamired.  But in both respects the Baron was mis-
taken; he overdid both the pressure and the glances, “How
all the Onent of Decamps, Fromentin, Ingres and Delacroix
is summed up there!” he said, still entranced by the feeting
glimpse of the Senegalese soldier. “As you know, I am
interested in things and people only from the point of view
of the painter and the philosopher. And besides, I'm too
old. But what a misfortune that one of us is not an oda-
lisque, 5o as to complete the picture!” Tt was not the Orient
9{ D.ecar{lps, or even 3( Del a_crg'u_t, _that began to haunt my

Jrient
s ' little
thought of sha Ptk Tacasn -1 Do tes .
in the rer * . v
night and  * - sut

{or 2 long time all the bars had been closed and taxis were
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few on account of the scarcity of gasolene and those I did
see, driven by Syrians or Negroes, did not even take the
trouble to answer my signals. "The only place where I could
have secured something to drink and regained the strength
to continue my homeward way would have been in some
hotel. But in the street I had come to, rather far from the
center of the city, the hotels had all shut down since the
Gothas began dropping their bombs over Paris. It was
the same with nearly all the large stores, the owners of
which, either because they were unable to get employees or
themselves seized with fear, had fled to the country, leaving
on the door one of the customary handwntten notices an-
nouncing that they would reopen at a distant and, moreoyer,
problematical date. The other estabhishments which had
still been able 1o keep going announced in a similar manner
that they were open only twice a week. One felt that
poverty, despair and fear inhabited the who}c quarter. I
was all the more surprised, therefore, to notice, among all
these abandoned buildings, one where life seemed, on the
contrary, to have triumphed over fright and fallure and to

e maintaining its activity and fulness. Behind the closed
shutters of every window the lights, although shaded to
comply with police regulations, disclosed a complete _dnsre~
gard of economy. And the door was constantly opening to
let some new guest in or out 'This hotel must have aroused
the envy of all the nearby business men because of the
money its owners were apparently making; and my curiosity
was likewise aroused when I saw an officer come out quickly
fifteen yards ahead of me—in other words, too far away for
U A A

temane
' 3, not his face,
under a large
! . ween the dis-
tance he covered and the few seconds he took to execute this
sortic, after the fashion of 2 besicged party attempting 2
sally. In consequence, although 1 did not ‘actually recog-
nise him, I thought——1I will not say of the general appearance,
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nor the slenderness, nor the gait or quickness of Saint-Loup,
but of the sort of ubiquity that was so characteristic of him.
The mysterious officer able to occupy so many different points
in such a short space of time disappeared into a cross street
without having noticed me and I stood there, wondering
whether or not to enter this hotel, the unpretentious appear-
ance of which made me doubt very much whether it was
Sant-Loup I had seen coming out of it. I instinctively
recalled that Saint-Loup had been unjustly involved in a2
espionage case because his name had been found in letters
seized on a German officer. He was completely vindicated
by the military authonties, let me hasten to say. Never-
theless, in spite of myself, 1 connected this circumstance
with what I had just seen. Was this hotel serving as 3
rendezvous for spies! The officer had been out of sight
for some time when I saw privates of several branches of
the service go in, and this strengthened my suspicions. It
addition, I was extremely thirsty. 1 shall probably be able
to get something to drink here,” I said to myself, and I
toak advantage of this pretext to try to sausfy also MY
wuwsity, notwithstanding the uneasiness mingled with 1t-
So I do not think it was merely the curiosity aroused by
the meeting with the officer which decided me to mount the
short fhght of steps, at the top of which the door of a sort
of lobby was open, doubtless on account of the heat. At
first I thought I was not going to be able to satisfy MY
curiosity because I heard several people who came and ashe:

for tooms get the reply that there was not a single one left
But then I caught on that evidently the only thing against
those people was that they did not belong to this nest o

spies, for when 2 sailor applied x moment later, they quickly
gave him Room 28. Without being scen, thanks to the
darkness, T was able to catch sight of some soldiers and two
workmen, quietly chatting in a small, stuffy room, gaudily
decorated with colored pictures of women cut out of illus:
trated magazines. These men were talking quiety aﬂ’
voicing patrictic opinions. “What else can a fellow do?
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I will stand by my buddies,” one of them was saying. “You
bet I don™t expect to get killed,” another, who, from what I
was able to gather, was going back the next day to a
dangerous post, replied 1n response to good wishes which I
had 'not heard, “I declare, at twenty-two and after only
six_months’ service, that would be fotten luck” he ex-
claimed in 2 tone in which one detected not so much a desire
to live long a5 a conviction that he was Teasomng correctly
and that the fact of being only twenty-two ought to make
it more likely, and even certain, that he would not be killed.
“In Paris,” another remarked, “1’s the limit, youw'd never
know a war was going on! Hey there, Jule, you're going
to enlist, I hope.” “You bet I am' I want to go and
take a crack at those lousy Boches” “But that fellow
Joffre does nothing but make love to the wives of cabinet
ministers. What has he ever done?” “Its a shame to
listen to such talk,” said a middle-aged aviator, turning to-
ward the workman who had just spoken. “I wouldn’t
advise you to talk like that 1n the frontline trenches; the
boys would soon put an end to your chatter.””

The banality of these conversations did not give me much
desire to listen to any more and I was 2bout to enter or else
go down the steps again when I was jolted out of my indf-
ference by hearing these remarks, which made me shudder:
“Can_you beat i, the boss not back yet! By God, I
Baven’t the least idea where he's going to get chains at this
time of night” “What of it, since the guy’s tied vp all
Tight?”  “7p5 true he’s tied up, but he is and he fsw't, Tf
they tied me up like that, I could get away all right.” “But
the padlock is on” “Sure, it’s on, but anybody could open
itina pinch. The trouble is, the chains aren’t long enough.”
“You're not explaining to me about it, I hope! Didn’t I
beat him all night, till my hands were covered with blood?
It's your turn to-night ” "“Not mine. It's Maurice’s. Il
be my turn Sunday; the boss promised it.” Now I under-
stood why they had needed the sailor’s strong arms. Since
they turned away peaceful citizens, the hotel was not merely
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a “hang-out” for spies. Some hornble crime was going to
be committed if someone did not appear on the scene in
time to expose it and have the guilty ones arrested, And
yet it all seemed Itke a dream, a fairy tale, in that peaceful
night, with the menace overhead. So it was with both the
pride of an officer of the law and the voluptuous thrill of a
poct that I stepped deliberately into the hotel. 1 touched
my hat lightly and those present, without getting up, re-
turned my greeting more or less courteously. “ Could some-
body kindly tell me to whom I should apply to get a room
and have something to drink sent wp?” ¥ i,ust wait a mine
ute, the boss is our.” “ Byt the ‘chief’ is upstairs,” broke
in one of the talkers. “Why, you know very well he is not
to be disturhed” “Do you think they can give me 2
room?” “Guess so” “Number 43 ought to be free,”
said the young man who was sure he wasnt going to be
Tulled because he was only twenty-two. And he moved along
the sofa slightly to make room for me. “Why not ope#
the window a bit, there’s 50 much smoke in here?” sug-
gested the aviator. And the fact is, every man had his pip
ar his cigarette. “All right, but then close the shutter$
first. You know lights are farbidden on account of the
'Zcpﬂchn!.” “There won't be any more Zeppelins. I sa¥
in the paper where they had all been shot down” Ther®
won’t be any more, there won’t be any more; what do you
know aboutit? When you have done fifteen months’ services
as I have, and brought down your fifth Boche airplants
then you can talk. You shouldn’t believe the newspapers:
Yesterday they were over Compidgne. They killed a mothes
and her two children.” A mother and two children!” the
young man who had good hopes of not being killed exclaimed
with an air of profound pity and a tender look in his eyes
he had a franl:, energetic and very winning countenance
“1We don't get any word from Big Jule. His godmuthcf
hasn't had a letter from him for a week; this is the first tim€
he has ever gone so long without writing to her? “Who
is his godmother?”  “The lady that takes care of the com*
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fort station just below the Olympia.” “Are they lovers?”
“What are you talking about? She’s a married woman, as
straight as they make 'em. She sends him money every
week just because she’s good-hearted.  She’s a swell woman ™
“So you know Big Jule?” “Do I know him?” replied
the twenty-two-year-old with some heat. He’s one of my
closest friends. “There aren’t many I think as much of, and
a fine pal, too, always ready to do a fellow a good turn.
It sure would be a rotten piece of luck if anything hap-
pened to him.” Somebody suggested they throw dice and,
by the feverish haste with which the twenty-two-year-old
shook the dice and called out the numbers, his eyes popping
out of his head, it was easy to see that he had the tempera-
ment of 2 gambler. I did not catch what somebody said to
him just then, but he exclaimed, in 2 tone of great scorn,
“Big Jule a pimp! You mean, that guy says he is. But
Tt be damned if he is. I’ve seen him pay his gitl—yes,
pay her. I won't say that Algeria Jenny didn’t use to give
him something, but she never gave him more than five francs
at a time and st ) ) oo
francs a day, *
have to be pret , :
she has a hard Iife, I admit, but she can make as much as
she pleases—uwell, she doesn’t send him anything. Big Jule
a pimp, eh? On that basis, there’s plenty more could call
themselves pimps. Not only he isn't a pimp, but in my
opinion he’s a big fool not to take it.” 'The oldest of the
lot, who had doubtless been charged by the proprietor,
because of his age, with maintaining a_certain degree of
decent behaviour, having gone to the toilet for 2 moment,
heard only the end of this conversaton. But he looked at
me instinctively and seemed noticeably annoyed at the im-
pression he felr it must have made on me. Without directly
addressing the twenty-two-year-old, although it was he wha
had just advanced this theory of mercenary love, he said,
addressing everybody in general, © You're talking too much
and too loud. l’%’he Window is open. Some people are try-
129
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ing to sleep at this hour. You know, if the boss shoyld
come back and find you talking this way, he wouldn’t Jike
it” Just at that minute they heard the door open and all
became silent, thinking it was “ the boss,” but it was only a
foreign chauffenr, whom they all welramat ot o

But, catching sight of a '
newcomer’s vest, the . .
with a laughmg glance, Iollowing 1t with a frown and a seri-
ous wink in my direction | caught all this and unders!ofid
that the glance meant, « What's' that? Did you steal jt?
Congratulations! ” while the frown and the wink signified,
“Don’t say anything—look out for that guy—we don’t know
him.” Suddenly “the boss ” came in, loaded down with
many yards of heavy chain, strong enough to bind several
hardened criminals; he was sweating and exclaimed, “Well,
that was some load 1o carry! If you weren't all of you so
lazy, T wouldn’t have had to go and get 1t myself”” T told
him I wanted 2 room, « Just for a few hours, I could not
find a taxi and I'm not feeling well, Bue | would like some-
oue to bring me up something to drink » « Pete, go down
cellar and bring up some black-currant wine and tell them
to get 43 ready. There’s 5 ringing, They say they’re sick.
Sick my eye! They're coke-fiends, They look half doped
already. Tl have to throw them out. Did you put a pair
of clean sheets in 22? 'There Yyou are, there's 7 ringing again.
Run and see what they want, Come, Maurice, what are you
doing there?  You know he's waiting for you. Go up to
14A." And step lvelier than thae» Maurice went out
quickly, following the manager, whe disappeared with his
chains, somewhat annoyed that I shoyld have caught sight
of them. “How come you're 5o Jage?” the twenty-two-
yearold asks the chauffeyr, « Late? How do you make
that out? I'm 2n hour ahead of time. But it’s too hot
walking. I'm not due ¢l midnight.”  «yp, is it then
you're coming for?” « Pamela, the Charmer,” said the
Oriental chauffeur, his smile disclosing his handsome white
teeth. “Ah!” said (he twenty-two-year-old, They soon
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shewed me up to Room 43, but the atmosphere was so
unpleasant and my curiosity was so great that, having drunk
my black-currant wine, I started downstairs agam, then,
taken with another idea, I turned around and went up past
my own floor to the very top. Suddenly, from a room 1so-
lated at the end of 2 hallway, there seemed to come smcthered
cries. I walked quickly in that direction and put my ear to
the door. “I beg you, mercy! mercy! Have pity! Re-
lease me! Don’t hit me so hard!” a voice was saying.
“I kiss your feet, I humble myself before you, I won't do
it again.” Have pity on me!” ~“No, you worthless trash,”
another voice replied. “ And, since you baw! and crawl on
your knees, we're going to chain you to the bed. No pity!”
And T heard the cracking of a whip, probably made stll
more cutting with nails, for [ heard cries of pain  Then
Y nouced that this room had a small, round window opening
on the hallway, over which they had neglected to draw the
curtain; tiptoeing n the darkness, I made my way softly
to this window and there, chained to a bed like Prometheus
to his rock, and being beaten by Maurice with a cat-o™-nine-
tails which was, as a matter of fact, studded with nails, T
saw before me M de Charlus, bleeding all over and covered
with welts which shewed that this was not the first time the
torture had taken place. Suddenly the door opened and
someone, who luckily had not seen me, entered—it was
Jupien. He approached the Baron with a respectful air
and a knowing smile. “Well, do you need me for any-
thing?” The Baron begged Jupten to have Maurice ga
out for a moment. Jupien put um out in the most offhand
manner. “Nobody can hear us’” the Baron inquired of
Jupien, who reassured him. The Baron knew that Jupien,
endowed with the intelligence of a literary man, had no
practical sense at all and always talked right out bc.fore the
people in question, using hidden meanings ghat deceived no-
body and nicknames that everyone recognised. One sece
ond,” interrupted Jupien, who had heard a bell ring from
Room 3. It was a deputy of I'Action Libérale who way
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leaving. Jupien did not need to look at the signal-board
because he recognised the ring, the deputy being in the habit
of coming every day after lunch. That day he had had to
change his hour because of his daughter’s wedding at noon
at Sant-Piesre de Chaillot.  So he had come in the eveaing,
but wag anxious to leave early on account of his wife, who
was quick to worry if he stayed out late, especially in these
times of frequent bombings, Jupien was particular about
accompanying him to the door, so as to shew the respect
he felt for the office of Deputy, but without any idea of
secking advantage for himself.” For although this deputy,
repudiating the exaggerated program of Pdction Frangsise
—moreover, he would have been incapable of understanding
a single line of Charles Maurras or Léon Daudet—was on
good terms with the cabinet ministers, who were fiattered
to be invited to his hunting parties, Jupien would not have
dared ask him for the least assistance in his difficulties with
the palice. He knew that, if he had ventured to broach
the subject to this wealthy and cowardly deputy, he wavld
immediately have lost the most generous of his customers
without heading off even the least objectionable of the
police raids. Jupien accompanied the deputy to the doof,
watched him depart with his hat pulled down over his eyes
and his coat collar turned up, hoj ing to slip by undetected
(as he did in his campaign platforms) and then went up-
stairs again to M. de Charlus and said, “That was M.
Eugéne.” At Jupien’s, as in sanitariums, they spoke of
cople by their first names, taking care to whisper the
amily name besides, either to satisfy the curiosity of the
other guests or to add to the pmtige of the establishment.
Sometimes, however, Jupien did not know the real identity
of his customers, so he would draw on his imagination an
say that it was this of that stock broker or artist or member
of the nobility (merely passing errors, charming for those
whose names he used incorrectly) but in the end he had to
resign himself to not knowing who “ Monsieur Victor ” was.
In order to please the Baron, Jupien had also the habit ol
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doing just the opposite to what 1s considered proper in cer-
tain circles, where they say, for instance, “Allow me to
present Monsieur Lebrun ” {and in your ear, “He calls him-
self ‘ Monsieur Lebrun® but in reality he is the Grand Duke
of Russia”). In quite the opposite way, Jupien felt that
it was not sufficient to introduce a milkman to M. de Charlus.
He would whisper, with a significant wink, “He is a milk-
man, but in reality he is one of the most dangerous apaches
of Belleville.” ({'ou should have seen the suggestive air
with which he said “ apache ™.} And as if these references
were not enough, he would try to add some “honourable
mentions,” such as, “ He has been convicted several times
of theft and house-breaking”, “He has been in jail for
fighting "—the same suggestive manner—* with passers-by,
whom he nearly crippled for life”, “He has been in the
African battalion, where he killed his sergeant.”

The Baron was even slightly vexed with Jupien, for he
knew that in this house, which he had commissioned his
factotum to purchase and to manage with a subordinate in
charge, everyone, through the bungling of the uncle of Mlle.
d’Oloron, the late Mme. de Cambremer, Lnew more or less
definitely his name and who he was (but many of them
thought it an assumed name and, pronouncing 1t badly, had
distorted it, so that he was protected, not by Jugian’s dis-
cretion, but by their stupidity). But he found it simpler
to allow his mind to be set at rest by Jupien’s reassurances
and, relieved to know that no one could hear them, be said,
“I did not want to speak in front of that young man, He’s
a2 well meaning lad and does the best he can. But I don’t
find him brutal enough. I like his looks, but he calls me
‘worthless trash” as if it was a lesson he had_ learned by
heart” “Qh no, no one has taught him anything,” replied
Jupien, without realising the improbability of this assertion
“Moreover, he was mized up in the murder of a janitor’s
wife in La Villette” “Ah, that’s rather interesting,” re-
marked the Baron, with a smile. “But I hathen to have
that butcher here now,” Jupien suggested, “the man from
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the slaughterhouse who looks like Maurice; he just hap-
ened to drop . Do you want to try him out?” “Ch
yes, I'd be glad to,” the Baron answered, I saw “the man
from the slaughterhouse” come in. He did, as a matter
of fact, look somewhat like “Maurice” but, what was s.tlll
more peculiar, both of them had in their faces something
of a type which I had never definitely formulated in my
mind, but which I realised at that moment was to be dis-
cerned in Morel’s face—or, if not in his face as I had always
seen it, at any rate in a composite countenance which loving
eyes, seeing Morel from a different angle, might have been
able to compose out of his features. As soon as I had
formed in my mind, from details drawn from my recollec-
tion of Morel, this model of what he might look like 10
someone else, I realised that these two young men, one of
whom was a jeweller’s errand boy and the other a botel
employee, were, in a way, successors to Morel. Should 1
infer from this that M. de Charlus, at least in one specics
of love affair, was always faithful to one uniform type of
manly beauty and that the desire which had led him to
select these young men, one after the other, was the same
as that which had prompted him to accost Morel on the
station platform at Doncséres, and that all three of them
resembled somewhat the Grecian youth whose figure, carved
like a cameo in the sapphire of M. de Charlus’s eyes, gaveé
to his glance that strange something which had frightencd
me the first day at Balbec? Or was it that, his love fof
Morel having modified the type he sought, when he wished
to console himself for Morel’s absence, he selected men who
resembled him?  Another supposition I made was that per-
haps there had never been between him and Morel, notwith
ding apg an jons other than those o
mere friendship and that M. de Charlus had young m¢!
come to Jupien’s who resembled Morel enough for him
have with them the illusion that he was enjoying pleasurt
with Morel. It is true that, considering all that M. de
Charlus had done for Morel, this supposition would have
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seemed rather improbable 1f one did not know that love
drives us not only to the greatest sacrifices for the one we
love, but sometimes even to the sacrifice of our desire itself
(which, by the way, it becomes more difficult to satusfy in
proportion as the l{)ved one feels our love increase). An-
other thing which makes this supposition appear more proba-
ble than it seems at first glance (although doubtless 1t does
not agree with the facts) 1s to be found in M, de Charlus’s
high-strung and profoundly passionate temperament, in
which he resembled Saint-Loup and which may have played,
at the beginmng of his relations with Morel, the same rdle,
although more refined and negative, as, in the case of Saint-
Loup, at the begmning of his affair with Rachel One’s
relations with the woman one loves (and this can apply
also to love for a young man) may remain platonic for quite
another reason than the chastity of the woman or the non-
sensual character of the love she inspires. This reason may
be that the lover, too impatient through the very excess of
his love, is not able to await with sufficient affectation of
indifference the moment when he will obtain his desire, He
keeps continually renewing his advances, he does not cease
writing to his belovéd, he constantly seeks to see her, she
refuses, he becomes desperate. From that moment she
understands that, if she grants him her companionship, her
friendship, these favours will appear already so great to
one who had ceased to dare hope to obtain them that she
can spare herself the trouble of granting anything further
and confidently await the moment when, no longer able to
endure not seeing her, he will be willing to end the war on
any terms and she can impose a peace that shall have as its
first condition a platonic relationship. Moreover, during
all the time preceding this treaty, the lover, continually
anxious and constantly on the lookout for a letter or even a
glance, has finally ceased to think of physical possession,
the desire for which tormented him at first but has now
wora jtself out with waiting and givcn_ placg to needs_ of a
different order, although still more painful if not sansﬁed./
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‘Then the pleasure one had hoped, in the earlier days, to get
from caresses is now enjoyed, although quite changed in
character, 1n the form of friendly words and promises of
companionship, which bring a delightful sense of relief after
the strain of uncertainty—or sometimes merely after a chilly
glance overcast with that mist of aloofness which seems 0
remove the loved one far beyond the hope of ever seeil§
her again, Woman divines all this instinctively and knows
that she can indulge in the luxury of never sursendering
herself to a man whose incurable desire for her she senses
if he has been too high-strung to hide it from her at the
start, She is only too happy to reccive, without giving of
her person, more than she usually obtains when she dots.
This is why extremely neurotic men believe in the chasity
of their idol. And the halo they put around her head is l<
itself, although quite indirectly, as has been seen, 2 rcsulg of
their excessive love. There is, then, in women what exists
in an unconscious state in certain unwittingly crafty drugs
such as soporifics or morphine. The person to whom thes
drugs are indispensable is not he to whom they bring the
delights of sleep or a genuine sensation of well-being: He
is not the one who would purchase them for their weight
in gold or in exchange for all he possesses, but that othef
addict—quite possibly, the same man, by the way, b%t
changed with the lapse of time—to whom the drug 80
longer brings sleep or any voluptuous sensation, but Wl:“’:
when he does not have it, is a prey to a restlessness whxr.:ﬂ
he is determined to calm at any price, even at the cost of his
Tife. Asfor M. de Charlus—whose case, on the whole, comes
under the general 1aws of love, though with z slight allowance
due to the two parties being of the same sex—it mattert

not that he belonged 1o a family older than the Capetia®
dynasty, that he was wealthy and sought after in vain by
exclusive society, while Morel was a nobody; he might eves
Lave said to Morel, as he had said to me, “I am a prince;
1 wish to promote your welfare”; Morel would still ha*
the upper hand, provided he refused to surrender his person
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And for him to refuse, it was probably sufficient that he
should feel himself loved. The same strong aversion which
the great feel for “ climbers ” who wish to attach themselves
to them at any cost, is felt by the wirile man toward the
sexual invert and by the woman for 2 too devoted lover.
M. de Charlus not only had all the social advantages, but
he would have made dazzling offers to Morel. Nevertheless,
it is possible that all that might have been hurled in vair
against the resistance of one man’s will. In that case, it
would have been with the Baron as with the Germans (to
whom, anyhow, he belonged by his ancestry) who in the war
going on ‘at that moment were winning victories on every
front, as the Baron was a little too fond of repeating, but of
what use were their victories, since after each one they
found the Allies more determimed than ever to refuse the
one thing the Germans would have liked to obtain, peace
and reconciliation? In the same way Napoleon invaded
Russia and then with a magnammous gesture demanded that
the authorities come before him. But no one appeared.

I went down the stairs and into the little lobby, where
Maurice, uncertain whether he might be sent for again and
under strict instructions from Jupien to wait, was engaged
in a game of cards with one of his comrades They were
all very much excited over a crox de guerre which had been
found ‘on the floor; no one knew who had lost it or whom
o send it to in order to save the owner from getting into
trouble. Then they discussed the heroism of an officer who
had met death while trying to save his orderIyA_ “ Just the
same, there are some fine people among Ehc rich. I'd be
glad to get shot for a guy like that,” said Maurice, who
evidently performed his terrible flagellations on the Baron
only by a sort of mechanical habit, the result of a neglected
upbringing, and through need of money and a preference
for carning it in 2 way that was supEoscd to involve less
effort than regular work—and perhaps involved more. But,
as M. de Charlus had feared, he was probably kind-hearted
and apparently a lad of admirable courage. He almost had
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very well and was merely passing through the room rather
far from us. But that unusual expression, la belle Fran¢oist,
which Albertine had never used in her life before, auto-
matcally betrayed 1ts origin, Frangoise felt that it had been
uttered at random under an emotional stress and she under-
stood everything without seeing anything and went out
muttering in her patois the word “ poutana.” Another time,
later on, when Bloch had raised a family and married off one
of his daughters to a Catholic, an ifl-bred gentleman re-
marked to her that he was under the impression someone
had told him her father was a Jew and he asked what het
maiden name was. In replying, the young woman, who had
been “Mademoiselle Bloch” from birth, gave the name 2
German pronunciation, as the Duc de Guermantes would
have done, that is to say, she pronounced the ¢k, not like ck,
but like the Germanic guttural ch.

‘The manager (to come back to the scene at the hotel, into
which the two Russians had finally decided to venture—
““ After all, what the devil do we care?”) had not yet ¢~
turned when Jupien came in to complain that they were
talking too loud and the neighbors would object. But he
stopped_short with astonishment when he caught sight of
me. “You fellows go out on the landing,” he said. They
were all getting up when I said to him, “ It would be simplec
if these young men stayed here and you and I stepped outside
a minute.” He followed me out, very much upset. I ex-
plained why I had come. You mul? hear patrons asking
the manager if he could not get them a footman or a cholf
boy or a coloured chauffeur. All occupations were of in-
terest to thesc old dotards, hikewise all branches of the 210y
and allies of all nationalities. Some asked specially for
Canadians, perhaps unconsciously under the spell of their
accent, so slight that one does not know whether it is that
of Old France or of England. Because of their kilts, and
because certain lacustrine dreams are often associated With
desires of this sort, Scotch were at 2 i And,
since each case of insanity takes on spccia[ characteristics,
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a.nd sometimes an exaggerated form, from its own peculiar
circumstances, one old man who had satisfied all his curiesi-
ties asked nsistently if they could not get him a mutilated
soldier. We heard someone coming slowly down the stairs.
With charactenstic indiscretion, Jupien could not resist tell-
ing me that it was the Baron and that he must not see me
under any circumstances but that, if I would step into the
little room adjoining the lobby where the young men were
sitting, he would open the peep-hole, a device which he had
installed 50 that the Baron might be able to see and hear
without being seen, but which he sard he was now going to
turn against the Baron for my benefit “Only den’t
budge!” And hurrying me into the dark room, he left me
The truth is, he had no other room to give me, his hotel
being full, notwithstanding the war. The one I had just
giver up had been taken by the Vicomte de Courvoisier, who,
having ‘been able to get away from the Red Cross at X

fo_r two days, had come to Paris for a little recreation before
joining the Viscountess at their chiteau, where he would
explain to her that he had been unable to make the earlier
train.  He little suspected that M. de Charlus was only a
few yards away from him, and the Baron suspected 1t just
as little, since he had never met his cousin at Jupien’s and
the Viscount had been careful to conceal his identity from
the latter, Soon the Baron came in, just as Jupien had said,
but walking with some difficulty on account of his hurts,
to which, however, he must have been accustomed, Al-
though his indulgence was over and he was coming in merely
to give Maurice the money he owed him, he looked around
With 2 tender and inquisitive expression at the young men
sitting there and evidently counted on having an entirely
platonic but amorously prolonged chat with each one of them.
I caught again, in the sprightly playfulness he ezhibited
before this harem which almost seemed to intimidate him,
the little turns of the head and body and the coy glances
which had struck me when he walked in that first evening
at La Raspeliére, graceful m isms inherited from some
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grandmother 1 had never known, his resemblance to _hﬂ
being hidden in everyday life by a more virile expression,
but coming expansively to the surface in the form of 2
coquettish desice to play the grande dame in certain sitoa
tions where he wished to please a group of inferior social
standing. Jupten had recommended these young men to
the Baron’s kindly interest, telling him they were all Belle-
ville “toughs ” and that any one of them would “do i.l”
with his own sister for twenty francs. As to that, he lied
and at the same time told the truth, Better and more hu-
mane than he admitted to the Baron, they were not a savage
lot. But the very men who believed them to be so wiche

would nevertheless talk to them with the utmost confidente,
just as though these ruffians were worthy of it. A sadist
may think he 15 talking to a murderer, but his ingenvous
soul is not changed thereby and he is dumbfounded at the
mendacity of these men, who are not murderers at all but
want to “pick up a piece of change” in an easy mannch
and who alternately kill off and resuscitate 2’ father, &
tother or a sister because they contradict themselves 1t
theie conversation with the “customer ” whom they are 17)*
ing to please. The “customer,” in his naivets, is struck
dumb with astonishment, for, with his arbitrary conception
»f the gigolo, fascinated by the number of murders he
believes him to have committed, he is dismayed b the lies
and contradictions he discovers in his statements, Everyon®
seemed to know M. de Charlus and he stopped a long time
with each of them, talking what he thought was their 1an-
guage, partly through pretentious affcctation of local colofs
pardy from a sadistic pleasure in contact with low life.
“Look here, it’s a shame! I saw you in front of the
Olympia with a couple of broads. You wanted to pick UP
some jack. That’s how faithful you are to met” Fort-
nately, the young man to whom this was addressed did "0,5
have time to protest that he had never accepted “ jack’

from a woman, as this would have lessened M. de Charlus’®
thrill; he saved his protest for the end of the accusatio™
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declaring, “ No indeed, I am never unfaithful ts you.” The
word “unfaithful ” gave M. de Charlus keen pleasure and
18 his real character shewed through in spite of himself
dnderneath the one he affected, he turned to Jupien and
said, “Isn’t he a dear to tell me that! And how well he
says it] You would almost think it was the truth. And,
after all, what's the difference whether it’s true or not, so
long as he succeeds in making me believe it? What pretty
little eyes he has! Here, 'm going to give you two big
Eisses to make 1t all right, my little fellow, Will you think
of me when you're in the trenches? I hope it isn't too bad
there?”  “Hell, some days a hand grenade goes right past
you™ And the young man set to mitating the noises of
the grenades, airplanes, etc, “But you have to take it the
way the rest of them do, and you can be positively sure
well go through with it to the end.” “To the end! "If we
only knew to what end!” the pcss:mis(ic Baron said sadly.
“Didn’t you see 1n the newspapers that Sarah Bernhardt
said, “France will go through with it to the very end; tne
French will sooner die to a man’?” “I do not doubt for
one instant that the French will die bravely to the very last
man,” assented M. de Charlus, as if that were the simplest
thing in the world to do, although he himself had no inten-
tion of doing anything of the kind but merely thought in that
way to offset the impression of pacifism he gave when he
forgot himself, “I don’t doubt it at all, only I wonder how
far Madame Sarah Bernkardt is qualified to speak in the
name of France, Ah, I don’t seem to know this charming,
delightful young man,” he intercupted, noticing one whom he
did not recognise or, perhaps, had never seen before. He
greeted him as he would have greeted a prince at yersalllcs,
and, in order to seize the opportunity to get a little extra
pleasure gratis (just as, when I was little and my mother
had given an order at Boissier’s or Gouache's, a saleswoman
would offer me a bonbon from one of the glass jars she
Er:sided over) he took the * charming” young man’s hand,

eld it firmly for a long time, Prussian fashion, and smilingly

43



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

looked him straight in the eye for the interminable “ minute”
the photographers used to make us hold a pose on days whea
the light was poor, My dear sir,” he said, “I am charmed,
enchanted, to make your acquaintance. He has lovely
hair!” he remarked, turning to Jupien. Then he went over
to Maurice and gave him his fifty francs, first taking hint
around the waist and saying, “ You never told me you ha
bumped off a janitor's wife in Belleville” And M. de
Charlus chortled with ecstasy and put his face close to
Maurice’s.  “Oh, Monsieur le Baron,” protested the gigolo,
whom Jupien had forgotten to coach on this point, “how
can you believe such a thing? “—either because it was not
true or because, although true, he considered it abominable
and the sort of thing one should disavow. “What! 11ay
hands on my fellow man? Now a Boche, that’s different,
because it’s in war, but 2 woman, and an old womaf \]C‘
sides!” This declaration of virtuous principles acted like
a cold shower on the Baron, who drew away brusquelys
handing Maurice his money, however, though with the dis-
gruntled air of someone who has been “gypped ” but pay?
reluctantly, rather than make a scene.

The unpleasant impression this incident had praducen‘{ on
the Baron was made still worse by the way the beneficiary
thanked him for the money, saying, “I'm going to send this
to my dear old father and mother and I'll keep some for
my brother wha is at the front,” These touching sentiments
disappointed M. de Charlus almost as much as the rather
stereotyped peasant phraseology exasperated him. Jupien
occasionally ‘warned the young men to be more “hl{d'
boiled.” Then one of them, with the air of confessing

hing diabolical, h ded the following: “1 say, Barom
you may not believe it but, when I was a kid, 1 used to Jook
through the keyhole and watch my father and mother em-
bracing one another. That was naughty, wasn't it? You
probably think I'm stuffing you, but T swear jt's just 23
tell you” And M. de Charlus was both discouraged ﬂj‘d
exasperated by this forced attempt to seem perverted wh
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resulted only in disclosing so much stupidity and innocence,
But the most desperate robber or murderer would not have
satisfied him, because such men don't talk of their deeds;
besides, there is in the sadist, no matter how kindly he may
be—in fact, directly in proportion to his kindliness—a thirst
for wickedness which the wicked cannot satisfy because they
act with a different purpose in view.

It was no use for the young man, realizing too late the
mistake he had made, to say he had no use for the cops and
1o carry his audacity so far as to say to the Baron, “Say,
gimme a date, will you? ”; the spell was broken. You felt
that it was “faked” as in the books of writers who make
an effort to use slang, It was in vain the young man
described in detail all the obscenities he indulged 1n with
his girl, M. de Charlus was merely struck to see how Jittle
varicty there was in these obscenities. And this was not
just an insincere conclusion, Nothing is more limited in
its range than sexual pleasure and vice. In this sense,
changing the meaning of the phrase, it can truly be said
that one turns constantly in a vicious circle.

“How unpretentious he is! You'd never take him for
2 prince,” some of the habituds said when M. de Charlus
had gone out, accompanied to the foot of the stairs by
Jupien, to whom the Baron did not stop complaining about
the young man’s too virtuous charactcr.. I"mu_l the dis-
satisfied air of Jupien, who must have drilled him b.cforc-
hand ana maottll3 oLl an wnredarar near anlem oa

2 kindly nature and he expresses feelings of respect for his
family? « Still, he’s on bad terms with his father,” Jupien
objected, taken unawares, “They live together, but they
work in different bars.” This was obvious!y_a rather mild
crime as compared with murder, but Jupien had been
caught unprepared. 'The Baron added nothing further [or,
even though he wished his pleasures to be prepared for him,
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he wanted to be able to persuade himself that they were

not rehearsed. < He’s a real bandit. He said what he did

just to foot you. You're too naive,” added Jupien, to d“f

bimself, but succeeding only in ruffing M. de Charlus's
ride,

At the same time that they thought the Baron a prince,
the people 1n the establishment on the other hand regr:tl_td
very much the death of a man about whom the gigolos said,
“T'don’t know his name but it seems he’s a baron ”’; he was
none other than the Prince de Foux, father of Saint-Loup?®
friend. Giving his wife to believe that he spent a great deal
of his time at the club, in reality he passed many an hour
at Jupien’s, gossiping and telling society tales before a lot
of young hoodlums. He was a tall, fine-looking man, like
his son It 1s surpnsing that Al de Charlus, perhaps be-
cause he had always known the Prince socially, was una-
ware that they had the same tastes. People even went 0
far as to hint that the Prince had some years before bee?
in the habit of gratifying them at the expense of his OW2
son (Saint-Loup’s friend) still a high-school lad, but this
was probably false. On the contrary, unusually well i
formed as to certam habits which many people know noth-
ing about, he was very watchful as to whom his son 2ss0
ciated with ~_One day, when a poorly dressed man folloved
the young Prince de Foux home and tossed 2 note in through
the window, the father picked it up. Although the intruder
was not in the same class with the elder M. de Fout
socially, he was from another point of view, so that he b}d
no trouble finding among their respective partners in vice
an intermediary who stopped the Prince from doing any~
thing about the matter by proving to him that it was the
young lad who had instigated this audacity on the part of
the older man,  And that was quite possible. For the Prince
Y e Sttt * ', son from ev¥

As to that,
) ., o .o , -pt this side O
%is character hidden from the peaple of his own social class,
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although he went further than anyone else with people of
another class.

“They say he has a million francs a day to throw away,”
remarked the twenty-two-year-old, to whom this statement
did not appear at all improbable. Soon they heard the
rumble of the taxi coming for M. de Charlus.~ At that in-
stant 1 caught sight of a person who looked like an elderly
lady in a black skirt, coming slowly out of a nearby room,
evidently accompanied by a soldier. I soon saw my mis-
take, it was a priest—that thing so rare and in France
absolutely exceptional, a priest of evil character It was
evident that the soldier was chaffing his companion on the
discrepancy between his clerical garb and his undlerical con-
duct, for the priest, rasing 2 finger to his hideous face with
the grave pesture of a doctor of theology, sard sententiously,
“What do you expect’” I am not”—I thought he was
going to say “a sant "-—“an angel ” Having fimished the
matter he had come for, he Jeft, saying good-bye to Jupien,
who was just returning from seeing the Baror to the door,
but the depraved old priest absent-mindedly forgot to pay
for his room, so Jupien, who never lost his wits, rattled the
box in which he put each guest’s money, and called out,
“ Something to help carry on the good work, M rabbé?”
The wretched character apologised, dropped in bis contribu-
tion and dnsappear:d Jupien then came to let me out of
the black hole, where T had aot dared move a muscle.
“Just step for a moment into the lobby, where my young
lads are sitting around, while I go upstairs a{)d lock the
room.  Since you're a lodger, it will look all right” The
manager was there, so I paid him for my room. {\t the same
moment a young man in 2 dinner jacket came in and ninh
an air of authority asked the manager, “Can I have Léon
to-morrow morning at a quarter to eleven, instead of eleven
o'clock, because Pm lunching downtown?” ¢ Tha? depcndg
how long the abhé keeps him,” was the reply. This did not
appear to satisfy the young man, who seemed on the point
of saying some uncomplimentary things about the abbd
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but his anger took another turn when he caught sight of
me, Walking right up to the manager, he muttered in 2
low but enraged voice, “Who is that over there? What
kind of business are you up to?” The manager, greatly
embarrassed, explained that my being there was of no im-
portance, that I was just a lodger, The young man did not
appear pacified by this explanation, for he continued to
mutter, It 1s extremely disagreeable. Such things should
not be allowed to occur.  You know I don't like it at all
If you keep this up, I'll never set foot in this place again{’
‘The carrying out of this threat did not appear very immi-
nent, however, for, when he left, although still angry, he di-
rected that Léon try to be free at a quarter before eleven, o
even ten-thirty if possible. Jupien came back to get me a

walked to the door with me. *I wouldn’t want you to mis-
judge me,” he said. “'This house doesn’t bring me in 3s
much money as you think. I have to have some respectable
!odgcrs, although it’s true, if I depended on them, I'd be Jos-
ing money all the time. Here it's the opposite to the Car-
melites, 11’ thanks to vice that virtue is able to exist. No,
the reason I took this house—or, rather, the reason I had
the manager you saw take it—was simply to do a favour to
the Baron and make his last years pass pleasantly.” Jupien
had in mind more than merely sadistic scenes such as I had
j|‘m wxm:ss:.d and also the practice of the Baron's SPECill
vice. Even just for someane to talk to, to keep him com-
pany and. to play cards with, the Baron was no Tonger son-
tented with any but common people, who exploited him-
Trying to imitate the wags of the rabble is obviously quit¢
as comprehensible as snobbishness. Both trajts had, moré-
over, long been combined alternately in the character of M-
de Charlus, who did not consider anyone quite aristocratic
enough for his social intercourse, nor near enough to the
apache for his other contacts. “T detest half-way !Y[‘”*”
he used to say. “Middleclass comedy is stilted. 1 must
have either the princesses of classic tragedy or the broad
farce of the common people.  Phidre or the clowns—nothing
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in between!™ But finally the balance between these two
inclinations was destroyed. Whether through weariness of
old age or the extension of his sensuality to even the most
commonplace relationships, the Baron now passed his life
entirely among social inferiors, thus, without knowing it,
continuing the tradition of not a few of his illustrious an-
cestors, the Duc de La Rochefoucauld, the Prince d’Harcourt,
the Duc de Berry, whom Samt-Simon pictures to us as spend~
ing their lives among their lackeys, who extorted huge sums
of manay fenm .- R By m thale mamae ta ek g

{UPlen went on, “because, you see, the Baron is just a big
. e FARE R AN I A

didn’t he frighten 2 hotel doorman almost to death just the
other day by offering him a large sum of money to come
home with him? Home with him' What a reckless thing
todo! The fellow, although he cares only for women, was
reassured when he understood what was wanted of him.
When he heard all the promises of money, he took the Baron
for a spy, and he felt much relieved when he fearned that he
wis being asked to sell, not his fatherland, 'bu‘t his person—
whiaho 2y T e eaentite

== *-ngerous
a . Jupien,
1 . M. de

Charlus s not a novelist or a paet, not in order to describe
what he sees; but 2 man like Charlus has reached such a
point in his sexual life that scandals arise all ifound'him, he
is forced to take life seriously and put emotion into his pl::as
ures, he is prevented from settling down psrmanently into
an ironic, objective view of things; ther; is an unbroken
stream of suffering running through his life. Nearly every
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\ime ke makes advances to someone, he has to undergo
humiliating insult, if not the risk of prison. The training of
poets, as of children, is accomplished by cuffs and blows. 1
M, de Charlus had been a novelist, the house that Jupies
had set up for him, cutting down the risks to such an extent
Lat Jeast—for a raid by the police was always to be feared—
the risks with regard to individuals, whose attitude the Baron
could not be sure of if he accosted them in the street) wouk
have been a misfortune for him. But M., de Charlus was
only a dilettante in art and had no idea of doing any writing
nor any talent in that direction. “What's more,” Jupie?
continued, “let me confess to you that I don't feel any great
scruples about making money in this way. As for what go¢*
on here, I can no longer conceal from you that I like it, that
it's the chief pleasure in life for me. Now, is there any 2%
against accepting pay for things one does not cons}df’
wrong? You're better educated than 1 am and you will
doubrless tell me that Socrates did not believe he should 2
cept money for his lessons, but in our day professors of phi-
losophy do not feel that way about it, nor doctors, 0
painters, nor playwrights, nor theatre directors, Don’t get
the idea that this business brings you in touch only with the
dregs of society. It is true, the manager of an establish-
ment of this sort is Hike a high-prade prostitute; he seceived
Ol e Les sees o2 . 7 kind, who are ge%"
he finest, most sens®
- This house, let m°
. ) .o «*  formed into a head"
quarters for wit and a news bureav” But 1 was stll pre
accupied with thinking about the Blows T had seen M. &
Charlus receiving. And to tell the truth, if one knew him
well, how proud he was, how satiated with social pleasurt®

ing mim to mAFry nis dsugnter 10 a duke and invite lorus 4~
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ladies to his hunting parties, M. de Charlus was glad t,
possess because it made it possible for him to have contrel
over one, perhaps several establishments where young men
were always available for his enjoyment. Perhaps it would
bave been so even without the Baron’s vice He was the
descendant of so many great noblemen, princes of the blood
or dukes about whom Saint-Simon tells that they associated
with 1o one who could be named “ Meanwhile,” I said to
Jupien, “this house is very different from that, it is worse
than an insane asylum, since the madness of the inmates
here is staged, reconstructed and exhibited; it’s a veritable
pandemonium. I thought, Iike the caliph in the Araban
Nights, that T had arrived just in time to rescue a man who
was being beaten, and it was another story drawn from the
Arabian Nights that I saw enacted before my eyes, that of
an old woman changed into a dog, who gets someone to beat
her so that she may regain her origmal form” Jupien
seemed greatly disturbed by my words, because he realised
that T had seen the Baron being beaten. He was silent for
2 moment; then, with that happy faculty which had so fre-
quently struck me in that self-made man when he would find
such gracious words with which to greet Frangoise and me in
the courtyard of our house, he said,  You have mentioned
various tales from the Arabian Nights, but I know one that

s a certain connexion with the title of a book T believe I
noticed at the Baron’s.” He was alluding to a translation
of Ruskin’s Sesame and Ldies which T had sent to M. de
Charlus. «If you ever have a fancy some evening to see—
I won't say forty, but ten thieves, you need only come here,
To know whether I am in, just look up there; I leave my
little window open and lighted up; that means that I am
here and one may enter. That is my ¢sesame.’ I say only
‘sesame’ As for the llies, if that's what you're after, 1
would 2dvise you to seek them elsewhere.” Whereupon, he
bade me good-night in a rather offhand manner, for an
aristocratic clientéle and a gang of young men whom he led
Iike a pirate chief had developed in him a certain familiasity.
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He had scarcely left me when the siren shrieked forth, fol-
lowed at once by a violent barrage fire. We could feel that
the German airplane was very near, hovering just over our
heads, and suddenly the noise of a powerful explosion
shewed that it had dropped one of its bombs.

In Jupien’s hotel, a number of men who did not wish to
flee had all come together in the same room. They were not
mutually acquainted, but sull they were all of about the
same social standing, wealthy and’aristocratic, There wa$

hing repug in the app of each of them,
probably due to indulgence in degrading forms of enjoyment
One of them, an enormons man, had a face all covered with
red splotches, like a drunkard’s. 1 had been told that at the
start he was not a heavy drinker, but merely amused himsell
making younger men drink.  Finally, alarmed at the thought
of being draftad fshavnh ha ~-d3saba eeean £ being

very stout, t= ~dly ia
otder to try - . - . - 1 kilos,
at which figure 2 man was exempted,” Now, this deliberat¢

e having developed into an i ble habit, wherever

one might leave him and no matter how long one watche!
over him, he always wound up in a wineshop. But the
moment he began ‘to talk, one could see that, thcﬂgh_d
mediocre intelligence, he was a man of knowledge, breeding
and culture. Another man from the upper ranks of society
had also come in, this one very young and of strikingly
handsome physique. In his case, as a matter of fact, ther®
were as yet no outward marks of vicious habits but, What
was even more disquieting, there were inner indications:
Very tall and with a charming countenance, his mannef ©
spczk_mg revealed an intelligence that was, without €338,
geration, really remarkable and quite different from that of
his alcoholic neighbour.  And yet every remark he made w#%
accompanied by a facial expression suited to something €3
tirely different. As though he had been endowed with ¢
<ntire range of human facial expressions but had grown 5P
in another world, he brought them out in the wrong ord¢’
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and seemed to scatter smiles and glances about him at
random, without any relation to what was being said  For
his sake, I hope (if he is still alive, as is doubtless the case)
that be was at that time under the influence, not of a chronic
malady, but merely of a temporary intoxication. It is prob-
able that, if you had asked these men for their calling cards,
zou would have been surprised to find that they were all of
igh social position. But one vice or another—and that
greatest vice of all, lack of will powes, which makes it 1m—
possible to resist any of the others—brought them together
there, in separate rooms, it is true, but every single evening,
L am told, so that, although society women knew their names,
they had gradually lost sight of them and never had an op-
portunity to entertain them at their homes any more. The
men still recerved social invitations, but habit always brought
them back to their common rendezvous of vice. Moreover,
they made [ittle secret of it, in contrast to the young porters,
workingmen and such like who served for their pleasures.
And that 15 easily understood for this reason, bcgides many
others one can readdy imagine For a workingman or
servant to go to that place was just about a5 bad as _for a
supposedly respectable woman to go to a house of assigna~
tion. Some men who admitted having gone there once de-
nied vigorously having ever gone back again, and Jupien,
Iying either to save their reputations or to avei
would declare, “Oh no, he doesn’t come to my place, he
wouldn’t be willing to.” For men of standing 1t is not so
serious, especially as their social equals who do not go to
such places do not know what they are like and, anyway, do
not inquire into other people’s private lives.

1 had left Jupien’s place at the first signat of alarm. The
streets had become entirely dark, except that now and then
one of the enemy’s aviators, flying rather low, would throw
a light on the spot where he wished to drop 2 bomb. While
trying to find my way, 1 recalled the day when, en route
to La Raspeliére, I had met a god, as it were, an airplane,
which made my horse rear up. ‘This time T though» the en-
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counter would be of a different sort and the god of evil would
slay me. 1 hurried to escape, like the traveller overtaken by
a2 udal wave; 1 groped about the dark squares, trying to dis-
cover an exit. Fmally the flames from a building on fire
threw light on the scene and I was able to see the way to g0,
the anti-aircraft guns crackling incessantly the while. But
my thoughts had turned to another subject. I was thinking
of Jupien’s hotel, perhaps now reduced to ashes (for a bomb
had fallen in the immediate neighbourhood just after I ha

left the place)—that building on which M. de Charlus mngl:nt
well have placed the prophetic inscription Sodoma, as di

some unknown inhabitant of Pompeji with no less foresight,
or perhaps after the eruption had begun and when the ca-
tastrophe was already under way. But of what importance
were siren and Gothas to the men who had come seeking
their pleasure? Seldom do we take any note of the socll-'ll
setting or the natural surroundings in wZich our love affaire
are plfxccd. ‘The tempest rages at ses, the ship rolls in every
direction, torrents of rain, whipped by the wind, pour down
from the sky; we give heed for just an instant—and thc.n
only to protect ourselves against some inconvenience it it

causing us—to the immense scene in which we and the be-
SO S R B TR

{rom the morbid fear that had long been pessecuting them.
For it is a mistake to think that fears correspond in intensity
to the dangers that inifirc them. One can be afraid of #0t
being able to sleep and yet not at all afraid of a dangerous
duel, afraid of a rat and not of a lion. For some hours the
police would be fully occupied with trying to save the Tives
of the inhabitants of Paris—such an unimportant matter—
and would not be liable to involve these gentlemen in 3
compromising raid.

Some of the habitués were tempted—even more than BY
this release from fear—by the darkness which had suddesly
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come over the streets.  Several of these Pompeians, on whom
the fire of heaven was alr *= ° " * ’ DR
the passageways of the

as black as catacombs T

they would not be alone there. Now, the darkness which
envelopes everything like a new element produces a result
peculiarly tempting for certain people—it does away with
the first stage in the process of sexual approach and makes
it possible to attain right at the very beginning a degree of
intimacy usually reached only after considerable time. And,
in truth, whether the coveted one be a woman or a man,
even supposing the approach to be simple and free from the
flirtatious maneuvering that would drag out interminably in
a parlour (at least in the daytime), in the evening, even in
the most dimly lighted street, there is a preliminary period
when the eyes alone devour the expected feast, when the
fear of passérs-by and even uncertamnty as to the desired ene
prevents anything more than glances and words. But in the
darkness 2l] that “ old stuff » is dene away with; the hands,
the linY the bodies can come into play right from the start.
And, if one js rebuffed, there is always the excuse of the dark-
ness and the mistakes 1t gives rise to  If; however, one’s ad-
vances are welcomed, this instant response, the body that
does not draw back but comes closer suggests to us that she
~—or he—whom we are silently courting is without restraint
and corrupted with vice, a thought that augments the pleas-
ure of biting right into the forbidden fruit without ﬁrst’ look-
ing at it with coveting eyes or even asking permission.
Meanwhile the darkness continues _Engulled in this strange
element, Jupien’s habitués felt as if they had travelled far
and come to witness some natural phenomenon, such as a
tidal wave or an eclipse; relishing, in place of the usual pre-
pared and sedentary pleasure, the tang of a chance meeting
in the midst of the great unknown, they celebrated secret
tites in the darkness of the catacombs, as in some Pompeian
place of ill repute, to the accompaniment of the voleanic
thunder of the bombs. The Pompeian paintings at Jupicn’s,
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by the way, recalling, as they did, the latter part of the
French Revolution, were very appropriate to the period so
similar to the Directoire upon which we were then entering.
Already anticipating the end of the war, new styles of danc-
: L A Lt U Lt madly

ness in
. - ) Along
with this, certain artistic opinions, less anti-Germanic than
during the early years of the war, were becoming current and
bringing a breath of air to stiffed minds, but a certificate 0!
good citizenship was necessary befare one dared give voic
to them. A professor wrote a remarkable book on Schl!lcr,
which was reviewed in the newspapers; but, before mention-
ing the book, it was recorded, as a sort of licence to print
that the author was at the Battle of the Marne, at Verdun,
that he had been cited for bravery five times and had lost
two sons in the war, after which they went on to praise the
clarity and penetration of his work on Schiller, whom it was
permissible to call “ great,” provided one said “ great Boche,”
instead of “great German” The same rule held for the
article and then it was allowed to pass.

As 1 drew near my home, I was reflecting how quichly
fonsciousn:ss can cease to play any part in our habits, Jeav-
ing them free to develop without interference or control, 47
how astonished we can be to study—simply from the outside
and on the surposition that they involve the entire person—
the actions of some men whose mental or moral qualiut!
may be developing independently and in quite a different
direction. It was evidently a defect in early training, of 2
lack of any training at all, combined with a penchant for
sarning money in the least painful way possible or, at 20
rate, in the least laborious manner—for there must be many
kinds of work that are pleasanter, 2l things considered (but
does not the sick man, for example, construct for fimsell
with privations and remedies an existence far more painf
than 1t would be made by the ailment, often slight, against
which he imagines he is struggling in this manner?) that b2
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led the youn,

speak, an 1%1 .
them no pleas . t
most repugnant. Judged by their actions, one might have
considered them thoroughty bad, but not only did they prove
themselves in the war to be marvellous soldiers, incompar-
ably brave, but in civil life they were frequently good-hearted
fellows, if nat altogether good citizens. 'They had long since
ceased to judge what was moral or immoral in the life they
were leading, because it was the life of everyone around
them. In like manner, when we study certain periods of an~
clent history, we are astonished to see some persons whom
we know to have been kind as individuals, take part without
scruple in massacres and human sacrfices which probably
seemed to them perfectly natural He who reads the his
tory of our times two thousand years hence will doubtless
consider in just the same way that our epoch allowed pure
and tender consciences to dwell in 2n environment to which
they adjusted, it is true, but which to him will appear to
have been unspeakably pernicious. On the other hand, I
did not know a man who was as richly endowed with intelli-
gence and sensibility as Jupien, for that delightful fund of
knowledge which constituted the intellectual fabric of his
conversation did not come to him from any of that school or
university education which might have made a remgrkab]c
man of him but from which so many sons of fashianable
families get no benefit at all. It was his pure, inborn good
sense, his innate good taste which had enabled him, out of
oceasional random reading in odd moments, x_vnhout_a gulsie,
to develop that correct way of expressing hlms'elf in }v}nch
one found all the symmetries of the language in t.helr f|_xll
beauty. And yet, the profession he was engaged in, while
ane of the most lucrative, it is true, could rightly be judged
the most ignoble of all. As for M. de Charlus, whatever
scorn for gossip his aristocratic pride may have given Lim,
how could his sense of personal dignity and sel_f-rsspcct have
faited to deny to his sensual inclinations certain indulgences
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the only possible excuse for which would seem to be utter
insanity? But in his case, as in Jupien's, the habit of ex-
cluding considerations of morality from a whole category of
acts (something which, by the way, must occur in other
functions as well, such as judge, statesman and many more
besides) must have been formed so long before that, without
ever consulting his moral sense any longer, it had become
more and more strongly developed, until the day when this
willing Prometheus had had himself chained by Force to the
rock of pure Matter. I realised, of course, that this was 2
new phase of M. de Charlus’s malady, which, since I had be-
come aware of 1, judging by the various stages I had wit-
nessed, had gone through its evolution with increasing spee
The poor Baron could not now be very far from the end of
it all, death, if, indeed, this was not preceded, in accordance
with the prediction and hope of Mme. Verdurin, by an is-
fection which itself at his age could only hasten his demise:
And yet perhaps it was inaccurate to say “the rock of pure
Matter.” On the surface of this matter it is possible that 2
little intelligence was still discernible. This madman, de-
spite his aberration, was well aware that he was mad, that at
such times he was a victim of insanity, since he underst
clearly that the lad who beat him was no more to be blamt_d
than little boys playing “soldier” who choose one of theit
number by lot to be “the Prussian” and they alt thro¥
themselves on him in a passion of real patriotism and pre-
tended hate. But in this insanity of which he was 2 victim
there was also an element of M. de Charlus’s own yeculhf
personality. Even in its aberrations, as also in our Joves
and travels, human nature siill betrays the need of faith by
its insistence on truth. When I mentioned to Frangoise 2
church in Milan—a city she would probably never visit—o"
the Cathedral of Rheims, or cven that of Arras, which she
could not sec because they had been more or less destroyedy
she would envy the rich, wha can treat themselves to the
sight of such treasures, and would exclaim, with regretfol
longing, “Ah, how beauvtiful that must have been!” Ao
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¥et, in all the years she had been hving in Paris, she had
zever had the curiosity to go to see Notre-Dame  That was
just because Notre-Dame was part of Paris, of the aty i
which her daily life unfolded 1tself and in which, conse-
quently, it was difficult for our old servant to place the ob-
Jects of her dreams—just as it would have been for me if the
study of architecture had not corrected in me some of the
instincts T had formed at Combray. In anyone we love there
is always present some dream that we cannot always discern
but which we constantly seek to attain. It was my faith 1
Bergotte and Swann which had made me love Gilberte, just
as it was my belief in Gilbert the Bad which had made me
love Mme. de Guermantes. And what a wide expanse of un-
fathomable ocean was set apart in my love for Albertine,
painful, jealous and individval though that love was!
Moreover, just on account of this individual quality which
we pursue with such eagerness, our love for someone else is
already somewhat of an aberration. And even our physical
ailments, at any rate those which affect the nervous system
rather closely, are they not in a way special preferences or
phobias developed by our organs and our bony structure,
which thus discover that they have contracted for certain
climates an aversion as tenacious and inexplicable as the
fancy some men shew for women who wear eyeglasses or for
female circus-riders? The desire that is aroused each time
at the sight of 2 woman arrcus-nder, who will ever say with
what persistent, unconscious dream 1t is connected, as un-
conscious and mysterious, for example, as 15 the influence
which one who has suffered all his hfe from asthmatic at-
tacks may suddenly feel in some atv, apparently the same
as all the others, but where for the first time he breathes
frecly?

Novw, aberrations are like love affairs in which the morbid
condition has spread and affected the entire being. Even‘in
the maddest of them, the underlyng love can still be dise
cerned. At the bottom of M. de Charlus’s insistence that
they put chains of tested strength on his wrists and ankles
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and attach him to an iron bar—with other ferocious devices
which Jupien told me they had the greatest difficulty in ob-
taining even with the aid of sailors, for they were used to
inflict punishments which custom has abolished even where
discipline is the harshest, namely, on shipboard—at the bot-
tom of that was to be found M. de Charlus’s dream of 2
virility fpmven by brutal tests, if need be, and all the rich
store of medieval scenes, crucifixions and feudal tortures
which his imagination treasured, invisible to us, but reflect-
ing themselves in his acts, as we have seen. It was in the
same spirit that he would say to Jupien each time he arrived,
“There isn’t going to be any alarm this evening, anyhow, for
1 can just imagine how I would look burnt to a crisp by that
fire from heaven, like an inhabitant of Sodom!” And he
pretended to dread the Gothas, not because he really felt the
slightest fear of them, but in order to have an excuse, the
moment the sirens sounded, to hurry down into the under-
grou.nd stations, where he hoped to get some pleasure from
passing contacts in the dark, with vague dreams of the
dungeons and subterranean chambers of the middle ages
In short, his desire to be chained up and beaten, for all ite
ugliness, betrayed in him 2 dream as poetic as does in othef
persons the desire to go to Venice or to keep a chorus girl 2
a mistress.  And M. de Charlus was so determined that this
dream should give him the llusion of reality that Jupien had
had to sell the wooden bed that was in Room 144 * and put
in its place an iron bed, which harmonised better with the
chains.

The berloque finally sounded just as I was reaching the
house. It was like an urchin’s commentary on the noise 0
the firemen. T met Francoise just coming up out of the
cellar with the butler, She thought I was dead. She 1old
me Saint-Loup had come in for a moment, with apologitfy
to sec if he had dropped his croix de guerre during the visit
he had made me that morning, for he had just noticed that
he had Jost it and, as he was to rejoin his regiment the nert

*The Freech test reads *y3.*—F.4.8.
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morning, he wanted at any cost to see if it was at my house,
He had searched everywhere, with the help of Frangoise, but
bad not found it. Frangoise was sure he must have lost it
before coming to see me, for, she said, it seemed to her—in
fact, she would have sworn he did not have it on when she
saw him. In which she was mistaken. This shews the
value of testimony and of recollections. I may add that I
sensed at once, from the unenthusiastic way they spoke of
him, that Saint-Loup had made a rather poor impression on
Frangoise and the butler, It is quite truc that, whereas the
butler’s son and Frangoise’s nephew had done everything
possible to evade military service, Saint-Loup had made
every possible effort, and with success, to be detailed where
the ‘danger was greatest. But Frangose and the butler
could not believe that, judging him by themselves. They
were convinced that the rich always get under cover. Be-
sides, even if they had known the truth about Robert’s
heroic courage, they would not have been moved by it. He
did not use the word * Boches,” he had once spoken to them
admiring ly of the bravery of the Germans, he did not at-
tribute it'to treachery that we had not been victorious the
very first day  That, now, is what they would have liked to
hear; that would have seemed to them an indication of cour-
age. 8o, though they were continuing to hunt for the croix
de guerre, 1, who suspected where it had probably been lost,
found them cool on the subject of Robert. But, if it was
true that he had that evening indulged in the form of pleas-
ure I supposed, it was only & temporary stop-gap, for, taken

far he had recerved only hundreds ot contradiciory replies,
1 advised Frangoise and the butler to go to bed. " But the
latter was never in a hurry to leave Frangoise, now that he
had found, thanks to the war, a more effective way to tor-
ment her than by mentioning the expulsion of the nuns and
the Dreyfus case. 'That evening and every time I went ncar
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them during the few days more that I remained in Paris, I
heard the butler saying to the terrified Frangoise, * They're
in no hurry, it's easy to see why; they’re waiting till the
pear’s ripe; but, when it is, they'll take Paris, and that day
there'll be no mercy shewn!” “Oh, Lord God and the
Virgin Mary!” Francoise cried out, *they’re not satisfied
with having conquered poor Belgium. She suffered good and
plenty when she was invasioned.” * Belgium, Frangoise!
Why, what they did to Belgium isn’t a circumstance to what
they’ll do here.” And even the war having introduced into
the conversation of the common people a quantity of expres-
sions which they knew only by sight, through the news-
papers, the pronunciation of which, consequently, they did
not know, he added, “ You'll see, Frangoise, they’re prepar-
ing to break through at the Saint-Mihiel ‘sallient’” At
this T revolted, if not out of pity for Frangoise and in the
name of military common sense, at least in behalf of the
French language, and I declared that the word should be
pronounced “salient,” but all I accomplished was to cause
the tesrifying semark to be repeated to Frangoise every time
.I entered the kitchen, for the butler not only enjoyed frighten-
ing his fellow servant, but was almost as glad to shew his
master that, though formerly 2 mere gardener in Combra
.and now just a butler—but & real Frenchman notwithstand-
ing, according to the rule of Saint-André-des-Champs—the
Declaration of the Rights of Man gave him the right to pro-
nounce it “sallient ” in complete independence and not take
any or‘dcrs on a potnt which was not part of his duties and
on which, consequently, since the French Revolution no en¢
had any buysiness to say ~--—t* .« v .t -
So I had the monificati - . -
about the Satnt-Mihiel * - . -

was intended to shew me that this pronunciation was not the
result of ignorance, but of a carefully considered determina-
tion. He combined the government and the newspapers in
one general disteustful “they,” saying, for example, They
talk to us about the Josses cythc Bocics, but they don’t 83f
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anything about our own, which, it seems, are ten times as
heavy. “They tell us the other fellows are at the end of their
rope and that they have nothing left to eat, but as for me, I
believe they have a hundred times as much as we have.
Anyhow, it isn’t right to pull the wool over our eyes. If
they had nothing to eat, they wouldn’t fight the way they
did the other day, when they killed a hundred thousand of
our boys under twenty” He constantly cxaggerated the
German victories in this way, just as he used to do with the
successes of the radicals; at the same time he would tell of
their atrocities, in order that these victories might be more

el ey o m e & Ab Tialer Mnshar

see that we're going to get everybody against us and we'll
have to fight all the other nations “—when it was exacdy the
opposite.  The days when the news was good, he got his re-
venge by assuring her the war would go on for thirty-five
Yyears and, to provide for the possibility of peace, he insisted

that this would not last more than a few months and would
ha $alle i Lo 1 arlon moamnvart writh which thaes we ware

v

Allies seemed at that time, if not very neas, at any rate al-

—- [ .. =t e —-sudes ko admieesd that the
duced the

- - hand war

was, how-

* . » @ person

« » : .

whom one nevertheless enjoys exasperating every day by
defeating him at dominoes) victory d itself to his
e m a - L3 Ky B hi h h

cyes under the guise of the first conversation, in which he
would have the sorrow of hearing Frangoise say to him,

“It’s over at last and they’re going to have to give us more
than we gave them in 1870 Moreover, he thought all
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along that this incvitable culmination was about to arive
far an unconscious patriotism made him believe, along with
the entire French people, victims of the same mirage as 1
was since the beginning of my illness, that victory, ltke my
secavery, would come the following day. He anticipated this
by announcing to Frangoise that this vietory might possibly
come about but that it would make her heart bleed because
it would be followed by the Revolution and then the invasion
“Oh, this damned war! The Boches will be the only ones
to get over it quickly, Frangoise; they have already ma(?!v
hundreds of mullions out of it. But to imagine they wil
cough up a penny to us, what a joke! Perhaps they’ll say
50 in the newspapers,” he added as a precaution, to provxd¢
against any contingency, “to calm the people, just as they
have been telling us for the past three years that the wa
was going to end the following day. I can’t und d how
peaple are such fools as to believe it.” Frangoise was all tht
more disturbed by these remarks because, as a matter O
fact, after having believed the optimists instead of the butler
she saw that the war, which she had expected would be ove
in two weeks, in spite of “poor Belgium” being “inva
siened,” was still going on and that nobody was advancin]
because of the permanent digping in on each side—a phe
nomenon the meaning of which she did not grasp—2m
finally because one of the countless “godsons * to whom sh
gave all she carned with us told her that one fact and 4o
other had been withheld from the public, “'This will all fa
on the workingman’s back,” the butler concluded. “The,
will take your field away from you, Frangoise” “0
Lord!" exclaimed Frangoise. But instead of these fa!
away misfortunes, he preferred more imminent ones 20
devoured the newspapers, in the hope of being able to 1¢
port a defeat to Francoise. He would hunt for bad news 2
for Easter eggs, hoping that things would go badly enouf
to frighten Francoise but not badly enough to make hif
suffer ially. 'Thus a Zeppelin raid, for le, woul
have delighted him with the spectacle of Francoise hiding |
b
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the cellar and because he was convinced that, in a city the
size of Paris, the bombs would not come and fall precisely
on our house. Frangotse, to tell the truth, was beginning to
relapse at times into the pacifism she shewed at Combray.
She almost doubted the truth of “ German atrocities.” “At
the beginning of the war,” she remarked, “they told us the
Germans were murderers, brigands, real bandits—Bbboches,
in short.” If she put several b’s before “Boches,” it was
because the accusation that the Germans were murderers
PO AR

e Lt ehn ahnona chat ehav wrang

. t
mysteriously frightful meaning she assigned to the word
“Bache,” because she was speaking of the beginning of the
war and also on account of the air of uncertainty with which
she uttered the word. For the doubt whether the Germans
were criminals, even though it might be ill-founded in fact,
did not contain within itself any contradiction from the point
of view of logic; but how could one doubt that they were
Boches, since this word 1 popular language means precisely
“Germans.” Perhaps she was merely reproducing in an-
other form the violent remarks she had heard early in the
war, in which the word “Boche” was stressed with special
force. I used to believe all that,” she said, “but I'm be-
ginning to wonder 1f we aren’t as big a lot of rascals as they.”
The seed of this blasphemous thought had been slyly sown
in Lier mind by the butler, who, seeing that she had a soft
spot in her heart for King Constantine of Greece, kept pic-
turing him to her as being deprived of food by France in
order to make him give up. In consequence of this, his
abdication had moved her deeply, so that she even went so
{ar 2s to say, “We're no better than they; if we were in
Germany, we'd be doing just the same.” I saw very hgd'e
of her anyhow those last few days, for she went often to visit
those cousins about whom my mother once said to me, “ Bl!t
You know, they are richer than you” We witnessed at this
period something so fine, so common throughout the cmm-{
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try, that it would serve, if there were a historian to perpetu-
ate the memory of it, as lasting evidence of the greamcss_ol
France, of her greatness of soul, of her greatness according
to the standard of Ssint-André-des-Champs, a greatness
shewn in their lives by many civilians belind the lines, no
less than by the soldiers who fell at the Marne. One of
Frangoise’s nephews, who was killed at Berry-au-Bac, was
the nephew also of those millionaire cousins of Frangoise,
former café owners who had made their fortune and retired
a long time before. 'The nephew, also a café proprietor, but
in a small way and with very limited means, had been drafted
at the age of twenty-five and had left his young wife alone to
run the litde bar which he expected to come back to in a few
months. But he was killed. And then this is what we saw-
‘The millionaire cousins, who were no relation to the young
widow, left the country place to which they had retired ten
years before and went to work again in the café business
but refused to accept a sou for their labour; at six o'clock
every morning, the millionaire wife, a real lady, and her
young lady daughter wete dressed and ready to help their
niece-in-law and cousin-by-marriage. And for mere than
three years, they had been rinsing glasses in this way 2

serving drinks from early morning till half-past nine at night,
without a single day of rest. In this book of mine, in whi

there is not one fact that is not imaginary, nor any real per
son concealed under a false name, where everything has beet
invented by me to meet the needs of my story, 1 ought to
say in praise of my country that, at any rate, these milion-
aire relatives of Francoise, who gave up their retired lifein
order 1o help their niece when she was left without supporhs
are people who really are alive and, convinced that theif
modesty will not take offence because they will never read
this book, it gives me a childlike pleasure and deep emotion
to record bere their real name, Larividre—a truly French
name, moreover—regretting only that I cannot give the
names of thousands of others who must have acted in 2
similar manner and through whom France survived i
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there were some miserable slackers like the lordly youny
man jn dinner jacket whom I saw at Jupien’s, whose sole
concern was to know whether he could have Léon at half-
Ppast ten “because he was lunching downtown,” they are
compensated for by the countless thousands of Frenchmen
of Saint-André-des-Champs and by all the magnificent
soldiers, to whom I liken the Lariviére family. To heighten
Frangoise’s anxiety, the butler would shew her old numbers
of Lectures pour Tous, dating from before the war, which he
bad found and which shewed on their covers “ The German
Imperial Famly.” “There’s our future lord and master,”
he would say to Frangoise, pownting to “Guillaume.” She
would stare open-eyed, then turn to the female figure beside
the Emperor and say, “ And there’s Guillaumesse.”

My departure from Pans was delayed by news which
grieved me so profoundly that I was for some time quite un-
able to undertake any journey, What occurred was that 1
learned of the death of Robert de Saint-Loup, killed the
second day after lus return to the front, while covering the
retreat of his men. He was as far removed as any man from
hatbouring hatred for an entire nalion—an'd as for Emperor
William, he believed. for special reasons which, perhaps, were
false, that he had rather sought to prevent the war than to
bring it on. And he had no hatred for Germanism, either;
the Jast words I had heard him utter, six days before, were
those which begin one of Schumann’s songs; he sang them
to me softly on my stairway in German a{:d I evcn.had to
stop him because of the neighbours. Tralvned by his very
fine upb g to ehimi from his beh r any apology.
or invective and all bombast, he had scorned, in the face of
the enemy as also at the time of mobnlisation, to have re-
course to conduct which might have saved his life, and he ch_d
this by that self-eff which was rep d in all his
actions, including his way of accompanying me to the street
bareheaded and closing the door of my carnage for me when-
ever I had been to see him. For several days I shyt mxsclf
up in my room, thinking about him, I recalled his arrival
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that first time at Balbec, when, dressed in almost pure white
flannels, with those eyes of his, the colour of the sea and quite
as restless, he strode across the hall adjoining the large din-
ing-room, the wide windows of which looked out on the sea.
I remembered what a strange being he had then appeared to
me and how greatly I had desired to become his friead.
This wish had been’ realised beyond anything I could have
expected, but had given me scarcely any pleasure at the
time; later I had come to appreciate all the fine qualities and
other things besides which lay hidden beneath that strikingly
distinguished appearance, All of that, the good as well a8
the bad, he had given out lavishly every day and the last
day, as he went to the attack of a German trench—had giver
it out through generosity, through a desire to put everything
he possessed at the service of others, just as that eveming
when he cambered over the benches in the restaurant i1
order not to disturb me. And the very fact that ¥ had after
all seen him so seldom and in such varied settings, undef
such different circumstances and at such long intervals~it
that hall at Balbec, at the café in Rivebelle, at the cavalty
barracks and the military dinners at Donciéres, at the the:
atre the night he slappec{a journalist’s face, in the home of
the Princesse de Guermantes—only served to give me more
clear-cut and striking pictures of his life and a more sharply
defined sorrow over his death than we often have at the loss
of someone we have loved more but with whom we have beent
so0 constantly associated that the mental picture we retain
of him has become merely a sort of hazy composite of 33
infinite number of pictures impercepubly different—also, 08¢
affection having had full expression, we do not nurse the
illusion that we might have known a richer relationship, had
not circumstances thwarted us, as we feel in the case of those
whom we have scen only for brief moments and at meetings
which were cut all too short, through no fault of theirs of
ours. Soon after that first day, when I saw Saint-Loup
pursuing his monocle and thought him o lordly as he strode
across the hall at Balbec, there had come into my life 22

168



) THE PAST RECAPTURED

other living figure which 1 espied for the first time on the
beach at Batbee and which also now lived only as a memory
wAlbertine, treading the sands that first evening, indifferent
50 everyone, as traly part of the sea as the gulls. 5o swiftly
had 1 {allen in love with her that, for the sake of gong out
with ket every day, 1 had never gone to see Saint-Loup
from Balbee. And vet the hastory of my relations with him
bore evidence also that at one ume T had ceased to love her,
for, when 1 went to take up my abode for a while at
Doncitres, near Robert, 1 did so because T was unhappy to
sce that my fecling for Mme de Guermantes was not
tequited.  His hfe and Albertine’s, which 1 had come in touch
with 50 late, both at Balbec, and which had both come to
such an early end, had crossed at scarcely any points “It
was he 1 sent to Mme. Bontemps when Albertine had left
me,” [ repeated to myself, watching how the nimble shuttles
of the years weave threads berween memories that seemed
most unrelated. 'Then, too, I reflected, cach of their lives
had s secret, both of like nature, which 1 had not suspected
In Saint-Loup’s case this now caused me perhaps the greater
sorrow, since Albertines Iife had become so remote from
mine. But ¥ could not console myself that ather of these
two lives should have been so short, Each of them had
been wont 1o say, as they ook care of me, “ You're the sick
one® And mow it was they who had dsed and I could
eveke, with such a short interval Detween them, after all,
the earfiest and the last recoliections I had of them both,—
he before the German trench and she after her fall, my first
memory of her having & value for me now onlv because it
formed past of the mental picture of the sun setting over
the sea. Frangoise shewed more compassion over Saint-
Loup’s death than she had over Albertine’s. She at once
assumed her role of mourner and meditated aloud on the
memory of the dead man w ith lamentations and despairing
comments, She made a display of her grief and it was only
when 1 looked up that she put on 3 stolid expression and
turned away, so 35 o appear not to have seen my face. F
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fike many neuroucs, emotional stress in others was unbear-
able to her, donbtless because it was too like her own. She
now liked to call attention to the slightest crick in her nec}c
of a Iittle dizziness or that she had bruised herself, But if
1 mentioned any of my own ailments, she jmmediately be-
came stern and stoical again and pretended not to have
heard me.  “Poor Marquis!” she would say, although she
could not help believing he would have moved heaven and
earth to avoid going to war or, once in the army, to get out
of the way of danger. “Poor woman!” she wauld 53y,
thinking of Mme. de Marsantes, “ how she must have cried
when she heard of her son’s death! Now if only she coul.d
have seen him—but perhaps it’s better she couldn’t, for his
nose was cut in two and his face was shot away.” And
her eyes would fill with tears, but through them there gltam‘d
the cruel curiosity of the peasant, Without a doubt Fran-
oise sympathised deeply with Mme. de Marsantes in her
sorrow, but she was vexed not to know the form that this
sorrow had taken or 1o be able to treat herself 10 2 view
of it.  And, as she would have liked to weep and to have m¢
see her weep, she tried to get herself into the mood for it
by saying, “It makes me feel very sad” And she watched
{or signs of grief on my face, too, with an eagerness which
made me affect a certain hardness when I spoke of Robert
And doubtless more through a spirit of imitation and becaust
she had heard it said (for there are stereotyped formulas in
the pantry as well as in litemry circles) she would repeaty
but not without putting into it the intonation of 2 poor
pesson’s satisfaction,  All his money did not save him from
dying just like anybody else, and now what good is it ©
him? ™" The butler took the opportunity to say to her that
jt was, indeed, sad, but that it was of little importance 3%
compared with the millions of men who were dying every
day, notwithstanding all the efforts the government was
making to hide the fact. But this time he did not succeed
in augmenting her griel, 2s he had expected, for she replieds
#1t is true they, too, are dying for France, but they 3¢
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unknown; it’s always more interesting when 1t’s somebody
you know.”  And, as she enjoyed shedding tears, she added,
¥ You must be sure to let me know if they speak of the
Marquis's death 1n the paper ”

Robert had often said to me sadly long before the war,
“My hfe? Oh, let’s not talk about 1t; I'm a doomed man

alrcady.” hiid far
succeeded i was
himself awa - ex~

aggerated, just as children who have intercoursé for the
first time or, even before that, seck solitary gratification,
imagine that they are hike a plant that scatters its pollen,
only to die immediately thereafter? And perhaps with
Saint-Loup, just as with the children, this exaggeration came
not only from the yet unfamiliar 1dea of sin, but also from
the fact that a new and strange sensation has at first an
almost terrifying force, which lessens as time goes on. Or
was it that he had a presentiment of Iis untimely end, basing
1(,.if necessary, on the death of his father, who ha.d died
quite young? * Such a presentiment doubtless seems impos-
sible, ~ And yet death appears to be subject to certain laws.
One would often think, for example, that persons born of
parents who lived to an old age or died very young were
almost forced to die at the same age, the former dragging
along their griefs and their incurable ailments to their hun-
dredth year and the latter, despite 2 happy and healthful
hfe, being carried off at the inevitable premature date by
some malady so timely and so fortuitous (whatcw{er deep
Toots it may have had in their constitution) that it seems
like a formality necessary to the accomplishment o.f their
death. And might it not be possible that even accidental
death—like that of Saint-Loup, which was, be it remembered,
linked up with his character in more ways, perhaps, than

have thought T should mention—has li}:cvfxfc been re-
corded in advance, known only to the gods, invisible to men,

ut which a peculiar melancholy, half-conscious, half:
scious {and, even in its conscious phase, expressed to others
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with that complete sincerity with which one announces in
advance misfortunes which, in one’s inner consciousness,
ane fully expects to escape, but which are none the less going
to happen) reveals to him who bears it within himself and
is always conscious of it, like 2 family motto or a predestined
date?

He must have been very handsome in those last hours,
he who in this life, whether siuin§ or striding about in 2
L B B T s
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more like his true self, or, rather, more like his race, in
which he was now only 2 G , a8 was symbolicall

indicated at his funeral in the church of Saint-Hilaire at
Combray, all draped with black hangings, on which stood
out in red, under the closed coronet, without initials, first
name or title, the “G” of the Guermantes which by his
death he had once more become.  Before going to this burial,
which did not take place at once, I wrote to Gilberte. Per-
hans T shanld have wrirtan ¢a sha TN oL gnew 3n Gyermantes,
i - - " ert’s death
. e 1T . = rin the cas¢
of many others who had seemed to be so closely associated
with her life, and that, with her Guermantes spirit, she
might even scek to shew that she did not share !Ec super-
stition of blood rclnionshig. I was too ill to write to every-
one. 1 had formerly believed that she and Robert were
fond 9f one another in the sense in which that expussion is
used in society, that is to say that, when they were together,
they would say affectionate things to ane’ another, which
they really felt at the moment. But away from her, Robert
did not hexitate to call her an old fool, 2nd, on her side, i
it sometimes gave her a selfish pleasure to see him, I ha
known her to be incapable of going to the least trouble of
using her influence to the slightest extent in order to do him
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» favour or even to save him from something unfortunate.
The ill will she had exhibited toward him in refusing to
recommend him to General de Sant-Joseph when he was
about to return to Morocco proved that the devotion she
manifested for him later, at the time of his marriage, had
been only a sort of compensation, which had not cost her
deatly. T was, therefore, greatly surprised to learn that,
on account of her being 1ll at the time Robert was killed,
they had thought it necessary to keep the papers from her
for several days, under the fmsiest pretexts, in order to
spare her the shock of the news of his death. But my
surprise was still greater when 1 learned that, after they had
finally been obliged to tell her the truth, the Duchess wept
for an entire day, was taken ill and did not recover her
composure for a long time—more than a week, which was
quite a while for her. When I heard of her grief, I was
touched by it, and it makes it possible for everyone to say,
and 1 can likewise affirm, that there existed between them a
strong friendship. But, when I recall how many meap little
remarks and how much unwillingness to render _service it
still permitted, 1 realise how little 2 “strang fnendshxp.”
amounts to in the fashionable world. But a litde later, in
a situation of greater historical importance, even though it
did not come so close to my heart, Mme. de Guermantes, in
my opinion, shewed herself in a still more favourable light.
She who, it may be remembered, as a young girl had dis-
played such impertinent audacity toward the imperial family
of Russia and after her marriage had always spoken of them
with a freedom of language which sometimes caused her to
be accused of lack of tact, was perhaps the only person after
the Russian Revolution to shew unimited devotion to the
Grand Dukes and Duchesses. Only the year before the
outbreak of the war, she had greatly incensed the Grand
Duchess Viadimir by always speaking of the Comtesse de
Hohenfelsen, morganatic wife of Grand Du.kc Paul, as
“Grand Dychess Paul.” Notwithstanding which, the Rus-
sizn Revolution had no sooner broken out than our ambas-
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sador in Petrograd, M. Paléclogue (“Paléo” to the diplo-
matic world, which, quite as truly as the fashionable world,
has its supposedly clever abbreviations) was harassed with

leg from the Duchesse de G asking for news
of the Grand Duchess Maria Pavlovna. And for a consid-
erable time the sole marks of sympathy and respect whxgh
that princess received came to her, exclusively and unremit-
tingly, from Mme. de Guermantes,

It not by his death, at least by certain things he had done
in the weeks just preceding it, Saint-Loup caused sorro¥
greater than that of the Duchess. For one thing, the day
after that evening when I met M. de Charlus, and the very
same day when the Baron had said to Morel, “ will have
my revenge,” Saint-Loup’s eflorts to get track of Morel
had brought some results—this result, at least, that the gen-
eral under whose command Morel should have been became
aware of the fact that he was a deserter, had him searched
for and arrested and then wrote to Saint-Loup as an inter-
ested person, to explain, with due regrets, the punishment
that was going to be imposed on his friend. Morel had 10
doubt that his arrest had been instigated by the rancout of
M. de Charlus. He remembered the words, 1 will have
my revenge” and, thinking that this was that revenge he
asked 1o be allowed to reveal some interesting facts. “Itis
true 1 deserted,” he admitted, “but if I was influenced ©
do wrong, was it entirely my fault?” He then disclosed
some things about M. de Charlus and M. d’Argencosrt
(with whom also he was at odds) which did not coscerd
him directly, to tell the truth, but which they, with the
doubly unreserved nature of a lover and an invert, ad
confided to him. These revelations resulted in the arrest of
both those gentlemen, The arrest caused them erth! less
distress than the discovery that they each ha(r a rival in
the other, and the investigation brought to light many othet
rivals, but obscure persons, picked up daily in the ‘streets.
Moreover, the Baron and M. d’Argencourt were soon &
leased, as was also Morel, because the letter which the
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general had written to Saint-Loup came back to him with
the inscription “Dead on the field of honour,” and the gen-
eral, out of respect for the deceased, saw to it that More]
was merely sent up to the fropt. There the latter behayed
bravely, came safcly through every danger and returned at
the close of the wart with the croix de guerre which M, de
Charlus once had tried in vain to obtain for him and which
Be owed indirectly to the death of Sant-Loup. I have often
thought since then, recalling that croix de guerre found on
the floor at Jupien’s, that if Saint-Loup had lived, he could
casily have gotten himself elected deputy after the war,
@anks to the froth of stupidity and the blaze of glory wiich
it left in its wake, when the loss of a finger, waping out
Centuries of social tradition, allowed & man to marry bri-
lantly into an anstocranc family, and o similar manner
the croix de guerre, even won in an office, took the place of
a declaration of principles to win election to the Chamber
of Deputies, almost to the French Academy. The election
of Sant-Loup, because of his “holy ” family, would have
caused M. Arthur Meyer to shed buckets of tears and spill
quarts of ink. But perhaps Robert was too sincerely at-
tached to the pegplc to succeed in winmng t.hclr support,
although they would doubtless have forgiven him his demo-
cratic ideas in view of his nable lineage.  Saint-Loup would,
no doubt, have defended his ideas successfully before a
Chamber made up of aviators; those heroes would certainly
bave understood him, as would also a few very rare noble
spirits, But, thanks to the sedauve influence of the Bloc
National, the old dregs of political Iife, who are always
reelected, were trotted out. 'Thase of them who could not
enter a Chamber of aviators at least soficited, for admission
to the French Academy, the votes of the Marshals, of 2
President of the Republic, a Prendent of the Chamber and
50 on.  They would not have approved of Saint-Loup, but
they did endorse another Rabitué of Jupien’s, that deputy
of PAction Libérale, who was reelected without opposition.
He continued to wear his uniform of officer of territorial
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troops, although the war had been over for a long time.
His election was hailed with joy by all the newspapers that
had joined the coalition in support of his candidacy and b{
the nich noblewomen, who now dressed in old rags, throug!

a feeling for the proprieties and also through fear of taxes,
while the men on the Stock Exchange bought diamonds
uninterruptedly, not for their wives, but because they ha

Tost confidence in the credit of any country and therefore
took refuge in this tangible form of wealth, This made
De Beers stock go up a thousand francs, All this stupidity
was somewhat exasperating, but one was less vexed with
the Bloc National when one suddenly saw the victims o
bolshevism, Grand Duchesses in rags and tatters, whos
husbands and then their sons, had been assassinated, the
husbands in wheelbarrows and the sons stoned to death, aftet
first having been left without food, then forced to work am!

hoots and jeers and finally thrown into wells and stoned
because it was belicved they had the plague and might infect
othe.rs. Those who succeeded in escaping turned up g
Paris all of a sudden and added new and terrifying details
to this picture of horror.
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CHAPTER I1I
‘The Princesse de Guermantes Reccives

HE new sanitarium to which I retired at that time did
not cure me any more than had the first and a long
time elapsed before I left it. During the railway

SR S T N A T

dinner very late in the night, and which, the evening before
leaving that country estate, while reading some pages from
the journal of the Goncourt brothers, I had very largely
attributed to the vanity and falseness of literature. This
idea, less painful perhaps but stili more dispiriting if 1
explained it, not by a deficiency peculiar to me personally,
but as due to the non-existence of the ideal in which I had
{ormerly believed, had not recurred to me for a long time
past, but now it struck me anew and with more crushing
force than ever before. I recall that it was while the train
had halted out in the open country, The declining sun shone
haliway down the trunks of the trees that lined the railway
track, " “Trees,” thought I to myself, “you have nothing
more to say to me; my deadened heart no longer hears you,
Behold me in the midst of nature’s beauty and yet it is
with indifference and ennui that my eyes take note of the
line that separates the sun-bathed foliage from the shadowed
trunk.  If there was once a time when I was able to believe
myself a poet, T now know that I am not. In the new
chapter of my now arid Iife which is opening before me,
pethaps men might be able to give me the inspiration I no
longer find in nature. But the days when I might poss:bly
have been able to sing her praises will retum no more.”
And yet, even as I ofiered myself the consolation of this
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possible study of human beings taking the place of the de-
parted inspiration of nature, I knew that I was merely
offering myself a consolation which I knew had no value.
1£ T really had the soul of an artist, what pleasure would I
not derive from the sight of that curtain of trees lighted by
the declining sun, and in those little flowers growing along
the roadbed and raising their heads almost to the step ©
the railway carriage, so near that I could count their petals,
but I shall take good heed not to describe their colour, for
who can hope to convey to amother a pleasure he has not
himself fele? A little later it was with the same indifferenct
that T noted the gold and orange disks with which the sam¢
setting sun riddled the windows of a2 house; and finally, 28
the hour advanced, I saw another house which seemed
constructed of some material of a strange rosy pink. But
made these various observations with the same complete
indifference with which, as I strolled with some lady in &
garden, I might have noticed a leaf of glass and, a few step?
further on, some object made of a substance similar to ala-
baster, the unaccustomed colour of which would not bave
roused me from the most languorous ennui; at most, out
of politeness toward the lady and in order to say something
and to shew that I had remarked the colour, I might have
called attention, as we passed by, to the coloured glass an
the bit of stucco. In the same way and only to clear my
conscience, 1 pointed out to mysel{—as though to someoné
who was accompanying me and who could get more pleasuré
from it than I—the reflexions of fire on the windowpanes
ard the rosy transparence of the house. But the companim’
whose attention I had drawn to these curious effects must
have been of a less enthusiastic disposition than many re-
sponsive folk who are enraptured by such sights, for he
had taken note of those colours without the slightest joyr
My long absence from Paris had not prevented old friends
from keeping me on their lists and continuing faithfully to
send me invitations and, when I found at home one for &
luncheon to be given by Berma in honour of her daughtef
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and her son-in-law and another for an afterncon reception
the following day at the home of the Prince de Guermantes,
the gloomy reflexions I had indulged in on the train were
Dot among the least important reasons which counselled me
to attend the latter. “It really was not worth while to
Qcprivc myself of social life,” I reflected, “since the famous
literary work which I have so long hoped each day that ¥
might be able to start the following day, I am no longer—
perhaps never ble of accomplishing—it may even
be that it does not correspond to any reality.” To tell the
truth, this reason was a wholly negative one and merely
served 1o counteract the force of any reasons which might
have kept me from attending this fashionable concert. But
the reason which determined me to go there was that name
“Guermantes,” which had been long enough out of my
thoughts so that, when I read it on the invitation, it kindled.
a spark of attention, brought up from the depths of my
memory a cross section of the past associated with that
name, together with all the accompanying mental pictures
of manorial forests or tall flowers, and 1t once more assumed
the charm and significance it used to have for me in Combray
when, passing through the Rue de I'Oiseau before T went
home, I used to see, looking like dull black lacquer, the outer
side of the stained-glass window of Gilbert the Bad, Lord
of Guermantes, For just a moment the Guermantes again
seemed to me different from ordinary society folk, incom-
parably above them or any other living person, even a
sovereign, like beings issned from the cross-breeding of the
sharp, austere air of that sombre town of Combray, where
1 had spent my childhood, with the past that one caught
a glimpse of in that httle street at the height of the stained-
glass window. 1 felt a strong desire to go to the Guer-
mMantes’, as though that would surely carry me back toward
my childhood and the depths of my memory where T saw
it mirrored. And 1 continued to read over the invitation,
until the letters which made up that name, so familiar and
Yet so mysterious, like the very name of Combray jtself,
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rebelled, declared their independence and seemed to outline
before my weary eyes a name that was strange to me.

As Mamma happened luckily to be going to a small te2
at Mme. Sazerat’s, I felt no compunctions about attending
the Princesse de Guermantes’ reception. I took a carriage
to go there, for the Prince de Guermantes no longer occupied
his former mansion, but had built himself a magnificent
dwelling on the Avenue du Bois It is one of the mistakes
of society folk not to understand that, if they wish us 10
believe in them, they should first believe in themselves—o%
at least, respect the ‘essential elements of our faith. At the
time when I believed, even if I knew the contrary, that the
Guermantes inhabited a certain palace by virtue of an heredi-
tary right, to gain admittance to the palace of the magiciat
or the fairy, to utter the magic formula which alone could
cause the doors to open for me, this seemed to me as arduous
an undertaking as to obtain an audience with the magician
himself or the fairy. Nothing was easier than to persuad¢
myself that the old manservant (engaged only the night
before or su;plicd by Potel & Chabot) was the son, grandsot
and descendant of those who had served the family since
long before the Revolution; and I had an unlimited willing-
ness to regard as an ancestor’s portrait the picture purchased
at Bernheim’s 2 month before. But such a spell cannot b¢
carried over into another setting; memoties cannot be divide
into sections; ;nd l:h:}:e;vas little left of the Prince de Guer-
mantes, now that he had punctured my illusions by going 10
live on the Avenue du BOYE. The ceilizgs which 1 }{ag feagrtd
would fall when my name was announced and beneath which
there would still have floated for me much of the charm
and awe of former times, now looked down on the soirécs
of an American woman of no interest whatever to me.
course t!ﬁngs have no power in themselves and since it is
we who impart it to them, some young middle<lass stripling
was probably at that v:xx moment experiencing before th¢
palatizl mansion of the Avenue du Bois the same feelings
that 1 used to have before the former residence of the
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Prince de Guermantes. That was because he was still at
the age when one has faith, but I had passed beyond it and
had lost that faculty, just as one loses, after the first yrars,
the ability children have to separate the milk they drink
into digestible portions, so that adults are forced to take
their milk prudently in small quantities, whereas infants
can take it at the breast indefinitely, without stopping to
catch their breath. But the Prince de Guermantes’ change
of residence had 2t least this good result for me, that the
carriage which came for me and in which I indulged in
these reflexions had to pass through the streets leading to
the Champs-Elysées. They were very badly paved at that
time, but from the very moment we entered them, I was
nevertheless recalled from my deep thought by a sensation
of extreme smoothness; the carriage suddenly seemed to run
more easily, more softly and nosselessly, as when the gates
of an estate open and you glide over roads covered with
fine sand or fallen leaves. Nothing of the sort had actually
oceurred, but I felt all at once the removal of external ob-
stacles, as though 1 no looger had to make any effort of
adjustment or attention, as we do even unconsciously when
we come in contact with new cbjects; the strects through
which T was passing were those Jong-forgotten paths 1
formerly used to follow when going with Frangoise to the
Champs-Elysées. The soil knew of itself where it was to
£0; its resistance was overcome. And, like an aviator who
has been laboriously rolling along the ground and then
suddenly takes off, I rose slowly toward the silent heights
of memories past. In all Paris, those streets will always

pram abcsccan Fonmm sha nthars

was so fond of, it seemed as though the carriage, guided by
my habit of turning that corner so many times, could not
possibly do otherwise than turn of its own accord. I was
not passing through the same streets as the stgol]cu who
were abroad that day, but through a past that glided softly,
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sad and sweet. It was, moreover, made up of so many
different pasts that I scarce could determine the reason for
my melancholy, whether it was due to my walks to meet
Gilberte, haunted with the fear that she might not come,
or to the proximity of a certain house where I was once told
that Albertine had gone with Andrée, or to the philosophical
significance that seems to attach to a path one has followed
a thousand times with a fruitless and now estinct passion,
as on my hurried, feverish trips after luncheon to scan the
damp, freshly posted playbills announcing Pkédre or Le
Domino Nowr. Reaching the Champs-Elysées and not being
very desirous of listening to the entire concert to be gi‘{en
at the Guermantes’, I stopped my carriage and was going
to get out and walk about a bit, when my attention Was
caught by the sight of another carriage which was Tikewise
drawing up- In it a man with staring eyes and bent shoul-
ders was sitting, or, rather, was placed ‘and was making 2
great effort to sit up straight, like a child who has been told
to behave properly. Beneath his straw hat there shewed
a wild forest of snow-white bair, while from his chin there
ﬂow;d a white beard, like the beards of snow on the statues
of river gods in the public gardens. It was M. de Charlus,
with Ju‘pien at his side, full of attentions for him. He was
recovering from a stroke of apoplexy that I had not known
about (they had merely told me he had lost his sighty
wh?rc:u it had been only a assing disturbance, for he ha

entirely recovered the use of his eyes). It may be that he
had up till then dyed his hair and now had been ordcre_d
to avoid the fatigue involved, but it seemed rather as if bi$
illness, acting Iike a chemical precipitant, had rendered
glisteningly visible all the metal saturating the strands o
his hair and beard, which flung it into the air in geysers
of pure silver, giving to the §cxhroncd, aged prince the
Shakespearean majesty of a King Lear. His cyes had not
escaped this total convulsion, this metallurgical transforma-
tion of his head. But, by a contrary phenomenon, the]
had lost all their brilliance, and the most pathetic part of
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it was that one felt instinctively that this lost brilliance rep-
resented his self-respecting pride, so that the physical and
=ven the mental conscrousness of M. de Charlus were out-
living the aristocratic dignity with which they had seemed
to form an inseparable whole. As an instance—at that very
moment Mme. de Sainte-Euverte, whom the Baron formerly
had not considered stylish enough for him, drove by in her
victoria, doubtless on her way likewise to the Guermantes’.
Jupien, who took care ¢f M.'de Charlus like 2 child, whis-
pered 1n his ear that it was an acquamtance of his, “ Mme.
de Sainte-Euverte.” And straightway, with great effort and
with the determination of a sick person who wants to shew
that he is now able to make any movements, although they
are still difficult, M. de Charlus raised his hat, bowed and
saluted Mme, de Samte-Euverte with as much respect as
if she had been the Queen of France, Perhaps, since sick
pecple, like kings, tend to overde politeness, the very diffi-
culty M. de Charlus experienced in rendering this salute
was one of lus reasons for doing it, knowing that an act
that was painful for a sick person was all the more affecting
and doubly meritorious on his part, as well as doubly flatter-
ing for the person to whom it was addressed.  Perhaps, also,
“t- e ’ -emm e shae mnecylar mability

of the brain

ve been more
effusive than he intended. But I preferred to see in this an
almost physical gentleness, a sort of detachment from the
realities of life, which is so striking in those over whom
death has already cast its shadow. The coming to the sur-
face of the silvery deposits in the Bamﬂ'f !‘?" and beard

Euverte a snobbish nature that had seemed to be of the
haughtiest, and would even—thereby shewing how instable
that superior attitude 15—have humbled it before the taw-
drest of American women, who would at last have been
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able to treat herself to the luxury of the Baron’s paliteness,
until then beyond her reach. For the Baron was still very
much alive and his mind alert; his intelligence had not been
affected. Indeed, no chorus of Sophocles, chanting the
humbled pride of (Edipus, not even death itself nor any
funeral oration, could have proclaimed as effectively as did
the Baron’s meck and obsequious salutation of Mme, de
Sainte-Euverte how perishable is the love of earthly grandeur
and even human pride stself. M. de Charlus, who heretolore
would not have consented to dine with Mme. de Sainte-
Euverte, now bowed to the ground before her—perhaps, it
is true, through ignorance of the rank of the person he was
saluting (for the arucles of the social code can be swept
away by an apoplectic stroke as well as any other part of
the memory) or, it may be, through lack of musculac co-
ordination, which gave an appearance of humility, instea
of his wonted haughtiness, to what was merely the uncer-
tainty he probably felt as to the identity of the lady who
was driving past. He saluted her, in short, with the polité
manner of a child coming at its mother’s call to greet 20
ol.der person. And a child, indeed, he had become, but
without a child’s natural pride. To receive the homage ¢
M. de Charlus was the height of social vanity for Mme, 8¢
Sainte-Euverte, as it had previously been for him to refuse it-
Now, that pproachabl 315 nature which
M. de Charlus had succeeded in fnaking Mme. de Sainte
Euverte believe was an integral part of himself he completely
destroyed at one stroke by the eager timidity, the zealow!
deference with which he rvaised his hat and, sitting thef®
respectfully uncovered, let loose the torrents of his silvery
focks with the eloquence of a Bossuet, After Jupien had
helped the Baron get out of his carrjage and T had greet
him, he talked with me very rapidly and in a voice 50 in-
distinct that I could not grasp what he said and had to ask
fhim three times to repeat, which provoked a gestuie of
impatience that astonished me by reason of its contrast
with the previous impassive expres§ion on his face, doubtles
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a vestige of his paralysis. But when I came to understand
his mumbled words, 1 perceived that the sick man had
tetained his intell g bsolutely unimpaired. Moreover,
there were two disunct persons in him, not counting the
others.  Of these two, the intellectual one spent his time
lamenting the fact that he was losing the power of speech,
¢entinually pronouncing one word or one letter in place of
another. ‘But whenever this really did happen, the other
M de Charlys, the subconscious one, who wished ta be
envied as much as the other wanted to be pitted, instantly
stopped the sentence he had begun, like an orchestra leader
whose musicians are floundering, and with infinite ingenuity
attached what followed to the word he had used in error
but appeared to have chosen intentionally. Even his mem-
ory was undimmed; besides, he liked to shew off—not with-
out the fatiguing effort of a most arduous concentration—
0y reviving some old and unimportant reco]lectifm con-
¢tming me in order to prove that he had retained, or
fecovered, his mental acutencss. Without moving his head
or his eyes or varying his enunciation by 2 Sl!:lgle inflexion,
he 5aid to me, for example, “ There’s a_post with an adver-
tisement on it like the one I was looking at the first time
ever saw you, at Avranches—no, I'm mistaken, it was at
Balbec” And as 2 matter of fact, it Was an advertisement
of the same product. At the beginning, 1 scarcely made our
what he said, just as one cannot see at all at first in & room
Where the curtains are drawn; but, like the eyes in el
darkness, my ears soon became accustomed to this piasi,
fimo. 1 think, too, that it grew gradually louder as 4is
argm +-M--3 e K} caola fooblanare AP LY 0 7,
due § . ..
his n -

- e

he e .
lation, transitory and, on the whole, deleter'/)l:\fa,&z
those who did not knew tc say, “He is alrcad/v rasspms "
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he needs is not to think of his trouble,” but actually czufing
his trouble to come on agamn in aggravated form.” Which-
ever it was, the Baron was now uttering his words with
more vigour (even allowing for my increased ability to
understand him) like the tide on a stormy day, throwing
up its choppy little waves. And the after-effects of it
recent stroke gave an undertone to his words like the sound
of pebbles being rolled over and over, Besides, he con-
tinually talked to me about the past, in a solemn manner
but without sadness, probably in order to demonstrate that
he had not lost his memory. He incessantl enumerated
all the members of his family or his social circle who had
gone, apparently not so much from sorrow that they were
no longer alive as from satisfaction at having outlived them.
The recollection of their death seemed to give him a clearer
realisation of his own return to health. It was with 28
almost triumphant callousness that he kept repeating 12 2
monotonous tone of voice, stammering slightly and speak-
ing with a thick, sepulchral resonance, “Hannibal de Bré-
2uté, dead! Antoine de Mouchy, dead! Charles Swanth
dead! Adalbert de Montmorency, dead! Baron de Talley-
rand, dead! Sosthéne de Doudeauville, dead!” And each
ti.me that word “dead!” seemed to fall like a shovelfu! of
dirt, thrown heavily by a grave-digger anxious to rivet them
more sccurely in their graves,

The Duchesse de Létourville, who was not going 10 _lhe
Princesse de Guermantes’ reception because she had just
recovered from a long illness, walked past us at this moment
and, noticing the Baron, whose illness she had not kno™®
about, stopped to say good afternoon to him, The sickness
she had just been through had not made her more symp?
(hcxic'mwa_rd the illnesses of others but, on the contra®:
more impatient with them, in a nervously ill-humoured maz”
‘ner in which there was, perhaps, much pity. Hearing the
Baron pronounce some words incorrectly and with effort
and seeing the difficulty he had in moving his arm, ® d
Yooked first at Jupien, then at me, as if to ask the meanis§
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of such a shocking phenomenon. When we said nothing,
she turned to M. de Charlus with a long look, full of sadness
but also of reproach. She scemed to have a gnevance
against him for being seen in the street with her in such
an unusual state, as if he had gone out without a necktie
or without his shoes. At a fresh error of pronunciation or
}hc‘ part of the Baron, the Duchess’s distress and also her
indignation increased and she exclaimed, “Palaméde!” in
the questioning and exasperated tone of excessively nervous
people who cannot bear to be kept waiing 2 minute and
who, if you ask them in at once and apologise for going on
with your toilette, reply sarcastically, not as an apology but
as 1f blaming themselves, “Oh, I see I am inconveniencing
you!” as though it were a cime on your part to be incon-
venienced. Finally, with 2 more and more distressed air,
she left s, saying to the Baron, “Youw'd better go home.”
M. de Charlus said he would like to sit in a chair and
test while Jupien and I walked about 2 Iittle, and he pain-
fully drew from his pocket what looked to me like a prayer
book, I was not sorry for this opportumty to learn from
Jupien many details concerning the Baron’s physical and
mental condition. “I am glad to have a talk with you,
sit,” Jupien said, “but we will not go beyond the Rond-
point, Thank God, the Baron is in pretty good shape now,
but I don’t dare leave hum alone very long; he’s the same
as ever, he’s too kind-hearted, he would give away everything
he possesses. And, besides, that 1sn’t all; he’s still as much
of a ‘gay boy? as any youngster and I have to keecp my
eyes open.” “Especially now that he has recovered the
use of his,” I rephed. “Tt made me very sad to hear that
he had lost his sight” “His paralysis did affect him in that
way; he was totally blind, Just imagine, during the treat-
ment he took—uwhich, by the way, did him a lot of good—
for several months he could not see any more than a person
born blind» Vel at any rate, that must have made one
important phase of your supervision quite unnu:cssary," 1
remarked.  “Not at all. He had scarcely arrived at a
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he needs is not to think of his trouble,” but actually causing
his trouble to come on again in aggravated form,” Which-
ever it was, the Baron was now uttering his words with
more vigour (even allowing for my increased ability to
understand him) like the tide on a stormy day, throwing
up its choppy little waves. And the after-cflects of his
recent stroke gave an undertone to his words like the sound
of pebbles being rolled over and over. Besides, he con-
tinually talked to me about the past, in a solemn manner
but without sadness, probably in order to demonstrate that
he had not lost his memory. He incessantly enumerat
all the members of his family or his social circle who had
gone, apparently not so much from sorrow that they wer¢
no longer alive as from satisfaction at having outlived them-
The recollection of their death seemed to give him a cleare?
realisation of his own return to health. It was with 28
almost triumphant callousness that he kept repeating in 2
monotonous tone of voice, stammering slightly and speak-
ing with a thick, sepulchral resonance, “ Hannibal de Br
auté, dead! Antoine de Mouchy, dead! Charles Swan®
dead! Adalhams e Moce—a "0 a1 moogn de Talley-
rand, dead! . . & # Andeach
time that wc . . 3 shovelful of
dirt, thrown heavily bya grave-digger anxious to rivet them
more securely in their graves,

Thc Duchesse de Létourville, who was not going t0 the
Princesse de Guermantes® reception because she had just
recovered from a long illness, walked past us at this moment
and, noticing the Baron, whose illness she had not knows
about, stopped to say good afternoon to him. The sickness
she .had just been through had not made her more symp3
thetic toward the illnesses of others but, on the contraf)s
more impatient with them, in 2 nervously ill-humoured 3%
ner in which there was, pethaps, much pity. Hearing 1
Baron pronounce some words incorrectly and with € ort
and seeing the difficulty he had in moving his arm §}’°
looked first at Jupien, then at me, as if to ask the meani®f
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of such a shocking phenomenon. When we said nothing,
she turned to M. de Charlus with 2 long look, full of sadness
but also of reproach. She seemed to have a gnevance
2gainst him for being seen in the street with her in such
0 unusual state, as 1f he had gone out without a necktie
or without his shoes. At a fresh error of pronunciation on
}he part of the Baron, the Duchess’s distress and also her
indignation increased and she exclaimed, * Palamede!” in
the questioning and exasperated tone of excessively nervous
People who cannot bear to be kept waitmg a minute and
Wwho, if you ask them in at once and apologise for going or
with your toilette, reply sarcasucally, not as an apology but
as if blaming themselves, “Oh, I see I am inconveniencing
You!™ as though 1t were a crime on your part to be incon-~
Venienced, Finally, with a more and more distressed air,
she left us, saying to the Baron, “ You'd better go home.”
M. de Charlus said he would like to sit in a chair and
rest while Jupien and I walked about a little, and he pain-
fully drew from his pocket what looked to me like a prayer-
ook, T was not sorry for this opportunity to learn from
Jupien many details concerning the Baron's physical and
mental condition. “I am glad to have 2 talk ‘with you,
sin” Jupien said, “but we will not go beyond the Rond-
point. Thank God, the Baran 1s in pretty good shape now,
but I don’t dare leave him alone very long, he’s the same
a3 ever, he’s too kind-hearted, he would give away everything
he possesses,  And, besides, that isn't all; he’s still as much
of 2 “pay boy’ as any youngster and I have to keep my
€yes open.” "“Especially now that he has recovered the
use of his,” T replied. €It made me very sad to hear that
he had lost his sight” “His paralysis did affect him in that
way; he was totally blind. Just imagine, during the treat-
ment he took—which, by the way, did him a lot of good—
for several months he could not se¢ any more than a person
born blind? « Well, at any rate, that must have made one
important phase of your supervision quite unnecessary,” §
temarked. “Not at all. He had scarcely arrived at -
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hotel, when he would ask me what such and such a one of
the employees looked like. I would assure him they were
all frights but he knew very well that that could not be true
everywhere and that I must sometimes be lying. You se¢
what an old rascal he is! Besides, he had ‘a sort of flaif,
perhaps judging by the voice or something, and thea he
would scheme around to send me out on urgent errands.
One day—you will excuse me for mentioning this, but yo¥
once happened into the Temple of Dishonour, so I nee
conceal nothing from you.” (He always did have an ur
€ ing way of taking faction in showing off the secret!
in his keeping) “Well, one day I returned quickly from
one of those supposedly urgent errands because I had 21
idea it had been made up for 2 purpose. Just as I got neat
the Baron’s room, I heard someone say, ‘ What?’ ‘Why
this was your first time, then?’ the Baron replied-
walked in without knocking and you can imagine my st
prise!  Misled by the voice—which was, it is true, stronge’
than is usual at that age and the Baron was then completely
blind—the old gentleman, who used to prefer adult mefy
was with a mere child, not ten years old.”

_ D have been told that M. de Charlus was subject at that
time to almost daily fits of depression, characterised, not by
incoherent rambling, but by confessing aloud—before others
whose presence or whose sternly moral code he had forgotte®
~—opmions he was usually accustomed to conceal, his pro
German sympathies, for example. Thus, a long time after
the end of the war, he would lament the defeat of U
Germans, of whom he considered himself one, saying proveifs
“But still, it's impossible that we should not get our &
venge, for we have proven that it was we who were capable
of the greatest resistance and had the best organisatio:
Or his confidences would take on another tone and he woul
exclaim, white with anger, “Lord X , or the Prince
de X.. would do well not to come here again and $%
what they said yesterday, for I had to hold on to m!’?’“
not to reply to them, ‘ You know you're one of that ki
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yourself, just as much as 1°” It is needless to add that,
when M. de Charlus, “not all there,” as they say, made
public confession in this way of pro-German or other
tendencies, the persons who happened 1o be about him at
the time, whether Jupien or the Duchesse de Guermantes,
were in the habit of interrupting his imprudent remarks
and giving them a strained but creditable interpretation
for the benefit of any others present who were less intimate
acquaintances and less discreet. “My God!” exclaimed
upien, “I was right not to want us to go very far away.
Look at him! He has already succeeded m striking up 2
conversation with a young gardener’s helper. I must bid
you good-bye. I dare not leave my patient alone one
munute; he s nothing but an overgrown child.”

* d *

Once more 1 left my carriage shortly before reaching the
house of the Princesse de Guermantes and fell to thinking
2gain of the lassitude and ennui with which I had en-
deavoured the day before, in what is considered one of the
most beautiful parts of France, to descnibe the line that
separated sunlight from shadow on the tree trunks. To be
sure, the intellectual conclusions I had drawn did not to-day
disturb my inner consciousness so cruelly. They remained
the same; but, as occurred each time I happened to be torn
away from my regulat habits and to go out at a different
hour or to a new place, I was conscious of a keen pleasure.

Tcrday this pleasure scemed to me a purely f.nvo]c.yus one,
namely, ‘that of attending an afternoon reception given by
the Princesse de Guermantes, But since I now knew that
I could not hope for other than frivelous pleasures, why
deprive myself of them? I reminded myself Shat, when
attempting that description, 1 had not experienced the
enthusiasm which is one of the first signs of talent, though
not the only one. I now tried to bring out {rfvm the store-
house of my memory other “snapshots,” particularly those
T had “taken” jn Venice, but just the word “snapshot ”

189



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

Jlone made it all as wearisome to me as an exhibition o
photographs, and I felt within myself no more inclinatiot
or taleat for describing now what I had seen years befor
than I felt yesterday for describing what T was at that ver)
moment gazing upon With a painstaking and listless €y¢
In a few minutes many friends whom I had not seen for s
very fong time were doubtless going to ask me not to isolat
myself, as I had been doing, but ta devote my days to them
And I would have no reason for refusing, since 1 now hat
the proof that I was not good at anything, that I could ¢
longer hope to find joy in literature, whether through my
own fault, for lack of talent, or because literature iteelf w2t
less pregnant with reality than I had thought. .

When 1 reflected on \vznt Bergotte had said to me, * Yot
are ill, but you are not to be pitied, because you bave intel
lectual satisfactions,” 1 saw how greatly he had been ™S
taken about me, How little satisfaction I found in my cleat
but sterile thinking! I will even add that, if I occasionally
had some pleasures—not of an intellectual sort—I waste
them with one woman and another, 5o that, even had Fate
granted me 2 hundred more years to live, free from physm]
infirmities, this would merely have added successive exten
sions to an existence that had no depth, only length, 30d
which there was no interest in prolonging at all, much fess
{for any considerable fength of time.

As for “intellectual satisfactions,” could 1 apply this
designation to the unemotional cbscrvations that my cleat
vision and close reasoning made joylessly and feuitlessly?
But sometimes it is just at the moment when all appears
lost that a sighal comes which may save us; after knocking
at all the doors that lead nowhere, the only one through
which we can enter, one which we might have sought 10

vain.for a hundred years, we stumble against unwittinglys
and it opens.*

# In the French text, Volume I eads at this point.—F.f 2.
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Engrossed in the unhappy meditations I described 2 mo-
ment ago, I had entered the court of the Guermantes resi-
dence and, in my absorption, failed to notice an automobile
that was coming in; at the chauffeur’s cry I had barely time
to get out of the way and, 1n stepping back, struck my foot
agamst some unevenly cut flagstones leading to a carriage
house, In recovering my balance, I put my foot on a stone
that was a little lower than the one next to it; immediatel
all my discouragement vanished before a feeling of happi-
ness which I had experienced at different moments of my
Iife, at the sight of trees I thought I recognised when driving
around Balbec, or the church spires of Marunville, or the
savour of a madelene dipped in herb tea, or from many
other sensations I have mentioned, which had seemed to
me to be synthesised 1 the last works of Vinteuil. Just
as when I tasted the madeleine, all anziety as to the future,
alt mtellectual doubt was¢© = ™ T et

een harassmg me a mot
of my litcrary gifts, and ' .
denly banished as if by magic.  But this time I made a
firm resclve that I would not be satisfied to leave the question
unanswered (as I did the day I tasted of a madeleine dipped
in herb tea) as to why, without my having worked out any
new line of reasoming or found any decisive argument, the
difficulties that had seemed insoluble a short time before
had now lost all their importance. The feeling of happiness
which had just come over me was, indeed, exactly the same
as ] had experienced while eating the madeleine, b_ut at that
tims I put off seeking the deep-lying causes for it. There
Was a purely material difference 1n the mc.n!al images evoked.
A deep azure blue intoxicated my sight, impressions of cool-
ness and dazzling light hovered near me anfl, in my eager-
ness to seize them, not daring to move—just as when I
tasted the flavour of the madeleine and tried to bring back
to my mind what it suggested to me—1I stood there, swaying
back and forth, as I had done a moment befm—c., one foot on
the higher stone 2nd the other on the lower, indifferent to
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the possible amusement of the large crowd of chauffeurs.
Each time that I merely repeated the action physically, the
effort was in vain; but if I forgot the Guermantes reception
and succeeded in recapturing the sensation I had felt .lhe
instant T placed my feet in that position, again the dazding
elusive vision brushed me with its wings, as if to say, *Seiz¢
me in my flight, if you have the power, and try to solve the
riddle of happiness I propound to you,” And almost imme-
diately I recognised it; it was Venice, about which my efforts
at description and the supposed “ snapshots” taken by my
memory had never yielded me anything, but which was
brought back to me by the sensation 1 had once felt as [
stood on two uneven flagstones in the baptistry of Saint
Mark’s, and with that sensation came all the others con-
nected with it that day, which had been waiting in theif
proper place in the series of forgotten days, until a sudden
happening had imperiously commanded them to come forthe
It was in the same way that the taste of the litle madelein?
had recalled Combray to my mind. But why had the ments!
images of Combray and Venice at their respective moments
given me a joy like a sense of certainty, sufficient, without
other proofs, to make me indifferent to death? While T was
still putting this question to myself, determined this time
10 find the answer to it, I entered the Guermantes mansion
—~for we always put ahead of the subjective task we have
to perform the outward réle we are playing, and mine that
day was that of an invited guest. But, when T reached the
second story, a butler asked me to step for a moment into
small library adjoining the buffet, until the selection they
were playing was finished, the Princess having_forbidden
that the doors be opened while it was being played. At that
Very moment a second signal came to reinforce the one I b2

teceived from the two uneven flagstones, and urged me 10
persevere in my task. What happened was that a servants
trying in vain to make no noise, struck a spoon against 3
plate. The same kind of felicity as T had received from tb¢
tneven paving stones now came over me; the sensation?
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were again those of great heat, but entirely different, mingled
with the odour of smoke, tempered by the cool fragrance of
a forest setting, and I recognized that what seemed to me
50 dchg'htful was the very row of trees which I had found
it wearisome to study and describe and which, in a sort
of hallucination, 1 thought now stood before me as I un-
corked the bottle of beer I had with me in the railway
carriage, the sound of the spoon striking the plate having
given me—until I came to myself again—the illusion of the
very similar noise of the hammer of a workman who had
made some repairs to a wheel while our train stopped before
that little clump of trees. Then one would have said that
the signs which were to lift me out of my discouragement
that day and restore my faith in literature had determined
to come thick and fast. for when a butler who had been for
a long time in the service of the Prince de Guermantes
Tecognised me and, in order to save my going to the buffet,
brought ta me in the library a small plate of petits fours and
a glass of orangeade, I wiped my mouth with the napkin
he had given me; but immediately, like the character in The
Arabian Nights who unwittingly performs precisely the rite
that calls up before him, visible to his eyes alone, a docile
genie, ready to transport him far away, a fresh vision of
azure blue passed before my eyes; but this time it was pure
and satine and it rounded upward like bluish breasts. The
impression was so vivid that the moment I was re-living
Tused with the real present and, more dazed than on that
da_Y when I wondered whether I was really going to be re-
ceived by the Princesse de Guermantes or was everything
going to crash about my head, I thought the servant had
Just opened the window toward the beach and everything
called me to go down and stroll along the embankment at
high tide; the napkin which 1 had taken to wipe my mouth
hi.d precisely the same sort of starchy stiffness as the towel
with which I had had so much trouble drying myself before
the windaw the first day of my stay at Balbec, and now,
in this library of the Guermantes mansion, it spread out
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in its varous folds and creases, like 2 peacock’s tai, the
plumage of 2 green and blue ocean.  And I drew enjoyment,
not only from those colours, but from a whole moment of
my life which had brought them into being and had no doubt
been an aspiration toward them, but which perhaps some
feeling of fatigue or sadness had prevented me from enjoying
at Balbec and which now, pure and disembodied, freed from
all the imperfections of objective perception, filled me with
joy. The prece they were playing was likely to finish at any
moment and I be obliged to enter the salon. Therefore
made an effort to try as quickly as possible to see cleatly
into the nature of the identical pleasures I had just felt three
separate times within a few minutes, and then to dra¥
from them the lesson they had to give. The great difference
there is between the actual impression we received from
something and the artificial impression we create for our
selves when we endeavour by an effort of the will to brisg
the object before us again, 1 did not pause to considef;
remembering only too well the comparative indifference W";h
which Swann used to be able to speak of the peried in his
Ife whgn he was loved (because this expression suggest
something so different to him) and the sudden pain caused
him by Vinteuil’s little phrase, which brought to mind thos®
days themselves just as he had felt them, 1 understood 100
clearly that the sensation of the uneven flagstones, the stf
ness of the napkin and the savour of the madeleine ha
awakened in me something that had no relation to what
used to endeavour to recall to mind about Venice, Balbes
Combray with the aid of a coloyrless, undistinguishing mem”
ary. And T understood how one can come to judge Jife 0
be mediocre, when at certain times it seems so eautifuly
because this judgment and this disparaging conclusion 3¢
based on something entirely different from life jtself, &
mental images which have retained no trace of life-
the most, I noted incidentally that the difference between €3¢
of these real impressions and the cor ponding artific
one—differences which explain why an even-toned paintii
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of Iife cannot be a true likeness—was probably due to this
cause, namely, that the slightest word we have spoken or the
most insignificant gesture we have made at a certain moment
in our life was surrounded and illumined by things that logi-
cally had no relation to it and were separated from it by
our intelligence, which had no need of them for reasoning
purposes; and yet, in the midst of these irrelevant objects—
here, the rosy glow of eventide on the flower-covered wall of
a rustic restaurant, the feeling of hunger, the yearning for
women, the pleasant sensation of luxury; there, blue volutes
of the morning sea, wrapped in spirals around strains of
music which only partly emerge, like mermaids® shoulders—
the most insignificant gesture, the simplest act remain ens
closed, as it were, 1n a thousand sealed jars, each filled with
things of an absolutely different colour, odour and tempera-
ture. Furthermore, these jars, ranged along the topmost
levels of our bygone years—years during which we have
been constantly changing, if only in our dreams and thoughts
~—stand at very different altitudes and give us the impres-
sion of strangely varied atmospheres. It is true that we
have gone through these changes imperceptibly, but between
our present state and the memory that suddenly comes back
10 us, just as between two recollections of different years,
}ﬂaces or hours, there is such a wide :.iiﬂ'cr.cnce .!}lat that
act alone, regardless even of any spcciﬁc mdivxdua}ny, would
§ufﬁcc to make comparison between them impossible. Yes,
if, thanks to oyr ability to forget, a past recollection has
been able to avoid any tie, any lnk with the present mo-
ment, if it has remained i its own place and time, if it has
kept its distance, its isolation in the depths of a_valley or
on the tip of a mountan peak, it suddenly brings us a
}wreath of fresh air—refreshing just because we have breathed
1t once before—of that purer air which the poets have
vainly tried to establish in Paradise, threzs. it could not
convey that profound sensation of renewal if lt.had not
already been breathed, for the only true paradise is always
the paradise we have lost. And, in passing, I noted that the
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work of art which I already felt myself prepared to under-
take, but without my having made any conscious resolution
to that effect, would present great difficulties. For I would
be obliged to execute the different parts of it in somewhat
different mediums. ‘The medium svitable for recalling morn-
ings by the sea would be very different from that required
to describe afternoons in Venice, a medium distinct and
new, of a very special transparence and sonority, compact
refreshing and rosy-hued. And then, different again would
be the medium, if I essayed to depict the evenings 3t
Rivebelle 1n the dining-room opening on the garden, when
the heat seemed to disintegrate, to condense and settle to
the ground, while the falling twilight still tinted the roses ot
the wall of the restaurant and the sky stll glowed with the
pastel tints of dymg day. But I passed quickly over alt
that, under the more imperious urge which I felt to seek the
reason for this feeling of happiness and the air of cestainty
with which it came over me, a search I had hitherto post:
poned. I caught an inkling of this reason when I com] ared
these various happy impressions with one another and fou
that they had this in common, namely, that I felt them 23
if they were occurring simultaneously in the present moment
and in some distant past, which the sound of the spoot
against the plate, or the unevenness of the flagstones, of 1
p:_cuhzr savour of the madelerne even went so far as to m2K¢
coincide with the present, leaving me uncertain in which
period ¥ was. In truth, the person within me who was s
that moment enjoying this impression enjoyed in it the quali-
ties it possessed which were common to both an earlier day
and the present moment, qualities which were independe®
of all considerations of time; and this person came int® play
only when, by this process of identifying the past with the
present, he could find himself in the only environment It
which he could live and enjoy the essence of things, that 18
to say, entirely outside of time. That explained why ™
pprehensi of death ished the moment I insti®®
tively recognised the savour of the little madelene, becaus®
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2t that moment the person within me was a timeless person,
consequently unconcerned with the vicissitudes of the future,
That person had never come to me, never manifested him-
self, except independently of all immediate activity, all 1m-
mediate enjoyment, whenever the miracle of a resemblance
with things past enabled me to escape out of the present. He
alone had the power to make me recapture bygone days,
times past, which had always balked the efforts of my mem-
ory and my intelligence.

And perhaps a moment ago, when I considered that Ber-
gotte had been mistaken in speaking of the satisfactions of
the intellectual Life, this was because at that time I applied
the term “intellectual life ” to logical processes of reasoning
which had no connection with it or with what was then tak-
ing place within me—just as the reason I found society and
even life tiresome was because I appraised them on the basis
of false impressions of the past, whereas 1n reality I had now
such an eager desire to live that an actual moment from the
Past had just been revived within me on three distinct oc-
casions.

Merely 2 moment from the past? Much more than that,
perhaps; something which, common to both past and pres-
ent, is far more essential than erther.

How many times in the course of my life had I been di‘s-
appointed by reality because, at the time I was ebserving it,
my imagination, the only organ with which X could enjoy

cauty, was not able to function, by virtue of the inexorable
law which decrees that only that which is absent can be ime
agined. And now suddenly the operation of this harsh law
was neutralised, suspended, by a miracul pedient o
nature by which a scnsation—the sound of the spoon ® and
that of the hammer, a similar unevenness in two paving
stones—was reflected both in the past (which made 1t pos.
sible for my imagination to take pleasure in it) and in the
present, the physical sumulus of the sound or the contact
with the stones adding to the dreams of the imagination that

*“Fork” in the French text here—Fud.B.
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which they usually lack, the idea of existence—and this suw~
terfuge made it possible for the being within me to seize,
isolate, immobilise for the duration of a lightning flash what
1t never apprehends, namely, a fragment of time in its pure
state, ‘The belng that was called to life again in me whes,
with such a thrill of joy, I heard the sound that characterises
both a spoon touching a plate and a hammer striking a car
wheel, or when I felt under foot the unevenness of the pave-
ment in the court of the Guermantes residence, similar to
that in the bapustry of Saint Mark’s, draws its sustenance
only from the essence of things, in that alone does it find its
nourishment and its delight. It languishes in the contempla-
tion of the present, where the senses cannot furnish this s
sential substance, or in the study of the past, rendered barrea
for 1t by the intelligence, or while awaiting a future which the
will constructs out of fragments of the past and the present
!’rom which it has withdrawn still more of their reality, retain-
ing only that part of them which is suited to the utilitanan,
narrowly human purpose for which it designs them. But ler
a sound already heard or an odour caught in bygone ytats
be sensed anew, simultaneously in the present and the past
real without being of the present moment, ideal but not ab-
stract, and immediately the permanent essence of things
ysually concealed, is set free and our true self, which had
long seemed dead but was not dead in other ways, awikes
takes on fresh life as it receives the celestial nourishment
bm,“gh‘ toit. A single minute released from the chrono
logical order of time has recreated in us the human beng
similarly released, in order that he may sense that minute:
And one comprehends readily how such a one can be ©0®
fident in his joy; even though the mere taste of a madeleine
does not seem to contain logical justification for this joys itis
casy to understand that the word ¢ death ” should have 10
meaning for him; situated outside the scope of time, What
could he fear from the future?

But this illusion, which brought close to me 2 momest
from the past, incompatible with the present, never fasted
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any length of time. One can, it is true, prolong the visions
evohed by voluntary recollection, which do not engage more
g{ our faculties than flipping the pages of a picture book.

' |

now the beach at Balbec, very much as I might have illus-
trated the kind of day it was by turaing the pages of 2 book
of watercolour sketches made in the different places I had
visited, saying to myself, with the selfish pleasure of a col-
lector, as I thus catalogued the 1llustrations in my memory,
“Just the same, T have seen some beautiful things in m
Ife!” At that ume, no doubt my menory asserted the dif-
ferences between the sensations, but all it did was to com-
bine homogencous elements, Such had not been the case,
however, with the three memories of the past which had just
come over me, from which, instead of conceiving a more flat-
tering 1dea of my inner self, I had on the contrary almost
come to doubt the present reality of this self, Just as on the
day when I had dipped the madeleine in the hot tea, at the
very heart of the place where I happened to be (whether, as
then, it was my room in Pans or, as to-day, at this very mo-

ment, the library of the Prince de Guermantes or, 2 moment
L. et L L an daaea) thars had heen within

*nsa-
. - . nnod,
' . 2 the
place where 1 happened fo be and also to some other place—
the bedroom of my Aunt Léonie, a railway carriage, the
baptistry of Saint Mark’s, And at the moment 1 was rea-
s;nh;g thus, the shrill noise of 2 hot&waitcr pipe, exactly l_:ke
the Jong bla times heard of a_summer evenin,

e e e e e e fed (as 1 had o
+ taurant in Paris at the

. hall empty, hot and~”
summery) much more than merely a sensation similar
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the one I felt at Balbec toward the end of one aftersoon
when, the tables already covered with their linen and silver-
ware, the vast windows wide open on the embankment with-
out a single interruption, a single intervening plenum of
glass or stone, and the sun slowly setting over the ocead,
where boats were beginning to move about, I could join Al-
bertine and her friends, strolling on the embankment, by
merely stepping over the wooden window frame, scarcely
higher than my ankle, in the groove of which they had shid
back the sectional windows in order to ventilate the hotel
Moreover, it was not merely an echo or a duplication of 2
ast sensation which the sound of the hot-water pipe ha

Just made me experience, but that very sensation jtself. In
that case, as in all the preceding ones, the sensation common
to both occasions had sought to re-create about itself the
.{om?:r setting, while the present setting, which was occupy~
ing its space, opposed with all the resistance of its mass this
invasion of a Paris residence by a Normandy beach or 2 rail-
way embank The dining: by the sea at Balbet,
with its damask linen laid like altar cloths to receive the
setting of the sun, had sought to shatter the solidity of the
Guermantes mansion and force open its doors, and it ha

for an instant made the sofas rock about me, as it bad, &0
another day, the tables in a Pans restaurant, Always, 12
these resurrections of the past, the distant place, evoked
about the common sensation, had grappled for a moment,
like a wrestler, with the present scene. ‘The iatter had al-
ways been the victor but it was ever the vanc‘uished that
seemed to me the more beautiful, so that I was in 2 state of
ecstasy as I stood on the uneven pavement—as I had bee
when I sat before the cup of tea—seeking to perpetvat® as
100n as they appeared, or to bring back to mind after they
had escaped me, that Combray, that Balbec, that Venic
which rose out of the past and invaded the very heart of
these places in the present (which, however, the past €%
permeate) only to be forced to retreat and abandoa B¢
And if the present scene had not been immediately victorios
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1 believe 1 should have fainted; for, during the instant that
they last, these resurrections of the past are so complete that
they do not merely oblige aur eyes to become oblivious ta
the room before them and contemplate instead the nsing tide
or the railway track edged with trees; they also force our
nostrils to inhale the air of places which are, however, far
remote, constrain our will to choose between the various plans
they lay before us, compel our entire being to believe itsclf
surrounded by them, or at least 10 vacillate between them
and the present scenes, bewildered by an uncertainty similar
to that which one sometimes experiences before an ineffable
vision at the moment of losing consciousness in sleep.

Thus it was that what the being three and even four times
revived within me had just enjoyed was perhaps, 1t is true,
fragments of existence removed outside the realm of time,
but this contemplation, although part of eternity, was transi-
tory, And yet I felt that the pleasure it had bestowed on me
at rare intervals in my life was the only one that was fecund
“nd real. Is not the mdication of the unreality of the others
ufficiently evident erther in their inabulity to satisfy us—as,

or example, social pleasures, which at best produce the. dis-
‘omfort caused by partaking of wretched food; or friend-
hip, which is a delusion, because, for whatever moral rea-
ions he may do it, the artist who gives up an hour of work
or an hour’s conversation with a friend knows that he is
ucrificing a reality for something which is non-existent
(friends appearing to be such only thanks to that gentle
madness from which we suffer throughout our lives and to
which we give way, though, in the depth of our intelligence,
we know 1t to be the error of a mind unbalanced enough
even to believe the chairs and tables alive and to carry on a
conversation with them)—or in the despondency that fol-
lows whatever satisfaction they may give, like the sadness I
felt the day 1 was introduced to Albertine because I had
gone 1o that trouble (very slight, it 18 true) to accomplish
something—making a young gitl’s acquaintance—which
scemed unimportant now only because I had accomplished
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it? Even a profounder pleasure, such as I might have ex-
perienced when I was in love with Albertine, was realised
only inversely by the distress I felt when she was not there,
for, whenever I was certain she was coming, like the day she
returned from the Trocadéro, it seemed to me I experieﬂ“d
only a vague ennui, whereas I became more and more €
alted as I analysed more and more deeply the sound of the
spoon * against the plate or the taste of the herb tez, with
an ever increasing joy which had transported into my foom
the bedroom of my Aunt Léonie and, in its wake, all Com-
bray and the two walks, Guermantes way and Méséglise W37
And so I was decided to consecrate myself to this study o
the essence of things, to establish its true nature, but oW
should I do this, by what means? It is true that, when the
stiffness of the napkin called up Balbec before me and for 3
moment caressed my imagination not only with a meatd!
picture of the sea as it was that morning long ago, but 81.50
with the odour of the room, the force of the wind, the desi¢
for luncheon, the hesitation which walk to choose—alt of that
attached to the sensation of the open sea, like the wings of 3
water wheel in its dizzy course, and again, when the uneven-
ness of the two paving stones extended in every direcioh
and all dimensions the bare and barren impressions I had of
Venice and Saint Mark’s and likewise all the sensations
had fxperi:nced there, connecting the prazza with the churchy
the imbarcadero with the piazza, the canal with the imbar-
cadero and, with all that the eyes see, that world of desiret
which is perceived only with the mind—it is true that at
those moments I was tempted—if not, on account of the 5¢&
son, to go and idly glide over the waters of Venice, which
associated more cspecially with the springtime—at any 11
to return to Balbec, But I did not tarry an instant !
this idea; not only did T know that distant places wete ot
what was suggested to me by the names they bore when 1
imagined them to myself. (It was now almost :xclusivcly
in my dreams, while sleeping, that a place would spre¥
* “Kaife” in the French text here—F.4 B,
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itself out before me composed of pure matter, entirely dis-
tnct from the common things one sees and touches.)” But
even with regard to those mental images of another sort,
those of memory, I knew that 1 had not found the beauty of
Balbec when I ‘went there, and even the beauty it had left
me, that of memory, was no longer the same as that which 1
found on my second visit there. I had too often experi-
enced the impossibility of discovening in physical form what
was in the depths of my being It was not in the Plazza
San Marco, any more than 1t had been on my second visit
to Balbec or on my return to Tansonville 10 see Gilberte,
that T would recapture past Time, and the journey which
Was merely suggested to me once more by the illusion that
these old mpressions existed outside myself, at the corner
of a certain square, could not be the means I was seeking.
did not want to follow another false trail, for the impor-
tant thing for me was at last to determine whether it was
really possible to attain what, because of my constant dis-
appointment in places and persons, I had believed to be un-
fealisable (although at one time the concert picce by Vinteuil
bad seemed to tell me the opposite). Therefore I was not
Boing to attempt another experiment along the path which I
had long known led nowhere. Impressions such as those
which I was cndeavounng to analyse and define could not
fail to vanish away at the contact of 2 material enjoyment
that was unable to bring them into existence. The only way
1o get more joy out of them was to try to know them more
completely at the spot where they were to be found, namely,
within myself, and to clanfy them to their lowest depths, T
had not been able to grasp the happiness at Ba.\lbec, any
more than I had that of living with {\'binlnc, as it had not
2 . .
f - . .
essence must lie somewhere else than in action, and com-
pared different disappointments, but not in a haphazard
manner or merely following the vicissitudes of my existence,
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1 came to realisc clearly that disappointment in a journey
and disappointment in a love affair were not different it
themselves but merely the different aspects assumed in vary-
ing situations by our inability to find our real selves in phys-
ical enjoyment or material activity. And thinking over 4gain
that umeless joy caused by the sound of the spoon of the
taste of the madeleine, I said to myself, “ Was that the happi
ness suggested by the little phrase of the sonata to Swatt
who made the mistake of confusing it with the pleasur o
love and was unable to find 1t in artistic creation—that happ®
ness which I came to sense dimly was even farther removed
from everything earthly than the little phrase of the sonétd
had suggested, when I caught the red, mysterious call of
that septet which Swann had never known, having died, Yke
so many others, before the truth intended for them had beea
revealed?”  But it would have availed him nothing in 37/
case, for that phrase may, indeed, have been able to s/
bolise a call, but it could not have created talents and mgde
of Swann the writer he never was. However, after havi%
meditated a short while over these resurrections of PA%t
memaries, 1 became aware that in another way obscure g
pressions had sometimes, even as far back as Combray 0%
the Guermantes way, engaged my thoughts after the mapael
of those subjective recollections, but these others conced!

within themselves, not a sensation of bygone days, but &
new truth, a priceless image, which I sought to discove by
efforts like those one makes to recall something forgoti®
as if our most beautiful ideas were like musical airs ¥ at
would come back to us without our ever having hea them
and which we would make an effort to seize and transcid®
I remembered with pleasure, because it shewed me that

was already the same then as now and it was an indicatio?
of a fundamental trait of my nature (but also with sadpes’
when I reflected that I had made no progress since !'hﬂl‘

that even when I was at Combray, I used to hold attentivel)
before my mind some object that had forced itself vpon ®J
attention—a cloud, a triangle, a steeple, a flower, a pebbI™™
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because I felt there might be underneath these signs some-
thing quite different which I ought to try to discover, a
thought which they transcribed after the manner of those
hieroglyphics which one might think represented only ma-
terial objects, Most assuredly this deciphering was difficult
but it alone offered some truth to be read. For the truths
that the intelligence grasps directly and openly in the full-
lighted world are somehow less profound, less indispensable
than those which Life has communicated to us without our
knowledge through the form of impressions, material be-
cause they have come to us through our senses, but the inner
meaning of which we can discern In short, in this case as
m.lhe other, whether objective impressions such as I had re-
ceived from the sight of the spires of Martinville, or subjec-
tive memories like the unevenness of the two steps or the
taste of the madelrine, I must try to interpret the sensations
23 the indications of corresponding laws and ideas; I must
try to think, that is to say, bring out of the obscunity what T
had felt, and convert it mto 2 spinstual equivalent, Now this
method, which seemed to me the only one, what was it ather
than to create a work of art? And already the consequences
came crowding into my mund; for, whether it was subjective
memories of the type of the sound made by the spoon * or
the taste of the madeleine, or those truths recorded with the
aid of external objects, the significance of which I sought to
find within my head, where, jumbled together, steeples, wild
flowers, they made up a complicated, flower-bedecked
medley, their first characteristic was that 1 was not free to
chaose them but they came to my mind pell-mell. And T
felt that that must surely be the hall mark of their gcx}uine

ness. T had not set out to seek the two paving stones in the
court which I struck my foot against, But it was preciscly
ﬂ:c fortuitous, unavoidable way in w}‘:.ich‘ 1 had come upor
"ha . o b -

. P R

” - . - - - -

*“Fork” in the French text here —F.{ B.
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of recapturing reality, That sensation is the guarantee of
the truth of the entire picture composed of contemporary
impressions which the sensation brings in its train, with !h.i!
unerning proportion of light and shadow, emphasis and omis-
sion, remembrance and oblivion, which conscious memory
and observation will never know, .
To read the subjective book of these strange signs (signs
standing out boldly, it seemed, which my conscious mind, a¢
it explored my unconscious self, went searching for, stumbled
against and passed around, hike a diver groping his way), no
one could help me with any rule, for the reading of that book
is a creative act in which no one can stand in our stead, of
even collaborate with us. And therefore how many there
are who shrink from writing it; how many tasks are under-
taken in order to avoid that ome' Each happening, the
Dreyfus case, the war, supplied fresh excuses to the writers
for not deciphcring that book—they wished to assure the
triumph of right, rebuild the moral unity of the nation, and
they had 10 time to think of Titerature, But these were only
excuses; they had —- - 1 Tt .
Tost what they '
to be done an . .- . ’
it But in art excuses count for nothing; good intentiont
2re of 1o avail; the artist must at every instant heed his -
stinet; so that art is the most real of all things, the sternst
school in life and truly the Last Judgment. ‘This book, the
most difficult of all to decipher, is also the only one dictated
to us by reality, the only one the * imprinting of which o8
our consciousness was done by reality jtself. No matfelr
what idea life may have implanted within us, its materid!
representation, the outline of the impression it has mad®
upon us, is always the guarantee of its indispensable truth
The ideas formed by pure intellect have only a logical truth,
a potential truth; the selection of them is an arbitrary act
The book written in symbolic characters not traced by us#
our only book. Not that the ideas we form ourselves My
not be logically correct, but we do not know whether thef
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are true.  Only the subjective impression, however inferior
the material may seem to be and however improbable the
outline, is a cniterion of truth and for that reason it alone
merits being apprehended by the mind, for it alone is able,
if the mind can extract this truth, to lead the mind to a
greater perfection and impart to it a pure joy. The subjec-
tive impression is for the writer what expenimentation is for
the scientist, but with this difference, that with the scientist
the work of the intelligence precedes, and with the writer it
comes afterwards Anything we have not had to decipher
and clanfy by our own personal effort, anything that was
clear before we intervened, is not our own. Nothing comes
from ourselves but that which we draw out of the obscurity
within us and which is unknown to others, And since art 1s
a faithful recomposing of life, around these truths that one
bas attained within oneself there floats an atmosphere of
poetry, the sweetness of a mystery, which is merely the
semi-darkness through which we have come. An o?lique
ray of the setting sun instantly recalls tome a pened in my
early childhood that I had never thought of since—when my
Ausit Léonie had an illness which Dr. Percepied feared might
be typhoid fever, so they moved me for a week into the little
toom Eulalic had on the Place de I'Eglse, which had only a
grass rug on the floor and a mushn curtain at the window
and always hummed with a sunshine T was not accustomed
to. And as I saw how the remembrance of that little room
of a former servant suddenly added to my past life a long
stretch of time so different from the rest and so delightful, 1
thought by contrast of the utter nullity of the impressions
that the most sumptuous affairs in the most princely man-
sions had contributed to my fe. The only slightly un-
pleasant thing about that room of Eulalie’s was that, owing
to the nearness of the railway bridge, you could hear the
Shriek'mg whistles of the trains at night. But since I knew
lhAat these cries came from machines under control, I was not
frightened, as I might have been in a prehistoric age by the
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bowlings of some nearby mammoth in his free and unregu-
lated wandenngs.

Thus I had already come to the conclusion that we are not
at all free in the presence of the work of art to be created,
that we do not do it as we ourselves please, but that it ex-
isted prior to us and we should seek to discover it as ¥t
would a natural law because it is both necessary and hidden.
But when art enabled us to make this discovery, was it not
d‘lsc!osing to us, after all, what we ought to hold most &
clous but what usually remains forever unknown to us, 04f
true life, reality as we have felt it, so different from what we
think that we are filled with great happiness when chanct
brings back to us the true remembrance of it? 1 convineed
myself of this by the falseness of even the art that calls jtself
“realist,” which would not be so untruthful if we had not
formed in life the habit of giving to our sensations an oVt
ward expression so different from them, which after a short
while we take for reality itself. I realised that I would 20t
have to trouble myself about the various literary theorics
tha‘t had disturbed me for a time, more especially those the
critics developed at the time of the Dreyfus case and revive
dunfnghthe war, which sought to “make the artist com¢ out
of h_xs ivory tower,” scorn frivolous or sentimental subjects
depict great working-class movements and, if not bugt
crowds, at any rate no more insignificant idlers “1 confess
that the portrayal of these useless persons is of no pmiculzr
interest to me,” Bloch said} but high-minded intellectuals o
heroes.  Moreaver, leaving one side for the present the ¢
sideration of their logical content, these theories seemed 10
me a proof of inferiority on the part of those who advanced
them, just as a really well bred child, hearing some people
with whom he has been sent to have luncheon say, “We
speak right out, we are frank,” feels that this remark fnds:
cates 2 moral quality inferior to the good deed, purt an
simple, which says nothing. True art has no use for 50
many proclamations and s produced in sileace. Moreoveh
those who thoorised thus used ready-made expressions whic
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bore a marked resemblance to the very ones they branded as
imbecile. And perhaps it is more by the quality of the lan-
greasas nodohoo Lo aba methatim neineinles nherrved that une
10ral effort

{f language

s {and ever

when it comes to studying the laws of character, one can do
this quite as well on a frivolous as a serious subject, just as
1 prosector can study the laws of anatomy precusely as well
on the body of an imbecile as on that of a man of talent, for
the great moral laws, ike those governing the circulation of
the blood ar renal elimination, vary but lutle with the intel-
lectual worth of the individual) is readily believed by those
who admire these theoreticians not to be a proof of intel-
!ccmal value, which they cannot infer from the beauty o.f an
image and can discern only if they see it expressed in direct
form, From this comes the vulgar temptation for the writes
1o produce intellectual works. A grave lack of fine feeling!
A book in which there are theones is like an article from
which the price mark has not been removed. And' even at
that, 2 price mark merely expresses value, whereas in litera-
ture logical reasoning lessens it We reason, that is to say,
we wander about aimlessly, whenever we lac1.< the power to
compel ourselves to pass & subjective impress{on through all
the successive stages that shall finalty lead to its co{npre}xcn-
sion and definition and to the expression of its reality. ‘The
reality to be expressed, I now understood, was to 'be found,
ot in the outward appearance of the subject, but in the ex-
tent to which this impression had pcnc(raled to 2 depth
where that appearance was of little importance, as was sym-
bolised by that sound of a spoon against a_ plate, that
starchy stiffiness of the napkin, both of more priceless value
for my spiritual renewal than any number 9f copv:rsan‘\o?s
on humanitarianism, patriotism of internationalism. *“No
more style!” 1 had heard them say in those eatlier days.
“No more literature! Give us life!l” Ope may imagin¢
how extensively even the simple theorics of M. de Norpois
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“against the flute-players * had blossomed forth again since
the beginning of the war, For everyone who, having no 2™
tistic sense—that is to say, no submission to subjective seality
—may have the knack of reasoning about art till doomsdajs
especially if he be, in addition, a diplomat or financier it
contact with the “realities ” of the present day, is only 10
ready to believe that literature is an intellectual game which
is destined to be gradually abandoned as time goes O
Some wished the novel to be a sort of cinematogrﬂp_h“
parade. ‘This conception was absurd. In reality, nothing
1s farther removed than this cinematographic view from what
we have perceived.

It so happened that as I entered this library, 1 remem-
bered what the Goncourts say about the beautiful first edi-
tions which it contains, and I determined to look them ove!
during the time I was obliged to wait there. And while sl
continuing my reasoning, I was taking out the precious vol-
umes one by one—without paying much attention to thets
T admit—when, just as 1 opened one of them absent-min®”
edly, George Sand’s Frangois le Champi, 1 felt mysclf us-
pleasantly struck by some impression very much out of har-
mony with what I had been meditating upon, uatil finally,
with'an emotion so strong that it moved me to tears, I 2%
to see how fully that impression was in agreement with 1y
thoughts. It was as though, at the very moment when the
undertaker's assistants are about to lower the casket into ¢
burial vault, the son of 2 man who had rendered great serv-
ice to his country, as he is clasping the hands of the 1zt
ff‘Cnd.S who file past, hears a sudden blare of trumpets ““d;r

. o DA ALY mocke
itis?

. I sour 10
his father’s remains, he can no longer hold back his tears
although till then he has mastered his emotions. I8 hk;
manner, I had just recognised the painful impression I M
experienced as [ read the title of a book in the libraty of the
Prince de Guermantes, a title which had formedy gve® me
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the idea that literature offered us that world of mystery
which 1 now no longer found in it. And yet it was not a
very unusual book, Frangois le Ghampr, but that name, like
the’ name “ Guermantes,” meant something different to me
from the names I had come to know since then. The re-~
membrance of what had seemed inexplicable to me in the
subject of Frangois le Champi while Mamma was reading it
to me had been aroused by this ntle, in much the same way
as the name “ Guermantes ” (when I had not seen the Guer-
mantes family for a long time) contained so much of feudal~
sm for me—just as Frangois le Champi contained the es-
sence of the novel—and for an instant 1t replaced the very
general idea as to what George Sand’s novels of the Berry
country are. At a duner party, where thought is always
superficial, I might, of course, have talked of Frangois le
Champi and the Guermantes without their being, either of
them, those I had known at Combray. But when I was
alone, as at this moment, 1 plunged far deeper inta my
thoughts. At that ume, the idea that some person whose
acquaintance I had made in society was a cousin of Mme. de
uermantes, that is to say, of a magic-lantern personage,
Was more than I could grasp, and quite as incomprehensible
was the suggestion that the most beaunful books 1 had read
might be—I will not say superior (whld} they were, }'mw~
ever) but even equal to that extraordinary Frangois le
Champi  This was an impression of my very early days, in
which the memories of childhood and the home were tenderly
intermingled, and I had not recognised it at once. The first
instant I angrily asked myself who was the stranger that
¢ame thus to cause me pam, and that stranger was my own
self, the child I had been 1n those days, aroused within me by
this book, which, not knowing me except as this child, had
instantly called him forth, wishing to be gazed at by his eyes
alene, loved only by his heart, and to talk to nio one but hum,
And that is why this book, which my mother had read aloud
to me at Combray almost until early morning, h:::i rctamcg
for me all the spell of that night, Ttis true that “the pen
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of George Sand (to borrow a favourite expression of Brichot
who loved to say that a book was “written with a tively
pen”) did not at all seem to me to be a magic pen, as it had
for 5o long to my mother, before she gradually came to pit
tern her literary tastes on mune. But it was a pen that
had unwittingly magnetised, as schoolboys often amust
themselves doing, and niow  thousand little details of Com
bray, which I had not seen for many 2 year, came nimblf
dancing along of their own accord, one behind the other, and
hung themselves on the nib of that electrified pen in an end
less chain of tremulous memories, Certain minds which art
fond of mystery marntain that objects retain something fron
the eyes that have gazed upon them, that monuments and
pictures are visible to us only through the perceptible vel
woven for them by the love and contemplation of many ¥
shippers throughout the centuries. This fantas would be:
come true if they would transfer it into the field of the onlf
Teality that exists for each of us, our own sensitivencst 10
impressions.

Yes, in that sense and that sense only, but it is even mort
extensive, something we looked at long ago, if we se¢ it agaid
brings back to us, along with the look we cast upon it all th
images 1t conveyed to us at that time. This is becaust
things—a book in its red binding, like so many others—&
soon as we take conscious notice of them, become somethin
immaterial within us of the same character as all our s¢2%
tions and preoccupations of that moment and combine indis
solubly with them. Some name we read in a book in b[
gone years, for example, contains among its syllablcs the
strong breeze and brilliant sunshine of the day whet w
came across it. In the slightest sensation conveyed 10 u
by the most ordinary food—the fragrance of 2 cup ©
coffee, for instance—we recapture that vague hope of fa
weather which beguiled us so often in the uncertainty of
morning sky when the day was still intact and fu L. A8
hour is a vase filled with perfumes, with sounds, with m?
ments, with changing moods and climates. Consequentt
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that Jiterature which is satisfied to “describe * objects,” to
give merely a miserable listing of lines and surfaces, 15 the
very one which, while styling itself “ realist,” is the farthest
femoved from reality, the one that impaverishes and sad-
dens us the most, for it sharply cuts off all communication
of our present self with the past, the essence of which was
Preserved in those objects, or with the future, in which they
stimulate us to enjoy the past anew. It is that essence which
art worthy of the name must express and, if it fails to do this,
©one can even then draw a lesson from its failure (whereas
one draws no lesson from even the successes of realism)
Namely, that this essence is in part subjective and cannot be
communicated to others.

More than that, a thing we saw at a certain period, or a
b‘?ﬂk we once read, does not reman forever assocrated solely
with what was about us at that time; they are attached quite
as faithfully to what we then were and they can be lived
through again only by the conglomerate of sensations, the
person, we then were. In this library, if 1 pick up Frangois
le Champi again, even in thought, there immediately rises
within me a child who takes my place and alone has the
sight to read that utle, Frangois le Champi, and who reads it
as he did years ago, with the same impression of the weather
out in the garden, the same dreams as he dreamed that day
about far-away lands 2nd life, the same anguish about the
morrow. But let me see some object from anotber bygone
time and a different young man will arise within me. And
oy inner self of to-day is merely an abandoned quarry which
believes that all the marble it contains is umform and mo-
notonous, but out of which each remembrance, like 2 Greek
ff“ll“m‘- carves innumerable statues 1 purposely said
" some object,” for books act in this respect the same as ol
Jects, and the way a book used to open, of the grain of the
Paper may have retained as keen a remembrance of what T

*The word déeimer which oocurs here in the French original would scem
1 be o misprint for dZcrire, which appears a few papes further on in the eame
contexion and similarly between quates —F.f B
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imagined Venice to be like, for instance, and my fonging t¢
go there, as the sentences themselves. Even keener, for the
latter are imes a hindrance, like photographs of a per-
son, which prevent one from recalling him as well as if one
were satisfied merely to think about him. It is true, wih
many books of my childhood (and, alas, even with some of
Besgotte’s) if I happened to pick them up some evening
when T was tired, I did it, I must admit, only as I might
have taken 2 traw, in the hope of resting my spirit with the
sight of different objects and a breath of air from 01‘?5"
times. But it happens also that the much-desired recalling
of things past 1s actually hampered by 2 prolonged seading
of the book. There is one book by Bergotte (the copy 12
the Prince’s library bore an extremely fawning and.pll(:'
tudinous inscription) which I read all through in one winter's
day long ago, when I could not see Gilberte, and now I cat”
not manage to find the pages I loved so much. Certait
words here and there make me think it might be those page%
but that is impossible, for where then, can be the beauty

thought I found there? But the snow that covered th¢
Champs-Elysées the day I read that book stil lies upon 1%
T can see it still. And that is why, if I had been tempted 19
be a book collector, as the Prince de Guermantes W%

would have been one of a very peculiar sort, seeking that
beauty which is independent of the “value” of a book, PP
erly speaking, and which it possesses for booklovers because
of their knowing the libraries it has passed through, or at
it was given to this or that famous man by this of that
sovereign on the occasion of same special event, and throvg

their having followed it from sale to sale throughout o
career; this historic beauty of a book, so to speak, WO

not be lost for me. But I would more gladly extract it from
the history of my own life than merely as a connoisseut an

for me it would often reside, not in one specific copyy DUt ';
the work itself, as in this Francois le Champi, which 1 bz

contemplated for the first time in my little room at Comb,’?:‘
during what was, perhaps, the sweetest and the saddest nig
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of my life (when I had, alas—at a time when the mystericos
Guermantes seemed to me very inaccessible—obtained from
my parents the initial abdication, from which I can date
the decline in my health and my will power and the daily
' increasing habit of postpomng a difficult task) and redis-
 covered to-day in the Guermantes library on the most beaut-
ol day of my life, as it happened, when a great light sud~
~ denly shone, not only on the old gropings of my thought, but
even on the purpose of my Iife and, perhaps, of art itself.
As for the individual volumes themselves, I would, by the
way, have been able to take an interest in them. but only by
giving living meanings to the terms. The first edition of 2
work would have been more precious to me than the others,
but T would have understood by that the edition in which I
read it for the first time. I would look for original editions,
by which T mean editions from which I received an original
' impression.  For the later impressions are no longer origi-
| nal. T would seek for the novels old-fashioned bindings, of
- the time when I read my first novels, in those days when my

father used so often to say to me, “Stand up straight”
' Like the dress jn which we saw a woman for the first time,
 they would help me recapture the love that filled me then,

the first beauty, on which I have superposed so many images,

less and less dear, trying to recapture the first one when I
' am not the “1” who saw them and must give place to the
'~ “I” which T was at that time in order that he may call forth
the thing he knew, which my present self does not know at
all, And the library I would build up in this way would be
even more precious, for the books 1 read in years past in
Combray, in Venice, now enriched by memory with vast
lI[un:\inations representing the church of S‘ai'nt—i.{llairﬂ, !310

story form, which the booklover never opens in arder to
read the text but to charm himself again with the colours
#dded to it by some rival of Fouquet, which give the volume
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all its value. And yet, after all, not to open the books one
read in carlier days except to look at illustrations with which
they were not embellished at that time would still seem tomé
so dangerous that I would not be tempted to be a book o
lector even in the sense 1 have described, the only one |
could understand. 1 know too well how easily the picure
left by the mind can be effaced by the mind, For the o
ones it substitutes new ones which do not have the sam
power of resurrection. If I still possessed the copy o
Frangors le Champi which Mamma one evening took out o
the package of books my grandmother was to give me igr
my birthday, I would never look at it; I would be too afraid
of inserting in it little by little my impressions of to-da;
covering completely those of former years; T would be 12
afraid of seeing it become so completely a thing of the present
that, when I asked it to call forth again the child who
spelled out its tie in the little room at Combray, not £ecog
nising its voice, he might not respond any longer to its alt
and might remain forever buried in oblivion.

*
* *

The idea of a popular art, like that of 2 patrioﬁc art,
seemed to me ridiculous, even if it had not been dangerou®
If it was a question of making art accessible to the peoplés
the perfections of form, “ good for the idle class,” were 33
ficed. Now, I had been among society folk enough 10 kno®
that they, not the electrical workers, are the real illiterate®
In this respect, an art popular in form would have bee? moft
propesly designed for the members of the Jockey Clob that
the Confédération Générale du Travail. As to subj““v,"m
common people are carried away by popular novels ot
about as much as children are by the books written sptm"
for them. In one’s reading one seeks to get out of ¥
ordinary environment, and workingmen are as much 1
terested in princes as princes are in workingmen- 1 tbe
very beginning of the war M. Barrés declared ‘that the artist
(in'this case it was Titian) should first of all serve the dof
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of his country. But he can serve it only by being an artist
or, in other words, on condition that when he is studying
. LR VT 3 e

imitate the Revolationists who out of “civic spinit ” scorned,
if they did not actually destroy, the works of Watteau and
La Tour, painters who were a greater honour to France than
all the artists of the Revolution. Anatomy is, perhaps, not
what 2 tender-hearted person would select if he had the
choice, It was not out of the kindness of his virtuous heart
—and he was very kind—that Choderlos de Laclos wrote
Les Lisisons Dangereuses, nor because of his fiking for the
petste bourgeoisie—or the grande, either—that Flaubert se-
lected for subjects those of Madame Bovary and L’Education
Sentimentale. Some sad that the art of a period of hurry
would be concise—just as others predicted before the war
that it would not last long. In Iike manner the railroad was
to kill meditation, it was useless to long for the days of
stage-coaches; but the automobile performs their functions
and again sets the tourists down near the abandoned churches.

An image presented by life brings us in reality at that
moment multiple and varying sensations For example, the
sight of the cover of a book one has previously read retains,
woven into the letters of its title, the moonbeams of a far-ofl
summer night. The {ragrance of the morning cup of coffee
brings us that vague hope of fair weather which so often
in former years smiled at us in the bnght uncertainty of
carly day as we drank our coffee from a bowl of creamy
white china, crinkled like coagulated milk. An hour is not
merely an hour. It is a vase filled with perfumes, sounds,
Plans and climates. What we call reality is a certain rela-
tionship between these sensations and the memories which
surround us at the same time (a relationship that is destroyed
by a bare cinematographic presentation, which gets further
away from the truth the more Closely it claims to adhere to
it) the only true relationship, which the writer must recap-
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ture so that he may forever link together in his phm'se its
two distinct_elements. One may list in an interminable
description the objects that figured in the place described,
but truth will begin only when the writer takes two different
objects, establishes their relationship—analogous in the world
of art 10 the sole relationship in the world of science, the
law of cause and effect—and encloses them in the necessary
rings of 2 beautiful style, or even when, like life itself, con-
paring similar qualities in two sensations, he makes }hﬂf
essential nature stand out clearly by joining them io 2
metaphor, in order to remove them from the contingencies
of time, and links them together with the indescribable bqnd
of an alliance of words. From this point of view regarding
the true path of art, was not nature herself a beginning of
art, she who had often allowed me to know the beauty
something only a long time afterwards and only thro“S};
something else—midday at Combray through the sound ¢!
its bells, the mornings at Doncitres through the hiccought
of our hot-water furnace? The relationship may be un't-
teresting, the objects mediocre and the style bad, but with-
out that relationship there is nothing, The literature that
is sausfied merely to “describe things,” to furnish a mise:
able listing of their lines and surfaces, is, notwithstanding 8
pretensions to realism, the farthest removed from reality, the
one that most impoverishes and saddens us, even though it
speak of nought but glory and greatness, for it sharply €Ut
off all communication of our present self with the past, 3¢
essence of which the objects preserve, and with the futu®
in which they stimulate uvs to enjoy the past again. ut
there was more than that, T reflected. If reality were merely
that by-product of existence, so to speak, appmximalt‘)'
identical for everybody—because, when we sa “bad
weather, war, cab-stand, brightly lighted restaurant, g”d‘n
in bloom,” everyone knows what we mean—if reality et
that, then naturally a sort of cinematographic film of thest
things would be enough and the style ” or the “literatu® i
that departed from their simple theme would be an artificis
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fors d’aruvre, But was that teuly reality? If I tried to
analyse for myself just what takes place 1n us at the moment
when something makes a certain impression on us—as, for
example, that day when, as I crossed the bridge over the
Vivonne, the shadow of a cloud on the water made me
exclaim, “Zut alors!” as I leaped for joy; or when, as I
listened to a remark of Bergotte’s, all that 1 caught of my
Impression was this, which was not particularly appropriate
o him: “Iyg very fine ”; or when, irntated by some dis-
Courtesy, Bloch uttered these words, not at all suited to such
@ vulgar experience: “It is simply incredible that anyone
would behave that way ”, or when, flattered at having been
cordially received at the Guermantes’ and, besides, a bit
Bustered by their wines, I could not keep from saying 10
2yself half aloud as 1 left them, “ Just the same, they’re
charming people, with whom it would be dcliglztful to pass
one’s fife -1 perceived that, to describe these impressions,
to write that essential book, the only true book, a great
writer does not need to invent it, in the current sense ot the
term, since it already exists in each one of us, but merely
totranslate it. The duty and the task of a wniter are those
of transtator,

. Now while, in cases involving the inaccurate language of
injured pride for example, the straightening out of the sub-
jective oratio obhgua (which diverges farther and farther
irom the first impression, which was a cerebral one) untf
it colncides with the straight lme that should have started
from the imprcssion, is an arduous process against which
our indolence gets up a sullen resistance, there are other
cates—where love is involved, for instancc-in.\vhlclz this
Speration becomes Ppositively painful.  All our feigned indif-
ference, our indignation against the very natural falsehoods
—s0 like those we resort to ourselves—in a word, all that
"e have said again and again whenever we were unhappy
o1 betrayed, not only to the beloved one but even, while
"aiting to see her, continually to ourselver and sometimes
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even aloud, breaking the silence of our bedroom with such
phrases as, “ No, really, such conduct is intolerable,” or “1
have consented to see you again, but for the last time, and
1 will not deny that it makes me very sad ”—to bring all
that back to the truth, based on what we really felt and from
which it has wandered so far, means doing away with all
that we clung to most strongly, all that formed the content
of our impassioned conversations face to face with ourselves,
in the midst of feverish plans for letters and other steps 0
be taken.

Even in our artistic enjoyment, although sought after for
the impressions it gives, we are very quickly content to Jeave
those impressions aside as something that cannot be €%
pressed and confine our attention to those phases which
allow us to experience the pleasure without analysing the

Srebos T ATttt we are commudl
+sith whom we shall
. . alking to them of
something which is the same for them as for us, the person
root of our own impression having been eliminated. At the
very times when we are the most dispassionate observers
of nature, of society, love, even art itself, since every impres:
sion has two parts, one of them incorporated in the o ject
and the other prolonged within ourselves and therefore know-
able only to us, we are quick to neglect the latter, that is to
say, the one part to which we ought to devote our attention,
and consider only the other half, which, being outside 0UI*
selves, cannot be studied deeply and consequently never wil
cause Us any fatiguing exertion; the slight groove that ?
musical phrase or the sight of a church made in our €07"
sciousness we find it too difficult to try to comprehe®
But we play the symphony again and again or keep retur®
ing to look at the church, until, in this running away {°®
our own life which we have not the courage to face—the}
call this “ erudition "—we come to know them as well, and
in the same manner, as the most learned lover of music o
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archzology. How many there are, consequently, who stop
at that point and extract nothing from their impression, but
Boto their graves useless and unsatisfied, like celibates of art.
o€ are tormented by the same regrets as virgins and
idlers, regrets that fecund labour would dispel, They are
more wrought up over works of art than the real artsts,
beeause they do not labour arduously to get to the bottom
of their emaotional state and therefore it is diffused in out-
ward expression, puts heat into their remarks and blood into
their faces; they think they are doing something really great
hen, after the execution of a work they like, they shout
vociferously “Bravo, brava!”  But these mamfestations do
ot force them to seek hght on the nature of their love;
they do not know what it really is. Meanwhile, this unex~
Pended Ppassion exuberates into even their calmest conver-
sation and leads them to ndulge in grand gestures, facial
Contortions and noddings of the head when they talk of art.

have been at a concert where they played some music
which, admit, did not thrill me. 'Then the quartette began
20d, mom dune pipe, that was another story'” (Here the
fausic lover’s face assumes an anzicus expression, as if he
Were saying to himself, « Why, I see sparks, I smell some-
thing burning; there must be a fire somewhere!”)  “ Good
Lord! what a difference! It was exasperating, it was badly
Written, but it was stunning! It was not something every-
body could appreciate.” And yet, ridiculous though these
devotees may be, they are not entirely to be scorned. They
are nature’s first efforts in the process of evolving the artist;
'-hgy are as shapeless and lacking in viabil:nty as the earliest
animals, which preceded the present species and were not
%0 constituted as to be able to survive. These weak-willed,
sterile dabblers should arouse our sympathv like those first

tell you, old man,” adds the dilettante, g‘s he takes your
arm, “that's the eighth time I've heard it and I promise 4
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you, it won’t be the last.” And in truth, since they fail to
assimilate the really nourishing part of art, they sufter from
a continual need of artistic enjoyment, a gnawing Lunger
that nothing can satisfy. So they go and applaud the sam¢
work for a long time at a stretch, believing also that in being
present they are performing a duty, an act of piety, 2
others regard their attendance at a meeting of a Board of
Directors or a funeral. Then come works of a different
even quite contrary, character in literature, painting of
music.  For the ability to launch new ideas and systems and,
especially, to abserb them has always been much mor¢
widespread than genuine good taste, even among the pro
ducers of art, and this tendency is spreading considerably
with the increase in the number of literary reviews a0

journals—and, along with them, of people who imagit®
they have been called to be writers and artists. There was
a time, for example, when the better element of our youth,
the more intelligent and more sincerely interested, no longef
cared for any but works having a lofty moral and sociologicth
even religious significance. They had the idea that that wa$
the criterion of the value of a work, thereby repeating the
error of such as David, Chenavard, Brunetiére, and other’;
Instead of Bergotte, whose airiest sentences, as a matte? ©
fact, required much profounder meditation, they preferte

writers who seemed more profound only because lhe}’_d‘

not write as well. “His intricate way of writing s §UI'¢

only to society people,” the democratically minded said,
thereby paying society folk a compliment they did not o¢
serve. But the moment our reasoning intelligence tries ©
judge works of art, there is no longer anything fixed or <&
tain; one can prove anything one wishes to, Whereas the
real essence of talent is a gift, an attribute of a cosmit
character, the presence of which should first of all be sought
for underncath the surface fashions of thought and style
it is by these latter qualities that the critics classily 3%
author. Because of his peremptory tone and his ostentatious
scorn of the school that preceded him, they put the manti®
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of prophecy on a writer who has no new message to deliver.

his constant aberration of the critics is such that a writer
should almost prefer to be judged by the public at large (if
the latter were not incapable even of understanding what an
artist has attempted in a lne of effort unfamiliar to 1t).
TFor the talent of a great writer—which, after all, is merely
an instinct religiousty hearkened to (while silence is imposed
on everything else) perfected and understood—has more in
common with the instinctive life of the people than with
the superficial verbiage and fluctuating standards of the
Conventionally recognised judges. Their battle of words
begms all over agamn every ten years—for the kalerdoscope
comprises not only society groups, but also social, political
and religious ideas, which temporarily spread out more
broadly through refraction in the large masses but neverthe-
less are shorthved, like all ideas whose novelty succeeds in
deceiving only minds that are not very exactng as to proofs.
Therefore parties and schools have followed one another,
attracting to themselves always the same minfls, men of
only relative intelligence, always prone to partisan enthu-
siasms which less credulous minds, more exacting in the
matter of proofs, avoid. Unfortunately the former, just
because they are only half-wits, need to round out their
Personalities with action; therefore they are more active than
the superior minds, attract the crowd and build up around
themselves, not only exaggerated reputations for some, and
unwarranted condemnation of others, but cvil and foreign
wars, which it ought to be possible to escape with a little
non-royalist self-cniticism. And as for the pleasure that a
perfectly balanced mind, a heart that is truly alive finds in
the beautiful thought of some master, it is no doubt wholly
tound, but however precious may be th.e men who are
¢apable of enjoying it (how many are there in twenty years?)
it nevertheless reduces them to the condition of being merely
the full consciousness of someone else. When a man has
done everything to win the love of 2 woman who apuld only
Yave made him unhappy and, despite repeated efforts over
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many =a-er Lo bes sos aran Lnan ~Wla tn aheain a randsrvols
with 1 . .
theda , - ., ‘
from La Bruyére, annotating it with a million words” and
the most moving memories of his own life: “ Men often want
to love and do not know how to succeed in so doing; thef
seek defeat but are not able to find it, so that, if I may §
express it, they are forced to remain free.” Whether he
who wrote that pensée intended it so or not (and then It
should read “be loved,” instead of “love,” and it would be
finer that way) it is certain that the sensitive man of letters
referred to gives it life, fills it with meaning to the poitt
of bursting and cannot repeat it without overflowing Wit
joy to find it 50 true and beautiful, and yet he has added

ardly anything to it and there remains merely the penst?
of La Bruyére.

How could documentary realism have any value at all,
since it is underneath litcle details such as it notes dowt
that reality is hidden—the grandeur in the distant sound 0!
an airplane or in the lines of the spires of Saint-Hilair®
the past contained in the savour of a madeleine, and so fort
~—and they have no meaning if one does not extract it from
them.

Stored up little by little in our memory, it is the chain of
all the inaccurate impressions, in which there s nothing
left of what we really experienced, which constitutes for ¥
our thoughts, our life, reality, and a so-called “art taket
from life” would simply reproduce that lie, an art a5 thin
and poor as life itsclf? without any beauty, a repetition ©
what our eyes sce and our intelligence notes, so wearisom
and futile that one is at a loss to understand where the art
who devotes himself to that finds the joyous, energising spark
that can stimulate him to activity ‘and enable him t0 8
forward with his task. The grandeur of real art, o "PC
contrary, art that M. de Norpois would have callé

astime for dilettanti,” is to rediscover, grasp again an Ia
cfore us that reality from which we live so far removed

224



THE PAST RECAPTURED

and from which we become more and more separated as the
formal knowledge which we substitute for it grows in thick-
ness and imperviousness—that reality which there is grave
danger we might die without ever having known and yet
which is simply our life, life as it really is, Life disclosed at
last and made clear, consequently the only life that is really
lived, that life which in one sense 1s to be found at every
moment in every man, as well as in the artist. But men
fail to see it because they do not try to get hght on it. And
thus their past is bered with less ph phi
negatives which Jie there useless because the intelligence
has not “developed ” them. To grasp again our life—and
also the life of others; for style is for the writer, as for the
painter, a question, not of technique but of vision. It is the
rcveladon—impossible by direct and conscious means—of
the qualitative differences in the way the world appears to
us, differences which, but for art, would remain the eternal
secret of each of us. Only by art can we get outside our-
selves, know what another sees of this universe, which is
not the same as ours and the different views of which would
otherwise have remained as unknown to us as those there
may be on the moon. Thanks to art, instead of seeing only
one world, our own, we see it under multiple forms, and as
many as there are original artists, just so many worlds have
we at our disposal, differing more widely from one another
than those that roll through infinite space, and years after
the glowing center from which they emanated has been
extinguished, be it called Rembrandt or Vermeer, they con-
tinue to send us their own rays of light.

This work of the artist, to seek to discern something
different underneath material, experience, words, is exactly
the reverse of the process which, during every minute t!ut
we live with our attention dwcned‘(ron.x aurselves, is being
carried on within us by pride, passion, intelligence and also
by our habits, when they hide our true impressions from
us by bury'mg them under the mass of pomcndamrcs and
Ppractical aims which we erroncously call life.  After all, that
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art, although so complicated, is actually the only living 2t
It alone expresses to others and discloses to us our own life,
that life which cannot be * observed ” and the visible mani:
festations of which need to be translated and often read
backwards and deciphered with much effort. But all the
work of our pride, our passion, our imitative spirit, 0U*
abstract intelligence, art will undo and will make us retrac®
our steps and return to the depths of our own selves, where
what has really existed lies unknown to us. And it is, 1=
deed, alluring, this task of re-creating the true life Bﬂfl
reviving the youthful freshness of our impressions, but it
calls for courage of every sort—even sentimental—for it
means, first of all, giving up our dearest illusions, ceasing 10
believe in the objectivity of what we have ourselves }"k
up, and instead of lulling ourselves for the hundredth timé
with the words, “ She was very sweet,” reading ‘behind all
this, “I enjoyed having her in my embrace” It is tri%
what T experienced in those hours of love, all men undergo
likewise, One goes through an experience, but what o2
has felt is like these negatives which shew nothing but black
until they have been held up before a lamp and they, 1%
must be looked at from the reverse side; one has no i0f
fvhat.they contain until they have been held up before the
intelligence, and only when it has thrown light upon t e
and intellectualised them do we distinguish—and with what
effort!—the outline of what we have felt. But I also realised
that the suffering I had at first undergone with Gilberte 3t
She thought that our love does not belong to the ont who
inspires it, s incidentally salutary as a means to ant end-
For, l}owever short our Iife is 1o be, it is only while we are
luﬂ'cn.ng that our thoughts, as though stirred by perpetudy
changing movements, bring up within our range of visiony
as in a storm, all that boundless world, governed by Jaws
but of which we had no view from our ill-placed windo¥)
for the calm of happiness leaves it all too smooth and belo?
our range of vision; perhaps only in a few great geniuses
does this up-surging constantly go on without their having
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need 10 be stirred by suffering; and yet, perhaps, when we
study the abundant and regular development of their joyous
work, we are too much inclined to infer that their lives were
joyful also, whereas, on the contrary, they may have been
continually filled with sorrow. But the principal reason is
that, if we do not love solely a Gilberte, then what made us
suffer so keenly was not that we loved also an Albertine,
but that our love is a portion of our soul more lasting than
the various selves which die successively in us and which
would selfishly Iike to retain this love—a portion of our soul
which, regardless of the useful suffering this may cause us,
mustdet " T ¢ Vremes o eedes en mitra
clear to t
love, an
Universal stiteligence, aUU HOL MISL Ly Lits wouisyy wutu o
that, in whom this one and that of our successive selves
seek to lose their identity. . .
My task, then, 1 reflected, was to re-establish the sig-
nificance of even the slightest signs by which 1 was sur-
rounded (the Guermantes, Albertine, Gilberte, Saint-Loup,
Balbec and so forth) long famliarity having destroyed their
meaning for me. We have to bear in mind that when we
shall have attained reality, we shall not be able to express
it and preserve it for all time unless we put aside all that
is different from it and is being continually suggested to us
by the haste that comes from habit. More than anything
clse, T would exclude, therefore, all those remarks that come
from the lips rather than the mind, clever remarks such as
one makes in conversation and which, aftgr a long conver-
sation with others, one continues to uttef in imaginary dis-
cussions with oneself, so that they ﬁll_the mind with lies,
those entirely mechanical remarks which any writer who
%0 lowers himself as to use them accompanies with a littde
smile, a litle grimace such as constantly disfigures the
spoken phrase of a Sainte-Beuve, for :xamp!g, whereas real
books must be the product, not of broad daylight and small
talk but of darkness and silence. And since art is a faithful
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recomposing of life, around the verities which one has
finally found within oneself there will always float an atmos-
phere of poetry, the sweetness of a mystery which is only
the last traces of the semi-darkness we have had to pass
through, the measure of the profundity of a work of ary
indicated with precision as by a depth gauge. (For this
profundity is not inherent 1n certain subjects, as some mate-
rialistically spiritualist novelists believe because they them-
selves cannot go below the world of outward appearance’
and all their noble intentions, like the virtuous harangues
charactenistic of certain people incapable of the slightest
kindly effort, should not blim{ us to the fact that lhe{' have
not had strength of mind enough even to rid themselves o
all the hackneyed forms acquired by imitation.

As for the truths which the intelligence—even that of the
finest minds—garners right out in the open, lying before I
in broad daylight, their value may be very great, but they
have harsher outlines and are alFon the “surface, with 2
depth, because no depths had to be penetrated in order ¥
get 10 them and they have not been re-created. Ofte?
writers in whom one no longer discerns these mysterioss
truths, after a certain age wnite only with their intelligencts
which has acquired more and more power; for this reasot
the books of their mature period have more force than thest
of their youth, but no longer the same velvety smoothnes®

And yet I felt that these truths which the intelligeac®
draws directly from reality are not entirely to be scomet
for it may be that they enchase, in a grosser substanté it
is true, but nevertheless pierce with understanding thos?
imprestions which are brought to us, outside of all consid”
erations of time, by the essential qualities common to sense
tions of the past and the present, but which, being more Pt
cious, are too rare for the work of art to be composcd whelly
of them. I felt surging within me a multitude of trot o
concerning passions, characters and customs which might
well serve in that manner, Every person who makes ¢
suffer we can associate with a divinity, of which that pers®®
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is only a fragmentary reflexion—the lowest step of the ap-
proach to the temple, as it were—and the contemplation of
this divinity as a pure idea gives us instant joy in place of
Ehe sorfow we were suffering; the entire art of living consists
in maling use of those who cause us suffering only as so
many steps enabling us to draw nearer to its divine form
and thus daily people our life with divinities. The per-
ception of these truths brought me joy, and yet 1 seemed
to remember that more than one of them I had discovered
through suffering and others in the midst of very common-
place pleasures, And then a new light dawned within me,
less brilliant, it is true, than the one which had disclosed
to me that the work of art is our only means of recapturing
the past, And I understood that all these matenals for
literary work were othing else than my past life and that
they had come to me in the midst of frivolous pleasures,
midleness, through tender affection and through sorrow, and
that T had stored them up without foreseemg their final pur-
pose or even their survival, any more than does the seed
when it lays by all the sustenance that is going to mourish
the seedling. Like the seed, 1 might die as soon as the
plant had been formed, and I found that I had been living
{or this seedling without knowing it, without any indication
whatsoever that my lfe would ever witness the realisation
of those books I 5o longed to wnite but for which T used to
find no subject when I sat down at my table. And so my
entire life up to that day could—and, from another point
of view, could not—be summed up under the utle, 4 Foce-
tign, 1t could mot, in the sense that literature had not played
any part in my Life as yet. Butit could, on the oth.er h.znd,
in that my Iife, the memones of its sorrows and its joys,
constituted a reserve after the manner of the albumen stored
in the ovule of plants, from which 1t draws its Putr‘mon. in
order to develop into a seed, long before there is anything
1o shew that the embryo of a plant is dev.elopmg, ?llhough
it s the repository of secret but very active chemical z.nd
Fespiratory phenomena, Thus my life was in contact w:zgf
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the forces that would bring about its maturation, and those
who might in after years draw sustenance from it would kow
nothing of what had been done for their nourishment, just 28
those who eat the edible grains little know that the rich
substances they contain first nourished the seed and made
possible its development. In this matter the same com-
panson may be false as a starting-point but true as 3
conclusion The wrniter envies the painter; he would Iike
to take sketches and notes—he is ruined as a writer if B¢
does so. But when he writes, there is not a gesture ©
one of his characters, not a single nervous mannerism o
intonation that was not suggested to him by his memotfi
there is not a single fictitious name of a character under
which he could not write the names of sixty persons he has
actually seen, one of whom posed for the grmace, another
for thg monocle, this one for the anger, that one¢ for the
becoming movement of the arm, and so on, And then the
writer realises that, if his dream of being a painter couk
not come true in a conscious and intentional manner, it b
happened to come true anyhow, and the writer finds that bt
100, has been making a sketchbook without knowing i
For, impelled by the instinct that was in him, long befort
he thought he might some day be a writer, he systemalicﬂl}'
ignored so many things which caught the attention of others
that he was accused of being absent-minded and himsell
thought that he could neither Iisten nor observe. But 3

the while he was instructing his eyes and ears to rets?
forever what seemed to the others to be childish trifles—th
tone in which a sentence had been spoken, the facial expres
sion and nent of the shoulders of about whor®
perhaps he knows nothing else—all this many years ag0
and only because he had heard that tone of voice before o
felt that he might hear it again, that it was something
enduring, something which might recur; it is the feeling for
the general which in the future writer automatically select?
what is general and can therefore enter into 2 work of 3

For he has listened to the others only when, however =¥
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or faolish they were, by repeating parrot-Iike what people
of like character say, they had thereby become the prophet-
!’“’df‘ the spokesmen for a psychological law. He retams
in his memory only what is of a general character. By such
Intonations, such play of the features, such movements of
the shoulders, even if they were seen in his now distant
childhood, the Life of others is pictured in his mind and
when, [ater on, he comes to write, it will be useful to him
for fe-creating reality either by composing a movement of

¢ shouldets common to many (and as true to hfe as if it
had been taken down in the notebook of an anatomist, but
sketched in this case to express a psychological truth) or
Y attaching to that of the should
of the neck characteristic of someone else, each of them
bavu-fg contributed his pose of an instant. i

Itis quite possible that, to produce a bterary work, imagi~
DAHON Anr caneil ace —ap fmaloslomccolla = o an oot at
the [at
the fo. .
food ¢ .
Sensitive to impressions but without imagination, might
Bevertheless write admirable novels. The suffering caused
im by others, his attempts to forestall it, the conflicts
provoked by his suffering and the other cruel person—all
that, interpreted by his sntelligence, might furnish the ma-
terial for a book not only as fine as if it had been imagined
and invented, but also as completely foreign to the author’s
Teveries as if he had been absorbed in himself and happy,
&S sufprising to him and as much the product of chance as
2n accidental caprice of the imaginaton. Even the human
€ings most stupid as to gestures, remarks and spontaneously
Cipressed sentiments demonstrate laws that they are not
awvare of but which the artst unexpectedly discovers in them.
.Scause of his studies of this type, the common herd con-
siders the writer unkind, but without justification because
I 2 ridiculous traiy the artist sees a splendid generality,
which he does not count to the discredit of the person under
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observation any more than the surgeon would despise him
{or being afflicted with a rather frequent disturbance of the
circulation, That is why the artist scoffs at ridiculous trai$
less than anyone else. Unfortunately, be is more unhappf
than unkind when it comes to his own strong feelings;
although he knows quite as well their general character, It
s less easy for him to free himself of the personal suffcring
they cause. Of course, when some insolent fellow fnsuls
us, we would have preferred that he praise us; and st
more, when 2 woman we adore betrays us, what would we
not give to have it otherwise! But our resentment of the
msult, our grief over the desertion will then prove 0 be
strange lands which we would otherwise never have know?
and the discovery of which, however painful to the ma%
becomes priceless to the artist. And that is why the meat
spirited and the ingrate figure in his work, jn spite of PiZ
and them. The pamphleteer involuntanly shares his famt
with the rascal he has pilloried. Ope can recognise in ev¢
work of art the men whom the artist has hated most 12
tensely and, alas, even the women he has loved most deeply-
The latter were only posing for the writer at the ¥eT
moment when, against his will, they were causing him the
most suffering.  When I was in love with Alberting, 11
alised clearly that she did not love me and I was forced ¥
reconcile myself to merely learning from her what it
experience suffering, love and, at first, even happiness. A%

when we endeavour to extract the general qualizies from
our sorrow and to write about it, we are somewhat consoleds
perhaps for a still different reason from any of those I have
given here, which is that thinking in terms of g:ner{ih"f’
and writing comprise for the writer a healthful and indis
pensable function, the fulfilling of which brings happines$: *
do for a man of a physical type exercise, sweating an e
bath. To be frank, I rebelled somewhat against that. I
is true, I believed that the supreme truth of life is in an;;“
is true, on the other hand, that 1 was no more capable

the effort of memory which would have been rcq“;"d ©
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love Albertine again than to mourn again for my grand-
mcth:'r; nevertheless T questioned whether a work of art
of which they should have no knowledge would accomplish
anything for them, for the destiny of these dear departed
ones. My grandmother, whom I with such indifference had
sten go through her last agony and die close beside me—
oh, might [ in explation, when my work should be completed,
wounded beyond relief and abandoned by all, suffer for long
aad weary hours before 1 died! In addition, I felt infinite
Pity even for beings less dear, even for those to whom I was
mdifferent, and for so many human destinies the suffering
and even the absurdities of which my thought had made use
of as it endeavoured t e et
Who had revealed trut

ing, seemed to me to

one but me, and to have died for me. It was sad for me to
think that my love, which had meant so much to me, would
Be so detached 1n my book from any person that different
readers would make 1t apply closely to the love they had
felt for other women. But should I be shocked at this
Posthumous infidelity, or that this or that man might sub-
stitute unknown women as objects of the sentiments ex-
Pressed in my book, when this infidelty and this division
of love among several beings had begun in my lifetime and
even before T had started to wnite? I had suffered much for
Gilberte, for Mme, de Guermantes and for Albertine in suc-
cession,  Successively, too, I had forgotten them, and only
my love itself, addressed to, bestowed on different beings,
had been enduring, The profanation of one of my memories
by unknown reagers 1 had already consummated ahead of
twem. T was not far from feeling horror of myself, as might
some nationalist party in whose name hostities had b:sn
carried on and which alone had benefited from a war in
which 5o many noble victims had suffered and succumbed
without even knowing the outcome of the struggle—which
would have been such a p ion to my grandmoth
atleast. And the only consolation for her not knowing that
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1 was finally setting myself to work was that—such is the
lot of the dead—even if she could not rejoice in my progress,
at least she had long since ceased to be conscious of my
inactivity, of my wasted life, which had been such a sotrow
to her. " And certainly there would not be only my grand-
mother and Albertine, but many others besides, from whom
1 had appropriated a word or a glance but whom I no
longer recalled as individual creatures. A baok is a grest
cemetery in which one can no longer decipher the half-
effaced names on most of the graves. Sometimes, on the
contrary, one recalls the name very well but cannot remember
whether anything of the person himself survives in these
ages. That young girl with the deep-set eyes and the
indolent manner of speech, is she here?  And if she does lie
here, one no longer knows in what part and how can on¢
find out under all the flowers? But since we live withdraw?
from individual human beings, since we soon forget ouf
strongest feelings, such as my love for my grandmother and
for Albertine, and they become for us no more than 2 wor
we do not understand and we are able to talk of them with
society folk, to whose houses we are still glad to go, albeit
those we loved are all dead, then if there exists a way for u$
to learn to understand these forgotten words, should we not
employ it, even though it be necessary first to transcnbe
them Into a universal language, which at any rate wil be
permznent and would make of our lost ones, in the truest
essence of their natures, an eternal acquisition for all huma?
beings? And even this law of change, which made thos
words unintelligible for us, if we succeed in explaining i
does not our inferiority become a new source of strength?
Furthermore, the work in which our sorrows have collabo
rated can be interpreted both as an evil omen of suffering
yet to come and as a happy sign of consolation in the future:
In truth, when we say lﬂa( his loves and his sorrows ha%
been helpful to the poet and have aided him to construct bi$
work, that unknown women have quite unsusp:ctingly, ont
with a meanness, another with a mockery, brought each her
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stone for the building of the monument they will never sce,
we do not sufficiently take into consideration that the life
of the writer does not end with this work, that the same
fermnm— w100 SNt el lemdaima dasete melfortam
wt ,
exi .

in .
the ,
the

lov

mi .

happy love which is the certain forerunper of others and
will result in the poet’s life resembling his work, so that he
will have scarcely any more need to write, such a faithful
forecast of what is to come will he be able to find in what
he has already written. Thus my love for Albertine, with
all its points of difference, was already recorded in advance
in my love for Gilberte, in the midst of those happy days
when Albertine’s aunt first mentioned her name and de-
scribed her to me, without my suspecting that this insig-
nificant germ would develop and one day engross my whole
existence, But from another point of view, the w.ork is a
promise of happiness, because it (ea.l:hes us that in every
love the general is to be found beside the particular and
that we should pass from the latter to the former by an
exercise which forufies us against suffer.ing by s?xcwmg us
how 10 ignore its cause and study deeply its :s'sennal nature.
And in truth, as I was to find out by experience .Iarer on,
even at the very time the artist lovcs.and suffers, if he has
ﬁna!ly achieved his true vocation, dunng the hours of wqu
he feels so clearly the loved one merge into 2 vaster reality
that he finally comes to forget her at times and to suffer
10 more from his love while at his work than as though
it were some purely physical malady in which the loved ane
had no part, a sort of cardiac ailment. It is true that this
is only for a few moments now and then, and the effect seems
10 be quite the opposite if the congenial work comes later.

238




REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

For when the human beings who by their evil character or
their lack of character managed, in spite of us, to destroy
our illusions have themselves been reduced to nothingness
and separated from the amorous delusion we had constructed
for curselves, if then we set ourselves to work, our soul
resuscitates these beings and, for our own purposes of
self-analysis, considers them the same as others who ha

loved us, and in this case literature, taking up again the
abandoned labours of the amorous illusion, confers a sort
of renewal of life on sentiments that had already ceased
to exist. It is true, we are obliged to go through our own
individual suffering again, with the courage of the doctor
who repeats on himself the dangerous inoculation, But at
the same time we have to represent it to ourselves in 2
general form and this enables us to a certain extent to escape
1ts strangling grip, makes the whole world share in our
suffering with us and is not without even a certain jof-
When life walls us in, our intelligence cuts an opening, for,
(hpugh there be no remedy for an unrequited love, one cat
win release from suffering, even if only by drawing from 1t
the lessons it has to teach, 'The intelligence does not recog-
nise in life any closed situations without an outlet. There
fore, since nothing can last if it does not become general of
if the mind lies to itself, T was forced to resign myself 10
the idea that even those dearest to the writer were in the
last analysis merely posing for him, as it is with painters.
Sometimes, when a_painful study has been left merely
sketched in, a new affection or fresh suffering comes to hf‘g
us fill it in and complete it. As to those great sorrows whic

serve a useful purpose, we have not much cause for com-
plaint, for there is no lack of them, they come in quic

succession. Nevertheless, we should hasten to take advan*
tage of them, for they do not lase very long because ¥¢
quickly console ourselves or clse, when they are too vident
and the heart is not very strong, we die. 1In love, our for
tunate rival—otherwise styled our enemy—is really our bene
factor. To someone who had aroused in us merely 32
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insignificant physical desire, he immediately adds an im.
mense value, foreign to her, it is true, but which we attribute
o her. If we had no rivals, physical pleasure would not
develap into love—if we had none or did not think we had,
for it is not necessary that they really exist. Sufficient for
our good is the illusory existence bestowed on purely im-
dginary rivals by our suspicions and our jealousy. “Hap-
piness is beneficial for the body but it is grief that develops
lfle powers of the mind, Moreover, even if it did not each
time disclose to us a law, it would nevertheless be indispensa—
Ble for bringing us back to the truth, forcing us to take
things in serious vein, by uprooting each time the tangled
growth of habits, sk ptici flipp indi Tt is
true that grief, which is not compatible with happiness or
health, is sometimes prejudicial also to hife, In the end,
sorrow Lkills, At each fresh, overpowering shock we feel
another vein stand out and develop its deadly swellings along
our temples, beneath our eyes. Thus were produced little
by fittle those terrible, grief-ravaged faces of the aged Rem-
brandt and the aged Beethoven, whom everyone used to
scoff at.  And the pouches under the eyes and wrinkles on
the brow would be nothing if there were not also the suf-
feing in the heart. But since forces can change their
nature and sustained heat become light and the electricity
of lightning record a photograpb, since the dull ache at our
heart can raise, as 1t were, a banner for each fresh sorrow,
the permanent symbol of an inper image, let v accept the
physical injury it inflicts because of the spiritual wisdom
that it brings; fet us allow our body to disintegrate, since
eich fresh particle that breaks off, now luminous and de-
cipherable, comes and adds itself to our work to complete
1t at the cost of suffening superfinous to others more gifted
and to make it more and more substantial as emotions
gradually chip away our life. Ideas take th.e place of
sorrows; when the latter are transformed into ideas, they
at once lose part of their noxious effect on the hcart.and
from the very first moment the transformation itselfl udme}
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joy. But ideas succeed sorrows only as a matter of chro-
nology, for the idea would seem to be the original element,
and the sorrow only the form under which certain ideas first
enter our consciousness. But there are several families b
the group of ideas and some are joys from the very start.
These reflexions suggested to me a more vigorous and mort
correct meaning for the truth I had often dimly felt, espe-
cially when Mme. de Cambremer used to wonder how |
could neglect the company of a remarkable man like Elstit
for that of Albertine. Even from the intellectual point of
view I felt that she was wrong, but 1 did not realise that
what she failed to understand was the kind of lessons &
sman of letters needs in serving his apprenticeship. For that
the objective value of the arts is meagre; what it is neces
sary to draw out, to bring forth into the light, is our feelngs,
our passions—that is to say, the passions and feelings ©
everyone. A woman for whom we have a great longin
causes us suffering, draws from us long series of feelings far
more profound and vital than would an exceptional man
who has aroused our interest. It remains to be determineds
dcpe‘ndent upon the plane on which we live, whether W&
consider that a certain betrayal by which a woman has m3 o
us suffer is of little consequence compared to the truths thid
betrayal has disclosed to us, which the woman, happy 1
have made us suffer, could scarcely have v:omprchenl‘]_e

In any case there is no lack of these betrayals; the writef
may embark upon a long work without apprehension. Let
the intelligence but begin its task and there will com¢ up
along the way sorrows in plenty which will undertake ©©
complete it,  As for happiness, it has hardly more than onf
useful quality, namely to make unhappiness possible: i
our happiness, we should form very sweet bonds, full d
confidence and attachment, in osder that the sundering @
them may cause us that priceless rending of the heart which
is called unhappiness. If one had not been happy: though
-only in hope and anticipation, the misfortunes wou d have
no cruelty and therefore no good resulr. And just 3¢ the
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painter needs to study many churches in order to paint one,
even more so must the writer who wishes to acquire volume,
substance, generalness, literary reality, study many human
beings for a single sentiment, for if 1t is true that “art is
long and life is flecting,” one can on the other hand say that,
of nspiration is fleeting, the sentiments it has to paint are
not much more lasting. It is our moments of sufferng
that outline our books and the intervals of respite that
wnite them, When our inspiration revives and we are able
to take up our work again, the woman who posed for us for
a certain sentiment 1s already no longer able to make us
feel it. We have to complete her portrait from another
model and, even though this involve infidelity to the first
woman, there is no great disadvantage in these substitu-
tions from the literary point of view, thanks to the similarity
of our feelngs, which makes a book at the same time a
record of our past loves and a chromicle of our new ones.
That is one of the reasons for the worthlessness of those
studies which seek to discover the originals of the personages
in a book, For a book, even one of outright confession,
1 interpolated between various episodes of the author’s life,
those before it, which inspired 1t, and those which come
after and resemble it quite as much, the details of the later
loves being closely patterned on the earlier ones. For we
are more faithful 1o cur own selves than even to the one we
have the most deeply loved, and we forget her in time and
fall in love again, swce that is one of the traits of out
character, At the very most the woman we loved so decply
added an individual form to this love which will hald us
faithful to her even in our infidelity. With the next woman
we shall feel the same need of morning walks z‘:r.of accom-
panying her home at the end of the day or of giving her far
%0 much money. (It is a curious thing, this circulation
of the money we give to women who because of that ma}(:
Us unhappy, that is to say, make it possible for us to write

00ks; one might almost say that works of art, like artesian
wells, mount higher in proportion as the suffering has more
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deeply pierced the heart.) These substitutions give the book
an impersonal, more general character and this is at the
same time a stern admonition that we should not devote our
attention to persons but to ideas, which have a real existence
and are therefore susceptible of expression. And even 2t
that the writer must hasten and not waste time while he has
these models at his disposal. For those who pose to repre
sent happiness seldom have many sittings to give us. But
those who pose for sorrow grant us many sittings in that
studio to which we repair only at those times, our innet 5{“-
Those periods are, as it were, 2 representation of our life
with its various sorrows, for they also contain different sof-
rows and a new one, new in every meaning of the word, just
when we thought calm had come, perhaps because these
unforeseen situations force us to come more deeply info
contact with ourselves; these painful dilemmas which love
continually presents instruct us and gradually disclose 10
us the substance of which we are made.

.Funhcrmore, even when suffering does not supp‘)’y. b,y
disclosing it to us, the subject matter of our work, it
useful by impelling us to undertake it. Imagination 3%

il may be admirabl hines in themselves but thef
may stand idle unless suffering furnishes the motive power:
Therefore when Frangoise, secing Albertine enjoy the fre¢
run of my house like a pet dog, turn everything upside dowt,
involve me in too heavy expense and ‘cause me 50 muc
heartache, said to me (for at that time I had already writt®?
some articles and a few translations), “Ab, if, instead ©
that hussy who makes you waste your time, you had take?
on a refined young man to act as secretary andykecp all th?"
old papers in order,” I was, perhaps, mistaken in thinking
she was talking wisely. By making me waste my time 3
by causing me unhappiness Albertine had perhaps been mo™
useful to me, even from the literary point of view, t ‘“:

rivate sccretary who might have arranged my “old p2per*
in an orderly file. But nevertheless, when a living being=
and perhaps in nature that creature is man—is 80 poorlf
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canstituted that he cannot love without suffering and must
suffer in order to learn new truths, the existence of such a
creature becomes very wearying in the long run. Happy
Years are wasted years; we wait for suffering before setting
towork, 'The idea of suffering as an ineluctable prerequisite
has become associated in our minds with the idea of work;
we dread each new undertaking because of the suffering we
know we must first go through to formulate it in our imagi-
hation. And when we understand that suffering is the best
thing we can encounter in life, we contemplate death without
dismay as a sort of emancipation. However, if I was in-
clined to rebel at that thought, I still had to take into con~
sideration that very often we have not played with life,
made the most of our human contacts for the benefit of our
baoks, but quite the contrary. The case of Werther, such
2 noble one, was not, alas, my own. Without believing an
instant in Albertine’s love, 1 had wanted to commit suicide
for her a score of times, 1 had ruined myself for her finan-
cally and physically, When 1t comes to writing, we take
infinite pains, we examine very closely, we reject whatever
is not true. But when it is merely our life that is at stake,
We ruin ourselves, wreck our health, commit suicide for a
lot of lies. Tt is true that (if one has passed the poetic
age) it is from the gangue of those kies that one can extract
just a little truth. Our sorrows are obscure, despised ser-
vants, whom we struggle against but who gain more and

ore dominion over us, hed hut irrepl servants,
who lead us by subterranean passages to the truth and to
our death. Fortunate are they who come upon the former
before they reach the latter and for whom, however closely
they may follow one another, the hour of truth sounds before
the'call of death.

1 understood also that the most trivial incidents of my
carlier life had combined to teach me the lesson of idealism
that was now going to be so useful to me. My meetings
with M. de Charlus, for example, had enabled me—even
before his pro-Germanism taught me the same lesson and
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better, even, than my love for Mme, de Guermantes of for
Albertine or Saint-Loup’s love for Rachel—to satisfy myself
that the subject is 2 matter of indifference and that the mind
can put anything into it—a truth the importance of which is
disclosed even better in the phenomenon of homosexuality,
so little understood and so needlessly censured, than in that
of normal love, instructive though that is. Love shows us
beauty leaving the woman we no longer love and alighting
on one whom others would consider most homely and who
may have seemed 5o to us in the past and may again in the
future; but it is sull more surprising to see it lodge under
the cap of an omnibus conductor and win the devoted wor-
ship of a noble lord, who straightway abandons a beautifu!
princess. My astonishment each time I saw again on the
Champs-Elysées, in the street, on the beach, the face of
Gilberte, of Mme, de Guermantes, of Albertine, did not that
demonstrate how steadily a memory of the past diverges 2
a tangent from the impression with which it coincided at
first but from which it draws farther and farther away!
The writer should not be offended to see kis heroines given
masculine countenances by the invert. Ouly by this some-
what abnormal peculiarity can the latter then give to whit
he reads its full general value. If M. de Charlus had not 3t~
tributed Morel’s features to the “ faithless one * whom Mus
set weeps over in La Nuit d’Octobre or Souvenir, he would
have neither wept nor understood, since it was only by that
route, narrow and roundabout, that he could approach the
verities of love. Tt is only by a habit acquired in the i1
sincere language of prefaces and dedications that the writet
says “my readers.” In reality, each reader reads only what
is already within himself. The book is only a sort ©

optical instrument which the writer offers to the readef ©©
enable the latter to discover in himself what he would 208
have found but for the aid of the book. Tt is this readif
within himself what is also in the book which constitut!
the proof of the accuracy of the latter and vice verso—*

least to a certain extent, for any discrepancy between the %0
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texts should often be laid to the blame of the reader, not the
avthor, Furthermore, the book may be too learned, too ob-
scure, for the simple-minded reader and therefore provide
dim with only 2 cloudy glass, through which he will be unable
W read. But other peculiarities, such as iaversion, may
make it necessary for the reader to read in a certain way in
order to understand, and the author should not take offence
but should give the reader the maximum liberty, saying to
b{ﬂi‘, ““See whether you read better with this glass or that, or
With ames 0w

. . . . .
to -
du -
m . 0
pr .. .
Clew  yewung a woman mside our skin,” even to the point
of making us love passionately for a few minutes an ugly
Woman, whom in real hfe we could have come to love only
after years of familiatity and cohabitation and with the aid
of some miraculous doctor to give us intravenous injections
of love—_and quite as possibly of suffering also; with the same
speed, the amorous suggestion which they impressed on us
is dispersed and not only the nocturnal mistress ceases to
exist for us as such and becomes again the ugly woman we
510% 50 well, but sometimes there 15 dispersed also some-
thing more precious, a fascinating composite of feelings,
affection, voluptuous delight, dimly outlined regrets, a whole
mbarquement pour Cythére of passion, whose delicate
shadings of 5 delicious accuracy we would fain note for our
#Wakening but which disappears from sight like a canvas too
faded to be restored. And it was perhaps also by the pre-
Posterous pame they play with Time that dreams hzd. fasci-
Pated me,” Had ¥ not often seen in one ni ht, nay, in one
minute of one night, dim, remote periods of my life, so far
it the past that T could scarcely distinguish any longer the
fe:lings I had had at that fime, come rushing down upon me
full tife, blinding me with their brightness, like giant airplanes
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instead of the pale stars I believed them to be, bringing me
again all they had once held for me, giving me the emotiod,
the shock, the brilliance of their immediate proximity; and
then when I awoke, retrace the distance they had so miracy-
Yously crossed at one bound and even make me believe, but
mistakenly, that they were one of the means of recapturifg
the Past? .

I reahised that only superficial and defective observation
attaches all importance to the object, when the mind i
everything, I lost my grandmother in reality many munﬂ"li
after T had lost her in fact; I had seen persons changé %
appearance according to the ideas that I or others had o
them, or one person appear as several, according to those
who were looking at him (such, for example, as the different
<conceptions of Swann at the beginning of this work, de-
peading on those who met him; or the Princesse de Luxem*
bourg as she seemed to me and as she appeared to the
premier président) or even when the same person Jooked at
them after several years’ interval (the variations of the
name “Guermantes” for me and my different ideas .Of
Swann). 1had seen a lover attribute to his belovéd qualities
that were only in himself, I had come to understand this
all the better because I had altered and extended to the 1t
most the gap between objective reality and love (Rachd
as she appeared to Saint-Loup and to me, Albertine t0 ™€
and to Saint-Loup, Morel o the omnibus conductor to M. 8¢
Charlus and to others). Finally, to a certain extent the
pro-Germanism of M. de Charlus, like the glance Saint-Lo"P
cast at Albertine's photograph, had helped me free mysel

for a moment, if not from my Germanophobia, at least from
warr £alth Tn fea mura abtanen f D g, 0ol L Langet that

tinthe

sing o8

. (. . . manitys

there is above all an objectivity of fcelir‘lg such as madt
Rachel appear so precious to Saint-Loup and Albertine 10
me. What, in fact, made it possible that this perversity wal
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oot wholly peculiar to Germany, was that, just as T as an
individual had successive love affairs at the end of which
the object of my love appeared worthless to me, just so I had
aleady seen in my country successive hatreds which had,
for example, held up as traitors—a thousand times worse
than the G . R o
be deliverin

e patriot: .
member of which was necessarily a liar, 2 wild beast, an
imbecile—except, of course, those Germans who had espoused
the French cause, such as the King of Rumania or the
Empress of Russia. It is true that the anti-Dreyfusards
would have replied, “That’s not the same thing” But as
4 matter of fact, it is never the same thing, any more than
it is the same person; otherwise, faced with the same phg-
nomenon, the man who is duped by it could blame only his
subjective condition and would not be able to believe that
the good or bad quahties are in the object itself.

Tha s ne v . RIEAoBE DU R, [ R

o
2 . >

come assimilated; undying hatred of the Germans for the
Latin race, the yellow race being for the moment restored to
favour), This subjective side was noticeable, by the way, in
Conversation with neutrals, among whom the gro—Gcrmans,

for esample, had the faculty of temporarily ceasing to under-
stand or even to listen when one mentioned the German
atrocities in Belgium. (And yet they were real.) The sub-
jective element 1 had noticed 1n hate, as in sight itself, did

Dot prevent the object from having real qualities and defects

and did not by any means cause the reality to vanish away
iato pure “relativism.” And if, after so many years had
gone by and so much time had passed, I perceived this vital
influence of the Jac interne even in international relations,
had I not suspected this at the very outset of my life when
Teading in the garden at Combray one of thosc novels by
Bergotte which, if 1 turn a few of their forgotten pages and )
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read of the schemes of some evil character, I cannot lay aside
until I kave turned to the end of the book and assured ‘myself
that this evil person is properly humitiated and lives long
enough to see lus dark schemes thwarted? For I no longer
r bered just what happened to these 3t
which, moreover, they resembled the persons who were at
Mme. de Guermantes’ this afternoon and whose past Ife, it
several cases at least, was as vague in my mind as i1 ha
read it in some half-forgotten novel. Did the Prince d'Agri-
gente finally marry Mile. X2 Or was it her brother who
was to have married the Prince’s sister? Or was I geting
it all confused with something I read long ago or something
I had dreamed recently? .
As dreams constituted another of the facts in my life which
had always struck me most forcibly and must have been the
strongest factor in convincing me of the purely mental chat*
acter of reality, I was not going to scorn their assistanc® b
the writing of my book. When T was living rather selﬁshy
wrapped up in a love affair, a dream brought my grand-
mother strangely close to me, making her traverse great
extent of intervening time, and likewise Albertine, whom
then began to love once more because in my sleep she b
provided for me, albeit attenuated, a version of the affair
with the laundress. I reflected that dreams would sometimes
in this way bring nearer to me truths or impressions whi
would not come through my own unasided effort of even
through natural contingencies, and that they would awaket
in me a desire, a longing for certain non-existent things, whid
is the prerequisite cordition for creative work, for getung
out of the rut of habit and getting away from the concreit:
I would not scorn this second muse, this nocturnal musé
who would occasionally assume the functions of the othets
1 had sometimes seen people of noble birth show 2 vulgp!
streak when their mind was vulgar, as in the case of the ue
de Guermantes, for instance, who used to say, “ You have
some nerve!” as Cottard might have said, In medicine, 1%
the Dreyfus case, in the war, | had seen people believe that
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truth is a specific fact which doctors and cabinet ministers
have in their possession, a “yes” or “no” that needs no
further explanation, so that an X-ray plate would disclose
Wwithout interpretation what 1s the matter with the patient,
and that those in power knew whether Dreyfus was guilty
or, without any need of sending Roques to make an investi-
gation on the spot, whether Sarrail was in a position to move
forward at the same time as the Russians. There 1s not a
single hour of my life which would not have served in this
way to teach me that, as I have said, 1t 1s only a superficial
and defective observation which attaches all importance to
the object, whereas on the contrary the mnd 1s everything.
After all, as Y thought it over, the substance of my experience
of life came to me from Swann and not merely through
everything connected with him and Gilberte. It was he who,
away back in the Combray days, gave me the desire to go
to Balbec, where my parents would otherwise never have had
the idea of sending me, and but for that I would never have
met Albertine. Undoubtedly, her face, as I saw her for the
first time, outlined agamst the sea, was the source of inspira-
tion for certain things I would surely wnte. In one sense
this was true, for if I had not gone to walk on the embank-
ment that day and if I had not met her, alt those ideas would
not have developed {unless possibly through some other
woman). But in another sense I was wrong, for this in-
spirational pleasure we like to find retrospectively in a
Wwoman’s pretty face comes from our senses; it was, ind:_ed.
qQuite certain that Albertine, and particularly the Albertine
of those days, would not have understood those pages I was
£0ing to write. But it was just for that reason, just because
she was so different from me (and this is 2 wazsning that we
sheuld not live in too intellectual an atmosphere) that she
had given me inspiration through suffering and even, at the
very first, simply through the cfort one must make to
imagine something different from onescll. If she had been
able to understand these pages, just because of that sh:,._
would not have inspired them. But if it had not been for
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Swann, I would not even have known the Guermantes, since
my grandmother would not then have renewed her acquain-
tance with Mme de Villepansis and 1 would not have met
Saimnt-Loup and M. de Charlus, which led to my meeting the
Duchesse de Guermantes and, through her, her cousin, s0
that it was also through Swann that I happened at this mo-
ment to be in the house of the Prince de Guermantes, where
the idea of the book I was to write had just come to me sud-
denly—which meant that I should be indebted to Swann, not
only for its subject but also for the decision to undertake it-
A rather slender stem, perhaps, to support in this way the
entire expanse of my life! (In that sense “Swann’s way”
had led by chance to this “ Guermantes way.”)

But very often the unwitting author of certain phases of
our life is ‘someone very inferior to Swann, some extremely
mediocre person. Might it not have been enough for any
chance companton to tell me about some attractive prostitute
available at Balbec (whom I probably would never have ru8
across there) for me to go to that place?  Often in some such
way we later meet an unwelcome comrade and shake hands
with huim half-heartedly without stopping to recall that it w23
a random remark of his, an offhand * You ought to come 10
Balbec,” which determined our entire life and our work. We
feel no gratitude to him for this but that does not mean that
we ¢an be called ungrateful, for when he made that remarks
he had no idea of the momentous consequences it W2
going to have for us, It was aur own sensitiveness o i
pressions and our intelligence which exploited the circum”
stances, and the latter, once the first start was made, have
followed one another in a continuous chain, and Swans
could not have foreseen my living with Albertine any mor¢
than the masked ball at the Guermantes’. The ininal im~
pulsc he gave was doubtless necessary and in that way the
external character of my life and even the subject matter o
my book have been determined by him. But for him my
parents would never have had the idea of sending me 10
Balbec. However, he was not responsible for the sufferiog
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ke had himself indirectly caused. That was due to MY
weakness, His own weakness had made him suffer keenly
through Odette. But by thus determining the life 1 led, he
at the same time shut out A1l the lives 1 might have led in-
stead.  1f he had not me tioned Balbec to Mme, 1 would never
have koown Albertine, the hotel dining-room, the Guer-
mantes  But 1 would have gont somewhere else and met
other people; my memorys a5 well as ™Y books, would have
Feen.ﬁncd with very different pictores, ‘which I cannot even
imagioe to myself but the unknow novelty of which tempts
me and makes me segret that 1 did not go in their directior
instead and never come 1O know Albertine, and the beaches
at Balbee and Ruvebelle, and the Guermantes-

Jealousy is a good procurer who, when there is a1 empty
space in our picture, §oes out into the street and gets us the
good-looking gitl we > ceded, She had lost her beauty but
Rgcalms it because we ar¢ jealous of ber. She will £t the
vod.

Once we are dead, we shall 00 fonger be glad that the pic-
Ture was compmcd in this mannels but this ‘thought is not at
all discouraging, for we feel that Bile1s somevw hat mote com=
plicated than Peoplc say, and hkewise the circumstances.
And there is a pressing need of demonstratio this com-
plexity. Jealousy, which can serve such a use ) purposes
does not necessarily arise only from 2 glance, 2 tale someone
brings us or a look cast packward over her shoulder. One
may discover jealousys ready 10 sting 1S hidden among the
pages of a year book-—Tout Ppans for the city and L'dr-
N aire des Chateaus for the country. 1 had on<
absent-mindedly heard & certain good-looking girl, in whoo
1 was no longer interested, mention that she woul
g0 and visit her sistet in the Pas-de-Calais for 2 few days.
Then 1 had quite as Sbeent-mindedly reficcted that Monsieus
L. had probably been after the girt but that she was not £e€
ing him any more, as she no longer went 10 the bar wher
she used to see him, What might her sister bc.?. .A cham
bermaid, perhaps? 10 order not 10 3PPEAT inquisitive, 1 ha
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not asked. And then 1o and behold! on opening L’Annuaire
des Chateaux at random, I find that Monsieur E. has
chiteau in the Pas-de-Calais near Dunkerque. It’s cleat
now; to please the good-looking girl, he has engaged het
sister as chambermaid and the reason why the girl does nol
meet him in the bar any more is that he now has her come
to his apartment, and he lives in Paris almost all the yeat
but cannot do without her while he is at his chateau. Tht
brushes, drunk with infuriated love, paint and paint! And
yet, suppose that is not the explanation? Perhaps Monsieut
E. never sees the girl any more but, out of 2 spirit of help*
fulness, had recommended her sister to a brother of his who
lives the whole year round in the Pas-de-Calais. So that
maybe she happens to be going to see her sister just at 3
time when Monsieur E. is not at his chiteau, for they ar¢
not concerned about one another any more. But then 2g3if
perhaps the sister is not a chambermaid at the chiteat of
anyhere else, but has relatives in the Pas-de-Calais. T0¢
-1 R - - R - er SUP'
) conse-
- . . . ire des
Chateauz, 1t came at just the right moment and now the
empty space in my canvas is filled and the composition 3
satisfactory, thanks to the presence of the girl, brought abovt
by jealousy, although I am o longer jealous and do not lo¥¢
Ler any more.

*
. *

At this point, the butler came 1o tell me that the first ¢
lection had ended and I could leave the library and go into
the drawing-rooms. That recalled to me where I was. ?“l
T was not at all disturbed in the line of reasoning I had just
started by the fact that it was a social gathering, my retusd
to society life, that had furnished the starting-pornt for 2 ne¥
Tife which I had not been able to find in solitude, There %
nothing remarkable about this, since an imprcssion whic
might awaken in me the eternal human being was 10 mort
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Recessatily linked to solitude than to society—as 1 had for-
merly believed and as had perhaps formerly been true in my
case and might, perhaps, have still been true if I had devel-
oped in a uniform manner, without that long suspension of
activity which seemed to be only just coming to an end.
For since T received that impression of beauty only when
there was superposed upon an immediate sensation, however
insignificant, a similar one which, springing up spontaneously
within me, came and extended the first over several periods
at one time, so that my soul, in which mndividual sensations
usually left such a void, was filled with the general essence
common to these two, there was no reason why I should not
receive stimuli of that sort when among my fellow beings
quite as well as in the solitude of nature since they come to
us from chance happenings, aided, it is true, by the special
iv;lmulation on days when we venture outsich!h: usual co;xrse
DYDY 4 Foa eLioen en —an

Why 1t was precisely and exclusively sensations of this char-
acter which should point the way to a work of art, am} for
this Purpose I was going to continue the chain of reasoning I
had been following in the library, for I {felt that the liberatior
of my spiritual life was now sufficiently advanced in me to be
able to continue quite as well among the guests in the salon
as alone in the library; it seemed to me that from this point
©of view, even in the midst of this large gathering, I would be
able to maintain my solitude. For just as great events have
20 influence externally on our mental powers, $0 .that a
mediocre writer living in an epic period will remain just as
mediocre, the real danger in social activity lay in the frivo-
lous inclinations with which one went into it. But in itself
it was no more able to make one mediocre than a heroic war
could make a bad poet sublime. At any rate, whether it was
theoretically desirable or not that a work of art be built up
in this manner, until 1 could study this point, as I intended
todo, I could not deny that, as far as 1 was concerned, when-
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ever truly zsthetic fmpressions had come to me, it had al-
ways been as a result of sensations of this sort. It is true
that they had been rather rare in my life, but they domi-
nated it; I could discern in the past some of those mountsin
peaks which I had made the mistake of losing sight ol
something I did not intend to do again. And already !
could assert that, even though this trait might be peculiar to
me by reason of the exclusive importance it assumed in 1Y
case, nevertheless I was reassured to discover that it bore 2
close resemblance to similar traits in other writers, less
marked but recognisable. Was it not from sensations of the
same sort as I received from the madeleine that the mot
beautiful part of the Mémoires d'Outre-Tombe was derived!
“«v v I T T e
. . . serched
. - . . . it l'his
magic sound evoked before my eyes the ancestral domaiti
the catastrophes I had just witnessed passed from my mi"
and T was transported rapidly into the past, where I 537
once again that countryside where I so often heard the hﬂk
.~ and 15 not this one of the two or three most beatt”
ul passages in these Mémoires: “A sweet and subtle fr
grance of heliotrope exhaled from a small clump of searlet
runner in blossom; it was not brought to us by a brecz®
from our native land but by a savage wind from Newfound-
land, bearing no relation to the exiled plant, devoid of a7/
sympathy of remembrance or of voluptuous delight- .h
this perfume, not breathed of beauty, nor purified in it8
bosom, nor spread along its path, in this perfume, laden with
dawn, with eulture and with humankind, were all the melan-
cholies of past regrets, of exile and of youth.” One of ¢
masterpieces of French literature, the Sylvie of Gérard &¢
Nerval, like the AMémoires d’Outre-Tombe which tell of COT”
bourg, contains a sensation of the same character as ‘;
savour of the madeleine or the “1rilling of the lark.” Av
finally, in Baudelaire, these reminiscences are still more J1©
quent and obviously less incidental and thercfore, in my o
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ion, decisive. Here it is the poct himself who, with more
variety and more indolence, purposely secks in the odour of
2 woman’s hair or her breast, for example, inspinng re-
semblances which shall evoke for him

L'axur du ciel vimmense et rond
and
Un pore rempli de fammes et de mits.

1 was going to endeavour to recall the poems of Baudelaire
“.'hlch. are based in similar manner on a transferred sensa-
tion, in order definitely to place myself again in line with
such a noble literary heritage and thereby reassure myself
that the work I was now about to undertake without any
Turther hesitation was worth the effort I was going to de-
vote to it, - P R b S T
from the

drawing.r: .
strike me as very different from those I had formerly at-
tended and to assume for me a very special character and 2
new meaning. What happened was that, the moment Ten-
tered the drawing-room, although I was holding firmly in
mind the project I had ust formed as far as I had worked it
out, a coup de thédtre occurred which was destined to raise
the gravest of objections against my undertaking, an objec-
tion which T would doubtless overcome but which, as 1 con-
}inucd to reflect on the necessary conditions for accomplish-
ing a work of art, was going to break in tonsta_ndy upon my
meditations by bringing bc%orc me a hundred times over the
one consideration best calculated to cause me to hesitate.
The first instant, I did not understand Why T could not im-
mediately recognise the master of the house and the guests,
who seemed to have “made themselves up,” usually with
powdered hair, in a way that completely changed thelr ap-
pearance. The Prince, as he received his guests, still re-
tained the genial manner of 2 fairyland king which hat
struck me in him the first time, but this day, havisg a{

parently submitted to the same ediqueste as he had esta
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lished for his guests, he had rigged himself up with a white
beard and what Jooked like leaden soles which made his fect
drag heavily. He seemed to have taken it upon himself to
represent one of the Seven Ages of Man. His mustachios
were also white, as though with hoar-frost from the forest of
Hop-o™my-thumb. They made his mouth stiff and awk-
ward and he should have removed them, once they had pro-
duced their effect. 'To tell the truth, I had to think hard to
recognise him and I identified him only through the re-
semblance of certain features. As to that young Lezensac,
I cannot imagine what he had put on his face but, whi¢
others had whitened, some one-half of their beards, others
merely their moustaches, he had not bothered with dyes, but
had managed to put wrinkles all over his face and ad

bristling hairs to his eyebrows. The general effect was not
at all becoming; his face seemed hardened, bronzed, solemn-
looking, and he appeared so old that no one would have
taken him to be a young man I was greatly surprisEd at
the same time wherl I heard someone address as the Duc d¢
Chatellerault a little old man with the silvery moustache of
a2 ambassador, who had retained just a glance of the €¥¢
which enabled me to recognise in him the young man I ad
once met calling on Mme. de Villeparisis. With the first
person whom I"thus succeeded in identifying by trying ©
disregard his masquerade and supplement by an effort ©

memory such features as had remained unchanged, my first
idea should have been, and probably was for 2 Fraction of 2
second, to congratulate him on being so wonderfully made
up that one was not able at first to recognise him, just 2%
when a great actor appears in a rdle very different from Tis
natural self, the first moment he comes on the stage the
audnen.CC, although fully informed through the program, sits
for an instant open-mouthed with astonishment before break-
ing into applause. From this point of view the most ™
markable of all was my personal enemy, M. d’Argencourt
the real “hit” of the entire affair. Not only had he dis
guised himself with an extraordinary beard of an impossible
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whiteness in place of his own, scarcely touched with gray,
but also, with the aid of many shght physical changes calcu-
Jated to make a person look smaller and stouter and, what is
more, change his outward character, his personaliy, this
man, whose dignified mien and starchy stuffness I sull re-
membered, had turned himself into an old beggar who no
‘onger inspired the least respect, and he put so much realism
Into his character of a driveling old man that his limbs shook
and the flaccid features of his usually haughty face smirked
tontinually with a stupidly beatific expression. Carried to
this point, a disgwise becomes something more than that, a
transformation, ~ And in truth, although certain small details
testified that it was indeed M. d’Argencourt who was offer-
ing this picturesque but indescribable spectacle, how many
successive facial stages I had to reconstruct in order to get
B_ack to the M d’Argencourt I had known, who had changed
h[mself so completely with merely his own physique to work
with.  He had evidently carried the travesty to the extreme
limit possible without bursting; what had formerly been the

aughtiest countenance and the most erect carriage was now
merely a limp rag tossed hither and yon. Recalling an oc-
¢asional smile that used sometimes to soften for an instant
M. &’Argencourt’s hauteur, one could just barely understand
that there had been contained in the former very correct and
Proper gentleman the germ of the present smile of the senile
old-clothes dealer. But even supposing that the intention
to smile was the same as with M. d’Argencourt, the trans-
formation of the entire face was so prodigious that the very
substance of the eye which gave expression to the smile was
totally altered and the smile became entirely different and
seemed to belang to someone else. 1 burst into a laugh at
the sight of this remarkable old dotard, as sottish in his
friendly caricature of himself as was in a tragic sense M. de
Charlus, paralysed and yet polite. M. d’Argencourt, in his
incarnation of a comic motibund by a Regnard exaggerated
by Labiche, was as approachablé and affable as M. dc
Charlus in his King Lear réle, painstakingly raising his © -
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in acknowledgment of the greeting of the most insignificant
person. Nevertheless, I had no intention of expressing to
him my admiration of the remarkable exhibition he was fur-
nishing, It was not my old dislike which held me back, for
he had come to be so different from himself that I had the
illusion of standing before another person, as kindly, well
intentioned and harmless as the usual Argencourt was ar-
rogant, hostile and dangerous. He was so much 2 different
person, in fact, that, loaking at this comic white individual,
with his ineffable grimace, this little old snow man, re-
sembling a General Dourakine in his second chifdhood, it
scemed to me that the human being can undergo metd~
morphoses as complete as those of certain insects, [ felt as
if 1 were looking into the instructive show case of 2 natural
history museum at the swift and certain evolution of the
characteristics of an insect and, before this soft chrysalis
which did not move so much as it vibrated, T could not ex-
perience the feelings which M. d’Argencourt had always 18-
spired in me. But I said nothing; I did not congratulate
him on offering us a spectacle which scemed to extend still
further the limits which the transformation of the humsn
body can attain. In the wings of a theatre, it is true, or 8
a costume ball, one is inclined out of politeness rather to es~
aggerate the difficulty, almost to assert the impossibility, of
recognising the disguised person. But here, on the contrarfr
an instinct had warned me that I should conceal this as muc

as possible, that there was nothing flattering in it, becaus®
the transformation was not intentional; and I came to realist
something I had never dreamed of when 1 entered tl_lﬂ
drawing-room, namely, that every social gathering whic

one attends after a long absence from such affairs, pmvided
there are present some, at least, of the persons one used tO
know, produces the effect of a masquerade féte of the most
successful type of all, the one at which we are the most com-
pletely “ puzzled ” by the other guests, but one at which the
strange faces they have been unintentionally developing for
a long time cannot be removed with a little soap and watef
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alter the affair is over. Puzzled by the other guests? Alas,

We puzzle them quite as much, for the same difficulty I ex-

Perienced in assigning the correct names to these faces scemed
shared by all the people who looked at mine, paid no more

attention to it than if they had never seen it, or tried to find

10 my present appearance some different recollection of the
ast,

When M. d"Argencourt put on this extraordinary “num-
bu:," which for pure burlesque was unquestionably ‘the most
striking picture I would retain of him, it was bike an actor
Wlo comes out on the stage for the last time before the cur-
faiz falls for good and alf amid gales of Jaughter. If T no
1°nger felt unfriendly toward him, it was because he had so
Tecaptured the innocence of his earhier years that there was
10 longer any remembrance of the disparaging opinions he
may have had of me, or of having seen M. de Charlus
brusquely ter go my arm, erther because these feelings had
ef‘i“l)’ left him or because, to reach us, they had to pass
OO s 1 or 10 CAe SORE

’

ruyucdl means of indicating that he Was ds IdUGIVUS d$
ever or of restraining his irntating perpetual smile. It was
30 overstatement to compare him with an actor; rch:vc.d, as
3¢ was, of any conscious personality, he looked more like a
ligging doll with a false beard of white wool as I saw him
tossed about and moved up and down in this salon as though
1 2 jointly scientific and philosophic Punch and Judy show,
Where he served, as in a funeral oration or a lecture at the
Sotbonne, both as a reminder of the vanity of all things and
a3 natural-history specimen A Punch and Judy show in
which one could identify the puppets as persons onc knew
otly by reading on several planes at a time behind them,
which ‘gave them depthr and necessitated a mental cffort
When you had these marionette-like old men before you, be-
€ause you had to look at them both with the eyes and with
the memory, A Punch and Judy show of puppets bathing
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in the immaterial colours of past years, puppets personilyisg
Time, which usually is not visible and searches for bodies in
order to become so and, wherever he comes across them,
seizes them to shew his magic lantern on them. As im
material as Galo in the olden days on the door-handle of my
room at Combray, in the same way the new and unrecog:
nisable d’Argencourt stood there, like the revelation of Time
which he made partially visible. In the new elements which
made up his face and his character, one read  certain nurm-
ber of years and recognised the symbolic figure of life, not 2
it appears to us, that is to say, permanent, but real, a8
atmosphere so variable that in the evening the proud gentle-
man of noble birth makes a caricature of himself as a second-
hand-clothes dealer.

In other persons, mareover, these changes, these veritable
alienations of personality, seemed to pass beyond the domai®
of natural history and one was surprised on hearing 2 natt®
o note that the same person could present, not like M
d’Argencourt, the characteristics of a new and different sp-
cies, but the external features of a different person. Asin
the case of M. d’Argencourt, time had achieved unsuspeled
possibilities with a certain young girl, for example, but thest
possibilities, although entirely of the face and body, 2 P“”d
to bear some telation to her character. If the facial feature®
change and produce a different combined effect, if they us™
ally contract more slowly, they derive a new significanc®
{rom their altcred appearance. Thus, for example, there was
a certain woman, formerly known as a lean, shallow-minde!
person, whose cheeks, now so much fuller as to be unrecos”
nisable, and her nose, with its unexpected aquiline shap®s
caused surprise, often the same pleasant surprise as some
profound, sensitive remark or some noble, courageous act
one would never have expected from her, This nose, this
new nose of hers, opened up horizons of possibili(ies ont
would never have dared hope for. Kindness and tendef
affection, formerly out of the question, became possible with
those cheeks. One could make clear to a person with tha
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chin things one would never have thought of attempting with
the possessor of the previous one.  All these new facial traits
carried the implication of fresh traits of character; the lean,
scrawny young girl had become a portly, indulgent dowager.
Oze could affirm that, not in the zoological sense, as with M.
@Argencourt, but in a social and moral sense it was 2 differ-
ent person.
. From all these aspects, an affair like the one I was attend-
Ing was something far more precious than a picture of the
Past; it offered me, as it were, all the successive pictures
separating the past from the present, which I had never
seen, and, better yet, the relationship of the past to the pres-
ent, It resembled what used to be called * an optical view,”
but of the years, the view not of a monument but of a person
plarad 1t 17 IR
et - been,
sh , . ut the
length of time which had passed, that is to say, her face was
not unduly disintegrated for a person who is being completely
changed during her long passage through the abyss into
which she has been plunged, the direction of which cannot be
described except with equally empty comparisons because
¥e can barrow them only from the world of space and,
whether we apply them to height, length or depth, the only
result is to make us realise that this other inconceivable {nd
perceptible dimension does exist. The necessity of running
back over the long course of the years in order to recall the
Names for these faces obliged me then, by reaction, to re-
Constitute the years I had not been conscious 9€ and give
em their true place. From this point of view, in order not
to let myself be deceived by the apparent identity of space,
the entirely altered appearance of an indnv:dual_—M. d’Ar-
gencourt, for example—was a striking _tevelation of the
teality of the calendar year (which usuzlly remains an ab-
Straction for us) just as the sight of certain dwarf trees or
of giant bachabs i a sign to us of a change of latitude. So
ife appears to us like the fairy play in Which, from act,
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act, one sees the baby become an adolescent, then a grown
man and finally bend over toward the grave. And as one
realises that it is through continuous changes that these indi-
viduals, observed at rather long intervals, have become 50
different, one realises that one has been subject to the same
law as these creatures who have been so completely trans-
formed that they no longer bear any resemblance to what we
formesly saw of them, albeit—indeed, just because—they
have not ceased to be themselves,

A young woman I bad once known, now white-haired anc
shrunken into a malevolent little old woman, seemed to prove
that Dn the daciom caean af = —lae iU 1o 4 Looheen

on his young face. The patches of snow-white beards, which
had formerly been black, gave a melancholy air to the hu-
man landscape of this reception, like the first yellow Jeaves
on the trees when one was thinking one could still count 07
a long summer and, before having made the most of it; 053¢
sees that awtumn is already here, Then it was that I, who
from my early childhood had lived along from day 10 day
with an unchanging conception of myself and others, for the

ﬁ&st ktimc, from the metamorphoses which had taken place I
2% thace cancte Lo . Pt

perately sad as an a of the approach of B
own. This latter was further proclaimed lon)x:e time aftef
time by remarks which every few minutes struck my €2
like the trumpets of the Judgment Day, 'The first one came
from the Duchesse de Guesrmantes, whom I had just netce

walking between a double row of staring folk who, 1oco%
scious of the miraculous artifices of toilette and zstheti®
which were being nsed on them and impressed by the 2%
head of hair and the salmon-pink body garely emerging fro®
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its fins of black lace and wrapped round with strands of
jewels, gazed upon the inherited sinuousness of its lines as
lh.e)' might have looked upon some ancient sacred fish, laden
\vlll.m precious stones, in which was incarnated the tutelary
genius of the Guermantes family. “Ah!” she exclaimed,

what a joy to see you, my oldest friend!” And, while my
pride as a young man at Combray, when T had never for an
instant thought it possible I might be one of her friends and
actually participate in the mysterious real life of the Guer-
mantes—Dbe one of her friends on the same footing as M de
Bréaut¢, M. de Forestelle, Swann and all the others now
dead—might have been flattered by this, now it made me
Vvery unhappy. “Her oldest friend! ? 1 said to myself,

She is exaggerating. One of the oldest, perhaps. But am
L, then .. %" At this minute, one of the Prince’s nephews
©ame up to me and said, “ As an old Parisian, you . . > A
moment later, a note was handed me. On arriving, I had
met a young Létourville who knew me slightly but whose
¢xact relationship to the Duchess 1 had forgotten. He had
Just graduated from Saint-Cyr and, with the idea that he
might be an agreeable companion for me as Sant-Loup had
been and might give me inside imformation on army matters,
with alf the changes that had taken place, 1 had promised to
Tejoin him in a little while and we would arrange to have
dinner together, for which he had thanked me warmly. But
I had stopped too long to muse in the library and the notc
he had left for me was to say that he was unable to wait any
longer, and to give me his address. The letter from thus
oped-for companion ended in this manners “Most re-
spectiully, Your young friend, Létourville” “Young
friend!” 'That was the way 1 used in former years to write
to men who were thirty years older than I, 10 egrandin, for
example, What! this second licutenant, whom 1 had vi-
sioned as a companion like Saint-Loup, called h.x{nself my
young friend”! 'Then something more than military tac-
tics had changed during these years and to M. de Létourville
1 was, therefore, not a comrade but an old gentleman and,
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Instead of being a suitable companion for him, as I had im-
agined myself to be, I was separated from him by the spread
of invisible compasses which I had never dreamed of and
which removed me so far away from the young second lieu-
tenant that evidently, since he called himself my “young
triend,” 1 was an old man to him.

Almost immediately thereafl ioned Bloch
and I inquired whether they meant the young man ot his
father, not knowing that the latter had died during the war
from the shock, it was said, of seeing France invaded “I
didn’t know he had any children,” rephed the Duchess. “1
didn't even know he was married. But it’s obviously the

v

father we're talki-~ -~ «*t---- et aeliio AE - young
man about him, c s ol.d
enough to have g . . that it

was my friend they were talking of. Moreover, he came i
himself a moment later. 1 scarcely recognised him. And
besides, he had now adopted, not just a pseudonym but the
enure name of Jacques du Rozier, beneath which it would
have required my grandfather’s keen nose to detect the
sweet-smelling valley of Hebron and the chains of Tsrad),
which my friend seemed 10 have cast off for good and all.
A.n(l indeed, a stylish English air had completely transfarmfd
his face, planing down all that could be removed. His baify
formerly curly, was brushed flat and parted in the middle,
and glistened with pomade. His nose had remained large
and rgd but now seemed rather to be swollen with a kind of
chronic cold, which might account for the nasal tone with
which he indolently uttered his remarks for, at the same time
that he had adopted a way of arranging his hair suited 10
Ploommeteetee b e voice suited to his enuncids
way of speaking an aif ©
. ' e %’nﬂamepd nosgtrils. A“.d
thanks to his way of arranging his hair, the removal of his
moustache, the smartness of his manner and his strong de-
termination, that Jewish nose disachared the way a W
gotten-up hunchback can conceal his deformity. But the
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instant one saw hum, a most striking change in the signifi-
cance of his ph was duced b 1 Satu],
monocle. The mechanical touch which this gave relieved
his face of all the difficult duties usually imposed on 2 hu-
Man countenance, such as looking handsome, expressing
wit, kmdliness, resolution, The mere presence of this
monocle made it unnecessary, in the first place, to make up
one's mind whether he was good-looking or not, just as when
one is shewn in a store articles imported from England and
the salesman says they are the latest style, one does not dare
consider whethér one likes them or not. In addution he in-
stalled himself behind the glass of that monocle in as
aughty, smug and distant a posture as if it had been the
window of 2 luzurious brougham, and in order to make his
face harmonise with his hair and his monocle, his features
had become entirely expressionless. Over his face I saw in
‘magination that sickly and garrulous expression, that feeble
nodding of the head which so quickly comes to a stop and 12
which 1 would have recognised the erudite wearmess of
2miable old men if I had not, after all, recognised my friend
standing before me and if my recollections had not animated
him with that erstwhile incessant youthful gaiety which he
seemed now to have gotten nd of. ~For me, who had known
himaghe * - s oo " .
a youth
sciousty . '
Dot grown any older since that time. I heard someone say
that he looked his age and I was astonished to note on his
face some of the signs that are characteristic rather of ofd
men. T then understood that it was because he really was
old and that it is out of young men who last long enough that
life makes its old men, .

As someone, hearing that T was not well, asked if T was
Dot afraid of catching the grippe, which was prevalent at that
time, another well meaning person reassured me with the re-
mark, “No, it is more likely to attack people v;vho are still
young; people who have reached your age don’t run
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risk”  And they assured me that the servants of the house
bad recognised me readily, They had whispered my name
to one another and “in their language,” one lady told how
she had heard them say, “ There’s Papa ——,” mentioning
my name. (Since I had no children, the appellation could
allude only to my age.) )
DA say, “ What! did I
ch’more prominent
. . . de Périgord, Mon-
signor Dupanloup,” I naively felt regret that I had mot
known these persons, whom she termed “a bit of the dld
régime.” T should have stopped to think that people call
“old régime ” whatever they knew only toward its close. I
much the same way whatever we see on the horizon assumes
a mysterious size and seems to mark the boundary of 2 world
we shall never see again; meanwhile we move forward an
soon we ourselves are on the horizon from the point of vie®
of the generations advancing behind us, but in the meantime
the horizon has receded and the world that seemed to have
come to its end continues to unroll before us, 1 even had
the good fortune to see the Duchesse de Dino when I was 2
young girl,” Mme. de Guermantes added. “Good Lerd!
PI'm not twenty-five any longer, you know.” This last ¢
mark annoyed me. She should not have said that; it would
be all right for an old woman. “As for you,” she went 0%
“you're always the same; you have hardly changed at alll
And that hurt me almost more than if she had mentioned
some change in me for it proved that much time had passed:
since it was surprising that there was so little change. “My
friend,” she said, « Jou are a wonder, the way you retain
your youthful looks “—a dismal commentary because it has
no meaning unless we have become old in fact, if not in 2P
pearance. And she dealt me the final blow when she addeds
T was always sorry you never married. But after all, ma]"
be it’s just as well you didn’t. You would have been
enough to have sons in the war and if they had been Lilled,
like poor Robert de Saint-Loup (I still think of him ofte?)
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with your sensitive nature you would not have survived
them®  And T saw myself, as though in the first truthful
mirror I had found, through the eyes of old fotk who thought
they had remained young (just as 1 believed I had myself)
and who, when I pointed to myself as an example of an old
man, hoping they would contradict me, shewed no look of
protest in their eyes, which saw me a3 they dud not see them-
selves but as I saw them. For we did not see outselves or
ur own ages - A
as accurately
them. And r
bad grown old, would not have been as sad as L. But in the
fist place, it is the same with old age as with death—some
people face both with indifference, not because they have
more courage than the others but because they have more
imagination, Then, too, 2 man who from childhood has had
but one idea in mind but has been obliged by indolence and
| also by ill health continually to postpone the carrying out of
chat idea and to mark off each evening the day that had
slipped away and was gone forever—so that the same m.alady
which hastens the ageing of his body retards the maturing of
his mind—is more surprised and shocked to discover that he
ha_s never ceased living in Time than 2 man who lives little
' within himself, governs himself by the calendar and does
not all at once come upon the total of the years because he
- Bas been adding them up day by day. Butz sull graver
teason explained my distress; I was discovering this de-
- structive action of Time at the very moment whea 1 was
- about to undertake to make clear and to intellectualise in a
‘l‘“flgry work some realities that had no relation whatsoever
1o Time,
~ Insome of the guests, the replacing of each cell by others,
- gradual, it §s troe, but effected during my absence, had
Tought about such a complete change, such an entire mexa
' Morphosis, that I could have dined oppesite them in 2
| Testaurant a hundred times without any mOre SUSPECing
- that T had once known them than 1 could have guessed the
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royal rank of a sovereign travelling incognito or the secret
vice of some total stranger. And this comparison is inade-
quate even in the cases where I heard the guests’ names, for
you can conceive that 2 stranger seated opposite you may be
a criminal or a king, whereas I had known these people—of
rather, I had known people of the same name but so differ-
ent that I could not believe they were the same, However,
just as T would have done in the case of the stranger if I hlid
started out with the assumption of royalty (or vice) V.Vh‘d‘
very quickly detects in his features something distinguxshc.d
(or suspicious)—whereas, with one’s eyes bandaged, 1t
would have been so easy to commit the blunder of being
disrespectful (or friendly)—I made a determined effort to
apply to the face of an’entirely unknown woman the idea
that she was Mme. Sazerat, and ultimately 1 reconstituted
the old familiar significance of her face, which would have
remained utterly strange to me, wholly that of anothet
woman who had lost all the human attributes familiar to m¢
as fully as would a man who turned into a monkey, if bf
name and the assertion of her identity had not put me ot the
track of the scl™=m —-sfebes 1 L1, L Ve —otner O
the problem. . - . «ck
so clearly that . . - e
z{xd like 2 wituess viougut 1o tdentity an accusea peisviy Je
difference was so great that I was forced to say, “Nor |
don’t recognise him.”

A Yyoung woman said to me, “ Shall we two go and dine o
gether in some restaurant?”? As I replied, “ Very well, ve
less you think it might compromise you to be seen dining
alone with 2 young man,” I heard everyone around me¢ ]aUgb
and I hastened 10 add, “or, I should say, with an old ont
1 realised that the remark that had made them laugh 3
one that my mother, to whom I was always a child, might
have made in speaking of me. From which I notict that,
when I wished to form an opinion of myself, T took the san®
point of view as she. Though in the long run I noted, as 38
used to do, certain changes that had occurred since my carl
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childhood, they were changes which had taken place a long
tme before, T had stopped at the one which had once
caused someone to say, almost before it was a fact, “He s
almost a young man now.” I still thought this but now it
was very much out of date. I was not aware how much I
bad changed. But after all, how did they come to notice it,
those people who had burst out laughing? I did not have a
single grey hair; my moustache was entirely black I should
have iked 10 be able to ask them what revealed the evidence
of the terrible thing  And now I understood what old age
was—old age which, of all the realities, is perhaps the one
concerning which we retain for the longest time a purely ab-
stract conception, looking at the calendars, dating our letters,
watching our friends get married and our fnends’ children,
without understanding, whether through fear or indolence,
what it all means, until the day we catch sight of a strange
tilhouetre, such as M. d’Argencourt’s, which opens our eyes
to the fact that we are now living in a different world;"or
until the day when the grandson of one of our friends, a
young man whom we would instinctively treat as 2 comrade,
smiled as if we were poking fun at him, because we seemed
like a grandfather to him; I grasped the meaning of death
and Jove, of intellectual pleasures, the value of.sorro\v'm
of a vocation, For even if names had lost their meaning
for me, words disclosed to me their full significance, The
beauty of an image is to be found behind the object—that
of an‘idea, in front of it. So that the beauty of the former
ceases to enrapture us when we have arrived at the object
itself, but we do not understand the beauty of the latter until
we have gone beyond the object. .

And sogthe cruZl discovery ]1 had just made with regard to
the passage of Time could not fail to combine with all these
other ideas and be of vatue to me in connection with the core
and substance of my book. Since 1 had decided that it
could not be composed exclusively of genvinely complete
impressions, namely, those that have no relation to Time,
among the truths with which I planned to surround them,
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*hose which relate to Time,
and nations are engulfed
) ge place. I would not be
wholly preoccupied with considering those changes which
oceur in the outward aspect of human beings, of which I was
getng fresh examples every minute—for even while meds-
tating on my hterary work, now so definitively launched that
it could not be stopped by passing distractions, I continued
to greet the people I knew and chat with them for 2 while.
The advancing years, let me add, did not shew on all o
them in the same manner. 1 noticed someone who was 1
quinng as to my name; I was told it was M. de Cambremet.
And then, to shew that he had recognised me, he asked, “Do
you stll have those asthmatic attacks?” On my replying
in the affirmative, he remarked, “ You see, that does not pr¢-
vent a person from living to a ripe old age,” as if I were fally
a hundred years old.  As I talked with him, I could not take
my eyes off two or three of his features which I was able i
thought to fit into that synthesis of my past recollections—
very different in every other respect—which I called his Pt
sonal appearance. But once he turned his head sidewel®
and then I saw that what had so completely changed s
looks was the development of huge red pouches on his
chee}(s, which hindered him from opening freely his mouth
or his eyes, with the result that T stood there stupefied, nct
daring to look at those carbuncles, so to speak, which ¥t
seemed to me more proper he should mention first. But he
laughed and made no reference to it, like a plucky fnvali
and so T was afraid I might seem callous if 1 did not 2
about it, or tactless if I did. “But they come fess fr¢
quently as you get older, don’t they? ” he asked, still t2lk®
about “my 'asthmatic attacks. 1 replied in the negat"
“ Oh yes, they do; my sister has them noticeably less oft?
than she used to,” he insisted in a contradictory tone, 24 '
had to be the same for me as for his sister and as if old 3
were one of those remedies which he could not cont}
should fail to benefit me when they had helped Mme: ¢
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Gaucourt, When Mme. de Cambremer-Legrandin joined
s, I was more and more afraid of seeming unsympathetic if
1dd not express regret at what I noticed on her husband’s
face and yet T did not dare to be the first to mention 1t,
“You're glad to see hum?” she asked me. “Is he in good
health? ” T replied, with a doubtful air. “You can se¢ for
yourself,” she answered. She was not even aware of this
affliction, which it was so pamful for me to look at and
which was nothing else than one of the masks that Time
had applied to the Marquis's face, but litdle by ittle, making
it heavier so gradually that the Marquise had not noticed
the transformation, When M de Cambremer had finished
ashing me about my asthmatic attacks, I had an oppor-
tunity to inquire of someone m a low voice whether the
Marquis's mother was still alive, She was. In grasping
the idea of the passage of time, the first step is the hardest.
One finds it difficult at first to realise that so much time has
gone by and then that even more time has not passed. You
had never imagined that the thirteenth century was so far
back and then you find it hard to beheve that there are some
churches of that period stil in enstence, although }hey are
very numerous in France. There had taken place in me in
2 few minutes the same process as goes on more slowly in
people who first have trouble believing that someone they
knew when young is now sixty years old; then, fifteen years
ater, they cannot believe that he is still living and is only
seventy-five years old. I asked M. de Cambremer how his
mather was © % As wonderful as cver,” he replied, using an
adjective which in certain families, in contrast to tribes where
he aged relatives are treated mercilessly, s applied to the
old folk, whose retention of some of their more purely phys-
cal faculties, such as hearing well, walking to church, bear-
g with stolidity the loss of friends and relatives, seems to
heir children to have about it some remarkable moral beauty.

While some of the women admitted their age by resorting
0 cosmetics, it was, on the other hand, the absence of

make-up» which disclosed the approach of old age in the 'y
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case of some men on whose faces I had never specially
noticed it, but who nevertheless now appeared greatly
changed since they had given up trying to look well and had
stopped using it. Among these was Legrandin. Doing
away with the pink of his lips and cheeks, which T had nevet
suspected was aruficial, gave to his face the greyish tinge,
and to his sharper, now dismal features the carved an
chiseled precision, of an Egyptian god. A god? Say rathet,
a ghost.  He had lost all heart, not only to use paint on his
face but even to smile, to keep a sparkle in his eye or make
clever remarks. It was startling to see him so pale, 0
downhearted, uttering only a few words, as meaningless 23
those spoken by spirits called back from beyond the grave:
One wondered ‘what it was that prevented him from beitg
vivacious, tatkative, charming, just as one does on seeiff
ae . w S y T Mignt in it
. - jons which
And one
. Jad substi-
. a pale 31%¢
sULLy PLANLONL O Luselt.  1n the case Of some men, theit
hair had not even started to turn white. That was ¥hy
recognised the old valet of the Prince de Guermantes Whe8
he came to say a word to his master. The bristling hair that
stood out on his cheeks, as well as on the top of his head,
was still of a reddish hue, verging on pink, and yet he coul
not be suspected of dyeing his hair, like the Duchesst de
Guermantes.  But, for all that, he seemed old. One merely
realised that there are some types of men who are like some
species of the vegetable kingdom, mosses, lichens and many
others, which do not change with the approach of winter.
In ot}.ter guests, whose faces were still unmarsed, 8¢
shewed itsell in other ways; they seemed a little awkwar
when they had to take a few steps; at first one thought they
had some trouble with their legs; but after a while on¢ camé
to realise that old age had given them leaden fect. Some
had improved with age, like the Prince d’Agrigente-
Ll )
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ﬂﬂ,f‘mdcr man, with lustreless eyes, and haic that seemed
destined to remain forever reddish, had been replaced,
through a metamorphaosis ke ¢hat of insects, by an old man
Wltz\ white hair in place of the red, which had been on €x-
hibiuon too long, hke a cablectoth that has been nsed 1o
much. His chest had acquired 3 strangely robust, almost
warrior-like corpulence and must have occasioned a ventable
bursting of the stender chrysalis 1 had formerly known, 2
canscious gravity, tempered with @ new kindliness toward
everyone, shone in Ins eyes. ‘And since in spite of every-
thing a certain resemblance persisted betweent the vigorous
prince of the present and the pcmait of his former self 1o my
memory, 1 marvelled at the power of complete reconstruction
possessed by Time which, while respecting the uatty of the
wdividual and the laws of lie, 1s able t© change the setting
in this way and introduce daring contrasts between TWo suC-
wessive aspects of one and the same person, for meay of
these people 1 was able to idepufy at once, although they
were like rather poor pnmaits of themselves, brought to-
gtther in an cxlubition where D inaccurate and mean-
spirited artist had hardened the Jeatures of one, taken away
the fresh complexion of another and ber slender waist and
flashing eyes. Comparing these images with those 1 had 10
my “ mind’s eye,” 1 prefersed the earher ones. Jost as often
we distike and refuse one phawgraph among several that a
friend has asked us to choose from To each persam, 2
fooked at the picture of himsel that he offered me, I would
have iked to say, “No, not this one; you're not a3 -
looking, it isa’t you.” 1 wauld not have dared to add, “In-
stead of your handsome ceraight nose, they have given you
your fathes’s hooked nose, which I neve caw on you be-
fore® ‘The fact is, it was 3 neW ancesteal nose. In short,
the artist Time had tnsned out afl these models in such 2
way that they were recognisable ‘but not E
because he had Hatered them, but because he had made
them look older. ‘That astist, MOIEOVER works very slowly-
Thus, for instance, that replica of Odette’s face, 2 suggcsuenf
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of which I had seen barely sketched in Gilberte's face the
day I first saw Bergotte, had finally been developed by Time
to the point of the most perfect likeness (as will be shewn 2
little later) much as a painter keeps a piece of work on hand
for many years, adding to it from time to time. In several
guests 1 finally recognised, not merely the individual but the
person I had formerly known—Ski, for example, as tittle al-
tered as a flower or a fruit that has dried, one of those con-
noisseurs, “ celibates of art,” who go through life usel:s.s and
unsatisfied, Ski had thus remained like an embryonic at-
tempt, confirming my theories on art. Others followed bm
who were not in any way connoisseurs of art, saciety peop
who took an interest in nothing, and they, too, had not beer
ripened by age but their still rosy-cheeked faces retained the
cheerful expression of their early youth, even though bor
dered with the first fringe of wrinkles and crowned with 2
wreath of white hair. They were not old folk but yours
people of eighteen, very much faded. It would have ‘taken
very little to remove these stigmata of life, and death woul

be able to restore their youthful appearance with no more
effort than is required to remove from a portrait the this
layer of dirt which alone dims its oldtime brilliance. A

ehnsnle alan Afaly 3 » hear some
- . . sance that
. Yised that

forty years before, he had been a (erril‘:le young man. ,“’“
a vanity, duplicity, arrogance and trickery which there is 80
reason to suppose he has lost.

And yet, in marked contrast with these latter, had the
pleasant surprise of talking with men and women who U2
to be unbearable but who had lost almost all their bad quali-
ties, life having either reduced their self-assurance by thwart”
ing their aims or lessencd their bitterness by fulfilling theif
desires. A wealthy marriage, which made it o longer neces
sary to strive or to keep up a display, even the wife's inflo
ence, a slowly acquired appreciation of values different rort
those in which a frivolous youth believes exclusivelys ba
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made it possible for them to relax their characters and shew
therr good qualities. As they grew older, they seemed to
take on a different personality, like those trees which, by
changing their colour in the autumn, seem to change their
very mature. In their case the personality of ther later
Years shewed jtself clearly but as something spiritual which
they had not possessed before. In others jt was more phys-
lcal and so new that the person—Mme. de Souvré, for ex-
ample—seemed to me at the same time unknown and yet

own—unknown because it was impossible for me to
Suspect that it was she and, in spite of myself, as I returned
her greeting, T could not conceal the mental effort which
made me hesitate as to which of three or four persons (of
whom Mme. de Souvré was not one) I was shaking hands
With—and with a friendliness, by the way, which must h_ave
surprised her, for in my doubt, afraid of being too cool if it
turned out to be some close friend, I made vp for the uncer-
tainty in my glance by the warmth of my handshake and my
Smile, But on the qther hand, her new appearance was not
unfamiliar to me, It was the same as I had often seen in
the course of my life on stout, elderly women bur without
suspecting then that it was possible they had looked like

me de Souvré many years eatlier. Her appearance now
Was so dufferent from what I had known in the past that one
might have taken her for a character in a fairy play, con-
demned to appear first as 2 young girl, then as 2 sturdy
matron and soon to come on again, IO doubt, as a bent and
palsied old woman. Like some tired swimmer who sees the
shore afar off, she seemed barely able to push back the waves
of time that were submerging her. By close study of her
doubtful face, uncertain as an untrustworthy memory that
€an no longer retain the outlines of former years, 1 suc-
ceeded, however, in bringing to light something of the origi-
2al by indulging in a liutle game of climinating the squares
and hexagons which age had added to her cheeks. 1 should
state, however, that it was not always geometrical figures
that age added to the women's faces. In the Duchesse dc
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Guermantes’ cheeks, albeit so little altered, and yet now a
composite as nougat, I was able to discern 2 trace of verdi-
gris, a bit of pulverised pink shell, 2 swelling hard to de-
scribe, smaller than a mistletoe berry and less transparent
than a glass bead.

Some men limped, but one realised that it was nat the re-
sult of a carriage accident, but of a stroke and because they
already had one foot in the grave, as the saying is. Some
women, such as Mme. de Franquetot, half paralysed, seemed
unable quite to disengage their dress, caught on the stone
work of their tomb, and they could not straighten up, bent
aver as they were, with their heads inclined, in a stoopin§
posture that suggested their present situation, tottering be-
tween hife and death unul they should make the final plung®
Nothing could withstand the movement of this parabolic
curve which was carrying them off and, if they tried to st
up, immediately they trembled and their hands could not
hold anything.

Other faces under the cowl of their white hair already had
the rigidity and the sealed eyelids of those who are about 10
die, and their lips, moved by a perpetual quivering, seeme
to be mumbling the prayer of those in extremis.

White hair in place of black or blond was sufficient t0 alter
completely a face whose lines had remained the same- The:
atrical costumers know that a powdered wig is C""‘{gh l!D
disguise anyone adequately and make him Unrecogmsab e
The young Marquis de Beausergent, whom I had seen 18
Mme. de Cambremer’s box, when he was only 2 5¢cOn
lieutenant, the day Mme. de Guermantes was in hef cousit
bor, still had the same features, as perfectly regular 2% eve!
even more s0, as the physiological rigidity of arterioscleros,
still further accentuated the impassive fixity of his phy?
ognomy of 2 dandy and gave his features the excessive shatp
ness—so immobile that it amounted almost to 3 SAB
which they would have had in a study by Mantegn? ";’
Michelangelo. His complexion, formerly of a racy f® "
now of a solemn pallour; some grey hairs, a slight tendend
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to stoutness, the stately carriage of a doge. 2 weariness that
amatnted to a constant desire to sleep, all of this combined
in bim to give an unwonted air of fatal majesty. The rec-
tangle of hus blond beard was now replaced by an equal rec~
tangle of white so perfectly that, noticing that this second
bewtenant I had known now had five bars, my first impulse
Was to congratulate him, not on having been promoted to be
2 colone! but on looking 50 well when dressed up as a colonel,
or which disguise he seemed to have borrowed from his
father the fatter’s uniform and sad and solemn air of a su-
Periot officer. Another man’s blond beard had likewise
B¥en way to a white one, but, his face having remained
joung, alert and smiling, the white beard only made him ap-
Peac more ruddy  * y B i
f¥es and giving '
fouth the inspire s
that white hair and other details had effected, especially in
the women, would have held my attention less ior.c'xbly it
they had constituted simply a change m colour. which can
fharm the eye, and not also a change in personality, which
s disturbing to the mind, And in truth, to ¢ recognise ™
Someane and, more especrally, to work out his idenuty after
not having been able to recognise bim, means conceiving
'o contradictory things under the same denomination; it
Weans admitting that what used to be here, the person we
femember, no longer exists, while the onc that is lere we did
20t know; it means having to penetrate a mystery almost as
dlSl\Irbing as death, of which it is, as it were, the preface and
¢ forerunner. For 1 knew what these changes meant,
what they were the prelude to. Therefore this \vh}tenesi\ol
%he hair was very impressive in the women, combined with
{0 many other changes. A name was mentioned 10 me and
L was stupefied to think that it designated both the blond
®oman at the dance whom I had once known and the thick-
¢t fady in white hair who was walking beavily past me.
9ether with a certain high colour, that name was, pechaps,
the onfy thing in common Between the two women, the one |
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in my memory and the one at the Guermantes receptiof
more different from one another than the ingénue :an_d the
dowager in a play. For life to have succeeded in giving 10
the former dancer this enormous body, and to have been
able, as with a metronome, to slow down her ungainly move:
ments, and finally to have substituted this pot-bc]hed. old
drum major for the slender blond, with perhaps not a single
particle unchanged except the cheeks—fuller, it is true, but
even in her youth they were already blotched with red—
more demolition and reconstruction had been necessary than
for putting a dome in the place of a spire; and when 08¢
stopped to reflect that this operation had been perform'ﬂd,
not on inert matter but on flesh, which changes only im*
perceptibly, the startling contrast between the present spec
tacle and the person I remembered pushed the latter back
into a past more than remote, almost incredible. It W
difficult to connect the two appearances, to conceive (}:e two
persons under one and the same denomination, for in the
same way as it is hard to imagine that a dead person was
onze alive or that one who was alive yesterday is dead todsfs
it presents a difficulty almost as great and of much the “m?
sort (for the dissolution of youthfulness, the destruction o
an individual {ull of strength and agility is already 2 ™
liminary anmihilation) to imagine that the woman who on¢¢
was young is now old, when the appearance of the of

woman, put beside that of the young one, seems 10 mabe
this so impossible that first it is the old one, then the You/§
one, then the old one again who seems to be only a dream
and one would pever believe that the latter could once have
been the former, or that the original substance of her did 2%
take refuge somewhere else but, under the skilful m:“‘P“h'
tion of Time, has become what we now see before us ! at
it is the same substance and has never left the same b 7;
if we did not have the proof of this in the identity of the
names and the supporting testimony of friends, with nothiog
t0 add an appearance of probability except the red ‘310“1“,‘7
formerly hidden among her golden strands but now dispY “
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Widely under her snow-white hair. Tt was disquieting to
think of the long periods of time that must have passed
away before the completion of such a revolution in the
geology of a face and to note the erosions that had occurred
along the nose and the immense alluvial deposits beside the
cheeks, surrounding the entire face with their opaque and
tefractory mass. I had, it is true, always regarded our
indwidual self at any given moment as 2 sort of polypary,
in w}u_ch the eye, an independent but related organism, winks
it 2 bit of dust comes along, without being directed by the
intelfigence; or, rather, in which the intestine, hke a hidden
patasite, gets infected witbout the intelligence knowing it;
but also (and similacly as to the soul throughout our life~
time) as a series of selves, justaposed but distinct, which
would successively die or even alternate for one another, like
those which used to take one another’s place within me in
mbray as night came on,

By T T ema sl malle which make
up 2 I khad
seen . eappear
In Saint-Loup, together with the strange, occastonat detects
of his own character, like the Semiusm in Swann, 1 could
see it also in Bloch. Since he had lost his father, the idea
that the latter was a man head and shoulders above all the
test, added to the strong family feeling often to be found in
Jewish houscholds, had caused his love for his parent to
assume the form of 2 religious cult, He had been unable
to bear the idea that his father was gons, and had had o
nearly a year. He had
pathy in a tone shewing
almost condescending,
have beea admitted to

thut himself up in a sanitarium for
acknowledged my expression of sym
deep emotion and at the same time
30 privileged did he consider me to
the presence of that superior persor, whose two-horse €ar-
riage he would have been glad to present to some historical
museum, And now, at his family table (for, contrary to
what the Duchesse de Guermantes belizved, he was marnc‘d)
the same anger that his father had felt against M. Nist*~
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Bernard he felt agamst his own father-in-law. He indulged
in similar outbursts against him. Just as, in listening to
Cottard, Brichot and many others, 1 had come 10 realise
that, through common culture and fashionable fads, 2 simple
undulation sends the same mannerisms of speech and thought
over the surface of the globe, in the same way over the whole
expanse of time great tidal waves bring up from the depths
of the ages the same hatreds, the same sorrows, the same
types of bravery, the same strange fancies running through
superposed generations, each section made at various Tevels
1n the same series giving a repetition (like shadows cast oo
a row of screens) of a phenomenon as identically reprod\!“dv
although often nat as trivial, as the family trait which set
M. Bloch junior at odds with his father-in-law, M. Bloch
senior with M. Nissim Bernard, and others before them
whom I had never known.

There were men whom I knew to be related to other mea
without my ever having found that they had a single trait
in common; admiring the white-haired old hermit that Lf-
grandin had become, I suddenly noticed—I might say, dis-
covered with the satisfaction of a zoologist—in the flatness
of his cheeks the same formation as in those of his you§
nephew, Léonor de Cambremer who, however, did not seem
10 resemble him at all; to this first peculiarity which they
possessed in common I added another which I had not
previously observed in Léonor de Cambremer, then Od‘,"’
which were not to be found in my customary recollectiol
of his youthful appearance, so that I soon had of him 331t
vrere a caricature, more truthful and penetrating than if it
had been a perfect likeness; his uncle now appcarcd to m¢
as young Cambremer who had amused himself by assuming
the appearance of the old man he would, in fact, be 5om
day, Thus it was not merely the transformations ® 1
had occurred in the young people of yesterday, but alio
those to come in the young people of to-day, which wer® cor
veying the sensation of Time to me with such telling "

The women tried 1o retain something of the most distincs
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tive element of their charm, but often the new material in
their faces no fonger lent itself to this. Most of them, having-
lost the features which had borne the imprint of beauty, at
least—if not of youth—had then tned to find a way tor
construct another beauty with their present set of features.
Displacing, if not the center of grawty, at any rate the
centes of perspective of their face and arranging the features
afound that 0 as to conform to a new type, they began at
the age of fifty a new sort of beauty, just as some people
take up a new profession late in life, or very much as a piece
of land that is no longer any good for grape-growing 1s made
ta produce beets Around these new features, they made a
new youthfulness blossom forth, The only women who could
20t take advantage of these transformations were those who
were ether too handsome or too homely. The former, as
though pieces of marble sculpture the finished lnes of which
¢ould not now be changed in any way, were crumbling away,
Bic by bit, like statues The others, those who had some
facial deformuty, had certain advantages even over the hand-
fome women In the first place they were the only ones
who were recogmised 1mmediately. One knew that there
Were not two mouths alike in Paris, and theirs énabled me
1o recognise them at this reception where T had been unable
10 1ecogmise anyone at all. In the second place, those women
did not even appear to have aged. Old age is a human thing.
They were monstess and did not seem to have changed any
more than whsles, And there were othes men and women
Who hiewise did not appear to have grown any older; their
figures were as slender and their faces as young as ever.
Bue if, in order to talk with them, 1 approache_d very clote
£ the face, with jts smooth skin and fine outlines, it then
locked quite different, as happens With the outer surface of
a vegetable or a drop of water or blood when placed under
the microscope, Then 1 discerned 2 multitude of faty
splotches under the skin that 1 had thought so smooth, but
which now sickened me, Nor did the lines of the face with-
stand this enlargement any better. When viewed at close
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range, the line of the nose was interrupted and weakened
and the same oily spots were here as on the rest of the
face, while the eyes were seen to be sunken behind pouches
that destroyed the likeness which T thought I had discovered
between this face and the one of former days. Conscquently;
as far as those guests were concerned, they were young 1
seen from a distance but their age increased with the magni-
fying of the face and the possibility of examining its various
surfaces. In other words, with them old age was dependent
on the person looking at them; he had to assume the right
position if he wished to see their faces remain young a2

had to cast on them only those distant glances which make
the object look smaller, without using the lenses an optician
selects for a far-sighted person; with them old age, as readily
de_tected as infusoria in a drop of water, drew nearer, not
with the progress of the years but in proportion as the vision
of the observer moved along the scale of enlargement.

In general, the degree of whiteness of the hair was Jike
an indication of the extent of time the person had Tived, ke
those i its which, although appearing 10 the
eye to be on a line with other peaks, nevertheless reveal the
scale of their altitude by the brilliancy of their snowy white-
ness. But that was not always dependable, especially with
the women. Thus, the Princesse de Guermantes’ Jocks
which, when they were a sifky, glossy grey, had Tooked like
a wreath of silver above her prominent Jorehead, a8 thel
turned white, took on the dull tone of wool or tow 30
because of that seemed grey, like dirty snow that fas lost
its brilliance. And in many cases, flaxen-haired dancer$
had, along with a peruke of white hair, acquired something
more than the friendship of duchesses they had not previousli
known, But, having done nothing but dvancc in their yout
art had touched them like divine grace and, just as 1% the
seventeenth century illustrious ladies entered monastic ordgr!v
they dwelt in apartments filled with cubist pictures, living
onk for some cubist paintes who produced solely fot them.

s for the old men whose features had changeds
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nevertheless endeavoured to maintain, fixed and permanent,
one of those flecting expressions of countenance which one
assumes for a second’s pose, either to take full advantage
of some outward excellence or to offset some delect; they
locked as 1f they had become for 2ll time immutable snap-
shots of themselves.

,All these persons had taken so much time to put on their
disguises that those who lived with them seldom were aware
of the change. An extension of time was even granted them
frequently during which they were permitted to remamn
themselves until rather late in hfe But then the deferred
flngfxising went forward more rapidly; in any case, 1t was
inevitable, 1 had never detected any resemblance between
Mme. X and her mother, whom I hiad known only as an
elderly woman, shrunken like 2 Lttle old Turk, whereas the
daughter was erect and charming when I knew her and she
remamed so for a very long ime——too long, in fact, for, like
someone who must not forget to put on again her :furkxsh
costume before night comes, she had lost track of time and
50in a hurry, almost over night, she had become shrunken
and had faithfully rcproduccd her mother’s resemblance w0
2 little old Turkish woman.

. Lmet there again one of my
in the habit of seeing almost every
one wished to ntroduce us again, so 1 went over to him and
he said to me in a voice that I recognised perfecdy, “This
ia 2 great pleasure to me after all these years.” But what
a surprise 1 had! ‘The voice scemed to have been ugm:‘d
by an improved phonograph for, though it was my friend’s

voice, it came from a stout, grey-haired fellow whom T did
not know, and from then on it seemed to me that in some
artificial way, by some mechanical trick, they must have
installed my friend’s voice inside this commonplace, fa_t dd
man, And yet | knew it was he; the person who h:.d intro-
duced us to one another after such a long lapse of time had
nothing of the practical joker about him. He himself tc
me I had not changed, from which 1 understood that 1
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thought he had not, cither. Then I looked at him more
closely. And in truth, except that he had grown so much
stoutér, he had retamed much of his former self. Sull I
could not grasp the idea that it could be he. Thea T tried
to remember.  When he was young, he had had blue eyes,
always merry, always in motion, evidently in search of some-
thing I had not thought of but which must have been very
impersonal, the truth, no doubt, pursued with perpetual
uncertamnty—and with all that, a sort of roguishness and
a roving respect for all the friends of his family. But now,
having become an influential politician, capable and dicta-
torial, those blue eyes of his—which, by the way, had not
found what they were seeking—had become fixed, and this
gave them a sharp expression, as though looking out from
under a frowning eyebrow. And so his expression of gaiety
and innocent abandon had changed to one of trickery and
deceit.  No, it certainly seemed to me that it was someon®
else, when suddenly, at something T said, I heard his laugh,
his hearty laugh of former days, which used to go so VjE“
with the gay, perpetual restlessness of his eyes. Fanatical
music lovers maintain that Z’s music is entirely different
\v]\qn orchestrated by X. These are subtle shadings which
ordinary folk cannot grasp, but the half-smothered hestty
laugh of a child, under a picrcing glance like a well sharpen

encil—even 1f a bit sidewise—this is more than a difference
in orchestration.  When the laugh stopped, I tried to reco8”
nise my friend but, like Ulysses in the Odyssey throwing
.himsclf on his mother’s dead body or like 2 medium rying
in vain to get from an apparition some reply that will identify
it, or like the visitor at an electrical exhibition who cannot
believe that the voice which comes back to him so perfectly
from the phonograph has not, just the same, been spontane
ously uttered by someone else, I was no longer able to
recognise my friend. .

T must, hawever, make this qualification, that it is possxbld
in the case of some people for the time beats to be accelerat®
or retarded. 1 had happened to meet in the street; 0%
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or five years before, the Vicomtesse de St.-Fiacre, daughter-
-law of the Guermantes’ friend. Her statuesque features
sermed ta assure her cternal youth, And, bemges. she was
sull young. But now, despite her smiles and her greeting,
Igauld not recognise her in a lady whose features were so
chipped away that the lines of her face could no longer be
feconstructed.  What had happened was that she had been
taking cocaine and other drugs for three years past. Her
gyes, circled with deep black rings, wore almost 2 haunted
look. Her mouth had a peculiar sneer. She had gotten up
specially for that reception, 1 was told, but spent manths
M’thout teaving her bed or her chaise longue. Time has in
this way ezpress trains and speaal trawms to carry people
t0 a premature old age. But on the other track return
trains run almost as swifdy, I mustook M. de Courgivaux
for hus son, for he looked };ounger than ever (he must have
b“{l past fifty, but seemed under thirty). He had found
an inselligent dactor and had given up alcohol and salt; he
had become thirty years old again and that day looked even
Younger because he had had his hair cut that very morning.
. It was a curious thing how the phenomenon of old age,
in the various forms it assumed, appeared to take into
account certain somal habits. Men who, although of 'ar'xs-
tocratic birth, had always gone around dressed in the plainest
HTpaca suits and old straw hats that even a §hopkceper
would not have been willing to wear had aged in just the
same way as the gardeners and farmers among whom they
had fived. Brown spots had developed on their cheeks and
their faces had turned yellow and dark, like the pages of
2n ald book,

And 1 thought also of all those who were not present
because they were unable to come, but whose secretaries
tried to create the ilusion of their survival by means of the
telegrams that were being delivered to the Princess every
now and then-sick {olk who have been dying for years,
who do not get up any more or move a muscle and who,
¢ven surrounded by the shallow solicitude of visitors drawn
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there by tourist curiosity or the trusting faith of pilgrims,
lie with closed eyes, rosary in hand, turning back partly the
already shroud-like sheet and looking like a reclining person
whom some disease has chiscled down to a skeleton of rigid
flesh, white as marble, stretched out on his tomb. 5
Some women, it is true, were still easily recognisable; their
countenances had remained almost unchanged and they had
merely, as though in harmonious agreement with the season,
adopted grey hair as their personal adornment for the
autumn. But in the case of other women, and some men a¥
well, the transformation was so complete and their identity
so impossible to blish—f ple the identity of 2
man whom I remembered as a dark-haired libertine and the
old monk now before me—that it was the art of cert2id
marvellous mimes (of whom Fregoli remains the perftf‘
type) rather than the art of the actor, which these fabulous
transformations called to mind. A desire to weep seized the
old woman who realised that the indefinable, melancholy
smile which used to be her special charm was no Jongef
able to break through to the surface of the plaster mask
which old age had fastened on her face. Then, suddcfﬂ)'
discouraged from further attempts to please and considering
it cleverer to accept the inevitable, she used it like a comi®
stage mask to make people laugh. But most of the women,
knowing no respite in their effort to struggle against 014 age
held up their faces to their departing beauty, {ike mirror?
in which they were passionately eager to capture the 123t
rays of a setting sun. * To accomplish this, some endeavos!e
1o smooth out their faces, to extend the white surface, 837
ficing the piquant effect of a slowly vanishing dimple of 1%
mischievousness of an already condemned and hali-disarme
smile; while others, seeing that their beauty had feft them
forever, were obliged to have recourse to expression, 3¢ on®
makes up for the loss of one’s voice by perfecting one’s
enunciation, and clung desperately to a pout, a cmW"‘,w['
a dreamy look, or sometimes a smile which, through failure

284




THE PAST RECAPTURED

of rebellious muscles to codtdinate, made them lock as if
they were crying.

One stout lady said good afterncon to me and during that
thort instant the most diverse thoughts came crowding into
my mind, For a moment I hesitated to return her greeting,
fearing that perhaps she did not recognise people any better
than T and had taken me for someone else; but then her
assurance made me, on the contrary, overdo the affability
of my smile, for fear that she might be someone with whom
I. had been closely associated, and meanwhile my eyes con-
tinued 1o seek in her features the name I could not recall.
Just as a candidate for the baccalaureate, uncertain what he
should reply, fixes his gaze on the examiner’s face and vainly
hopes 10 find there the answer which he would do much
better to seek in his own memory, in the same way, even a3
1 smiled at her, I fastened my eyes on the stout lady’s face.
It seemed to me she was Mme. de Forcheville and so my
smile took on z tinge of respect, while my 1ndecision began
tolessen. A second later I heard the stout 1ady say, “ You
took me for mammaj 1t is true I am beginning to look very
much like her.” And I recognised Gitberte.

Another point is that, even in the case of the men who
had undergone only a slight change—merely their moustache

h_ﬂViﬂg turned white, for example—one understood that this
s & s ana Tt was as though

red mist or, beuter,
. the appearance of
their face, principally by making 1t vague, and sh!v:cd that
what it allowed us to see as if life-size was in reality very
far away, separated, it is true, by something very different
from space, looking at us from a great distance, as though
from the farther shore of a river and, W felt, having as x{ulxch
difficulty in recognising us as we wef¢ having in recognising
them, Mme, d Forcheville—who looked to me as if they
had filled her veins with some liquid, some kind of paraffin
which keeps the skin firm and preserves it unchanged—was,
perhaps, tge only one who seemed Iike an old-time courtesan,
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preserved in lifelike fashion for all time. “You take me for
my mother,” Gilberte had said. That was true. It would
have been flattering for the daughter, by the way. And it
was not only in har case that family traits had appeared
which up till then had remained hidden in the features as
completely as those parts folded inside a seed which are
some day going to burst forth in a manner one would never
guess. Thus, with one woman or another, an enormous
maternal arching bad come along about the age of fifty and
transformed a nose that had previously been straight and
fine. In the case of another, a banker’s davghter, her com-
plexion, as fresh as a dairymaid’s, was taking on 2 russet,
copperish hue, as though a reflexion of the gold her father
had handled so much. ~ Qthers had even come to look l_lke
their secuon of the city and bore, as it were, the reflexion
of the Rue de I'Arcade, the Avenue du Bois, the Rue de
I'Elysée. But most often they reproduced the features of
their parents. .
One starts out with the idea that people have remained
the same and one finds them old. But once one starts out
with the idea that they are old, one finds them much 2¢ they
used to be, not laoking so badly after all. As for Odette,
it was more than that; once one knew her age and repﬂ"d
oneself to see an old woman, her appearance seemed to chal-
lenge the laws of chronology more miraculously than the
indestructibility of radium does those of nature., The reasot
1 did not recognise her at once was not that she had changed
so much but that she had changed so litde. Having been
discovering for the last hour how much that i¢ mew Umé
adds to people’s appearance and how much ene must subtract
in order to make them once more as I had known ther
performed this calculation quickly and added to the former
Odette the number of years that had passed over her bead;
the result T obtained was a person who, it seemed 10 mé,
could not possibly be the one I had before my eyes, simpif
because the latter was identical with the one 1 used to kno®
How much of this effect was due to cosmetics and df%
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of the hair? Under her golden hair, arranged low on her
h:ad—looking somewhat like the disordered wig of a large
mechanical doll surmounting an equally doll-like face. with
its fized expression of surprise—and her low-crowned straw
hat, she looked as if she were represeating the Exposition
of 1878 (of which she would undoubtedly at that time have
been the most incredible wonder, especially if she had then
!::en her present age) which had come to say its [ittle piece
in an annual revue, but impersonated by a woman sull in
her youth,

A’man who had been 3 minister before the Boulanger
period and who was again in the cabinet also passed by,
giving the ladies a quavenng, far-away smile that seemed
enmeshed in the countless trammels of the past; he was like
a little phantom moved about by an invisible hand, dimin-
ished in size and changed in substance and lookimg like a
miniature reproduction of himself in pumice stone. This
former Prime Minister, now so well received in the Fau-
bourg Saint-Germain, had years before been under criminal
Prosecution and execrated by high and low. But, thanks
1o the change in the compasition of both these groups and
450 in the passions and even the recollections of such of the
former individuals as stll remamned, there was no one Ie‘k
who knew of this, and he was held in high esteem. Thereis,
therefore, no humiliation, however great, to which one should
20t resign himself readily, knowing that our bqne.d.mxstakcs
will at the end of a2 few Years be nothing but mv{s\b]c dust,
over which the smiling péace of nature will strew its flowers.

Vhen the pendulum of time swings back, the temporarily
discredited “individual will find himself taken up by two
fresh social groups which will have only deferential respect
and admiration for him and which he will be able to “ lgrd
itover” athis ease. But it is time alone that can accomplish
this work; and at the time of his troubles nothing can console
the accused individual for the fact that the young dairy-
maid opposite heard him called ¢ grafter” by 'thc.cmwd,
a8 they shook their fists at him while he was getting into the

¢
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prison van, she not secing things in their true position in the
scheme of Time and not knowing that the men whom the
morning newspaper fawns upon to-day were in high disfavour
yesterday and that the man who is skirting prison at this
moment and who, perhaps thinking of that young dairymaid,
will not speak in a sufficiently humble tone to wia public
sympathy, will one day be acclaimed by the press and sought
after by duchesses. Time removes family disputes in Itke
manner. And at the Princesse de Guermantes’ a husband
and wife were to be seen whose respective uncles, now dead,
had not been sausfied to exchange blows, but one of them,
in order to humiliate the other, had sent his janitor and bis
butler as seconds for a duel, considering that men of socidd
standing would have been too good for him, But thes?
storics lay buried in the newspapers of thirty years ago
and no one knew anything about them now. Thus th¢
brightly lighted drawing-room of the Princesse de Guet-
mantes was flower-bedecked and forgetful, hike a pcacdul
cemetery, Within its walls, Time had not only worked the
destruction of venerable creatures but had made possxb]e,
and had actually built up, new associations. .

To return to that politician—despize the transformatio®
of his physical substance, quite as profound as the change
in the moral sentiments which he now evoked in the pu_bhc
miad—in a word, despite all the years that had passed sinc®
he had been Prime Minister, he had become minister agais;
This Prime Minister of forty years ago was a member 0
the new cabinet, the head of which had given him a portfohio
much as a director of a theatre entrusts a rdle to a womad
with whom he used to act birt who retired long ago, becaust
he considers her more capable of playing the part ?’"d
finesse than the young actresses (also he knows her strainc
financial situation) and who at nearly eighty demonstrate?
before the public the integrity of her aimost unimpair
talent, together with an undiminished vitality which, latery

cople are surprised to have remarked only a few dayt
geforc her death,
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Mme, de Forcheville’s appearance was so miraculous that
one could not even say that she had grown younger, but
rather that, with all her carmines and her russet spots, she
had burst mto new bloom. She would have been the chief
cudasity and principal attracuon in 2 hosticultural exhi-
bition of the present day even more than of the Exposition
Universelfe of 1878. For me, indeed, she did not seem to
say, “I am the Exposition of 1878,” but rather, *1 am the
Allge des Acacias of 1892 It scemed as if she might stll
have been there. Moreover, just because she had not
changed, she scarcely seemed o be alive. She looked like
a sterilised rose. I said good afternoon to her and for quite
a while she looked at me, trying to recall my name but in
vain. ‘Then I told it to her and at once, as though, thanks to
this magic name, 1 had lost the appearance of a strawberry
tree or a kangaroo which age had doubtless given me, she
tecognised me and began to talk to me with that charac-
teristic voice which people who bad applauded her in the
small theatres and who twere invited to funch with her “mn
town” were so amazed to hear again in every remark she
made throughout the enure conversation, to their hearts’
content, That voice had remamed the same, unnecessarily
Wwarm and alluring, with just 2 bit of Eng]ish accent. And
yet, just as her eyes seemed to be looking at me. from a
distant shore, her voice was sad, almost supplicating, l)]fc
the voices of the dead in the Odyssey QOdette could sull

ave gone on the stage. 1 comp]nmcm:d her on her youd'.lful
appearance, “You are very kind, mY dear,” she replied,
and, as it was difficult for her not to give an affected tone
even to the sincerest remark, through her angiety to bc. well
?annercd, as she believed, she repeated several times,

Thank you so much, thank you so much”  But I, who in
former years had travelled so far just for a glimpse of her
in the Bois, who, the first time I was at her house, had
listened to the sound of her voice coming from }'le!‘ Tips like
tome priceless treasure—1 now thought the minutes speot
with her interminable because of the impossibiliry of fmdx}\g"‘"
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anything to say to her, and so I moved away. Alas, she
was not destined to remain long as she then was. Less than
three years later, at a reception given by Gilberte, I was
to sec her, not in her second childhood but a little feeble-
minded, no longer able to hide under an expressionless mask
what she was thinking—“thinking” is putting it t00
strongly; feeling, rather—shaking her head, pursing her lips,
shrugging her shoulders at each sensation that came to her,
as a drunken man would do, or a child, or like some poets.
who are oblivious to their surroundings and, if the inspira-
tion comes, write poetry even at a social gathering, of who
frown and pout as they go in to dinner with a very much
astonished lady on their arm. Mme. de Forcheville’s feel
ings that evening—except the one that had led her to attend
Gilberte’s reception, namely, affection for her beloved davghs
ter and pride over her holding such a bnilliant reception
a pride that was not dimmed by the mother’s sadness at
no longer being of any importance—were not joyful am
merely maintained a continual defence against the ‘humilia-
tions she was subjected to, a timorous defence, like that ‘of
a child. One heard on all sides remarks like these: “
don’t know whether Mme. de Forcheville recogaises ¢}
perhaps 1 ought to get someone to introduce me 2gain,
“You don’t need to go to that trouble, I can assure Yo
the other replied in a very loud voice, without thinking—0%
possibly, without caring—that Gilberte’s mother was heario
every word. “It’s quite unnecessary. For all the pleasure
you will get out of it! They leave her in her corner. B¢
sides, she’s a_bit dotty.” Mme, de Forcheville fortivel)
turned her still beautiful eyes on her defamers and then
quickly looked away for fear of having been impolite, upseh
nevertheless, over the affront but keeping her impotent 127
dignation to herself; you could see her head shaking 20
her chest heaving; she looked up again at another equally
discourteous guest and was not unreasonably surpriscd for,
haviag felt very poorly for several days, she had sndirectly
hinted to her daughter to postpone the affair but the daughter
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had refused. Mme, de Forcheville did not love her any the
less for this; all the duchesses arriving and everybody’s
admiration of the new residence flooded her heart with joy,
and when the Marquise de Sebran, whose salon was so diffi-
cult of access even from the topmaost rung of the social ladder,
came in, Mme. de Forcheville felt that she had been a good,
farsighted mother and that her maternal task had been
accomplished, More snickering guests caused her to look
Up again and then talk to herself, if one can call it talking
ta use a language expressed only by gestures. Still so beau-
uful, she had become infinitely appealing, something she had
never been before, for she who had betrayed Swann an.d
everybody was being betrayed mn tumn by the whole uni-
Verse; and she had become so feeble that she no longer dased,
2ow that the roles were reversed, even defend hersell agamst
mankind., And soon she would pot put up any defence
against death, But now, after anticipating our story 1m
this way, let us return to three years before, that is to say,
1o the reception we age attending at the home of the Princesse
e Guermantes
Bloch having asked me 1o introds to d
of the house, I did not raise any of the objections I en-
Sountered the first day I attended a reception at the Prince
de Guermantes’, objections which at the time appeared o
me perfectly natural, whereas now 1t seemed such a simp'e
Tatter to introduce to him one of his own guests, and I
would even have thought nothing of taking the hiberty of
tinglng with me and introducing unexpectedly someone he
ad not invited. Was it because, since that first day now
50 long ago, T had become one of the * regulars,” although
Row for some time forgotten, of the social circle where that
other day T had been such a newcomer; of because, on the
tontrary, not being a real society man, the things that
teemed obstacles to them did not exist for me, once my
timidity had disappeared; or was it because, nov that people
bad bit by bit removed for me their first and often their
second and third “ false faces,” I sensed, behind the Prince’s
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supercilious hauteur, a great human hunger to know his
fellow beings, to get acquainted even with those he affected
to disdain?” Was it, perhaps, also because the Prince had
changed, like all those who are overbearing in youth and
middle life but whom old age softens (the more so as they
had for a long time known by sight the newcomers and the
strange ideas they balked at, and knew them to be enter-
tained all around them) especially if the old age has had
as adjuvants some virtues or vices which broaden one's
contacts, or the revolution in one’s ideas provoked by a
political conversion such as the Prince’s conversion to
Dreyfusism?

Bloch questioned me, as I used to question others when
1 first entered society (and as I still occasionally did) about
people 1 had formerly known socially and who were now as
remote and aloof from everything as those People in Com-
bray whom I had often wanted to “place?” exactly. 1}“‘
for me Combray had a form so peculiarly its own, so im-
possible to blend with the rest, tEa[ it was like a plece of
2 jig-saw puzzle which I could never succeed in fitting i0t0
the map of France. “Then I can never get the slightest
idea what the Prince de Guermantes used to be like by
picturing to myself Swann and M. de Charlus? ” asked Bloch,
whose way of speaking I had long since borrowed and Vj'h"
now often imitated mine. “Not the slightest,” I f‘Phcd'
“But where is the difference?” “You could vnderstand
only by hearing them talk together, and that is now impos
sible since Swann is dead and M. de Charlus is not far from
it. i But the differences between them were enormous.” A
while Bloch’s eyes gleamed at the thought of what the con
versation of those remarkable persons must haye beets
was thinking that I had been exaggerating to him the pleasure
1 had had in associating with them, having never experienc
any except when alone and a_comprehension of the ¢
differences between people coming to us only through.°“§
imagination. Did Bloch also notice this cxaggeﬁmn'
“Peshaps you are painting it in too rosy colours,” he #Ug°
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gts_ted. “'Take for example the mistress of this house, the
Princesse de Guermantes; 1 know she is no longer young
but, after all, it isn’t so very long ago that you were talking
to me about her incomparable charm, her marvellous beauty.
1 admit, of course, that she has an aristocratic air and also
those remarkable eyes you used to tell me about, but on the
whole T do’t consider her such a matchless wonder as you
used to say. Sheis evidently 2 thoroughbred but still ..
Twas obliged to tell Bloch that he was not talking of the same
person,  As a matter of fact, the Princesse de Guermantes
had died and this was the former Mme. Verdurin, whom the
P{mce, ruined by the defeat of Germany, had married and
steomror e S «Vaw'ra mistaken; T looked
“and T found
ress where we
= bloods—wait
a minute till T recall it—marmed to Sidonie, Duchesse de
uras, née Des Beaux.” And, as a matter of fact, shordy
after her husband’s death, Mme. Verdurin had married the
penniless old Duc de Duras, who had thereby made her a
cousin of the Prince de Guermantes and had died two years
later, He had proved a very useful stepping-stone for I\In:xe.
Verdurin, who through a third marriage Was nOW the Prin-
cesse de Guermantes and had a very fine social position in
lh? Faubourg Saint-Germain which would have greatly sur-
prised people in Combray, where the ladies of the Rue de
I'Oiseau, Mme. Goupil’s daughter and Mme. de Sazerat’s
danghter-in-law, had in recent years, beforc Mme. Verdurin
became the Princesse de Guermantes, been in the habit of
saying with a sneer “the Duchesse de Duras,” as if that
had been a réle which Mme, Verdurin was playing on the
stage. And the caste idea requiring that she should die as
“Mume, Verdurin,” even her new title, which they did not
imagine gave her any enhanced social standing, crea}cd,"on
the whole, a bad impression. o set tongues wagging "—
this expression, which in all ranks of society s ap| lied to 2
woman who has a lover, might be applied by the Faubot
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Samt-Germain to women who published books, or by the
middle-class folk of Combray to women who made ill-
assorted marnages as to cither age or soctal status, When
she married the Prince de Guermantes, people must have
said to one another that he was not really a Guermantes
but an impostor. As for myself, when I reflected on this
identity of name and title as a result of which there was2
second Princesse de Guermantes, who bore no relation to
the one who had so fascinated me but no longer existed and
was like 2 defenceless dead person who had been robbed
of name and title, it was for me as painful a thing as to 5c¢
the objects that had belonged to Princess Hedwig, hee
chiteau and all she had owned, being enjoyed by another
woman, Inheriting another person’s name is a melancholy
thing, like all inheritances, all usurpations of property. And
throughout all time, without interruptions, there would come
an ken wave of Pri de Guer _—or rather,
replaced in her functions by a different woman in cach gen-
eration, a single Princesse de Guermantes would live for 2
thousand years, ignorant of death, indifferent to everything
(.which changes and wounds our hearts) and from time t0
time the pame, like a sea, would draw together again over
those who sank out of sight its changeless and jmmemori
placidity.

But—in diction to this the oldtimers
declared that everything in the ‘social world had changeds
}hav. people were received there who never would have been
in their time; and this was both true and false, It was fals¢
for the reason that they failed to make allowance for the
curve of time, by which the people of to-day saw these n¢¥*
<comers when they had already “arrived,” whereas the old-
timers recalled them as they were when they started ©
climb the social ladder. And when those same oldtimer
entered society, there were some people there who had “ar
rived” but whose start others recalled. One generation
long enough for such a change now, whereas it requi®
centuries for the bourgeols name of a Colbert to acq¥f®
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lw_blc rank. And from another point of view that statement
wight be true for, if people change their social status, the
mast deeply rooted opnions and customs, including that of
Inviting only the “best” people, also change (the same as
fortunes and international alhances and hatreds). ~Snob-
bishaess does not merely change its form; it might even
duappear, like the war, and radicals and Jews be admitted
t the Jockey Club.
© be sure, even this outward change in the faces I had
krown was only the symbol of an inner change which had
been going on from day to day. The individuals had, per-
haps, continued to do the same things but gradually, the
opinion they held of these things and of the people they
associated with having a little vitalitv, at the end of a few
years they were fond of very different things and people,
although under the same names, and, having themselves
become different persons, 1t would have been surprising if
they had not had new faces. R
‘H in these twenty-year periods the conglomerates of social
cliques brake up and came together 2gain, according to the
attraction of new stars, which were, themselves, destined to
Pass out of sight and then reappear, erystallisations, then
disintegrations, followed hy fresh crystallisations, were gaing
on in the souls of the individuals themselves. While the
Duchesse de Guermantes had been for me several different
persans, to her and to Mme. Swann and others, a given
person had been a fayourite in the period prior to the Drey-
fus case, then a fanatic or an imbecile from the beginning
of that affarr, which had changed people’s values for them
2ad regrouped about itself political partes which since then
ad apain disbanded and re-formed ~ What helps powerfully
fo bring this about and adds its influence to the pure intel-
Toaront 2o e o .y - == -f +ima which makes vs for-
. - the reasons that
1 anyone had
pearance of themm,
. xould have 47

1.
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covered that she was the niece of the shopkeeper iz «
building, Jupien, and that what had, perhaps, combined w
this to make her strikingly attractive was that her uad
acted as procurer for M. de Charlus. But ail that toget!
had produced dazzling effects, while the causes, already
mote, not only were unknown to many newcomers, but b
been forgotten by many persons who had known them !
whose minds were more on the present brilliant show th
on the ignominy of the past, for a name is always accep!
at its present value. And the interesting thing about th
transformations of the salons was that they were also
result of the passage of time and a mnemonic phenomen
. Among those present that day was a man of standing ‘f]
in a notable lawsuit, had just given testimony the weif
of which was based solely on his unimpeachable moral cb
acter, before which both judges and lawyers had unanimou:
bowed and which had brought about the condemnation
two persons. There was consequently a stir of curiosn{ 2
deference when he entered the room. It was Morel. I+
perhaps the only person who knew that he had been “kep
b.y M. de Charlus and then by Saint-Loup and at the sat
time by one of the latter’s friends. Notwithstanding !hf
past associations he greeted me with pleasure, although i
reserve. He remembered the time we met at Balbec
this recollection had for him the poetry and the melanche
of youth.

But there were also some persons whom I could ?
recognise, never having known them, for in this salau"r"
had exerted its chemical effect, not only on the indivgd“‘:
!l'.ler_nsnl.ves but also on the group. ‘This social circle—int
dnsupguve composition of which, as determined by centd
affinities that attracted to it all the leading titled name?’
Europe, and also by a natural repulsion which alienat at
non-aristocratic element, I had found 2 physical refuge !
this name of Guermantes, to which it imparted its last tou

*“Father™ i the French tex, but reference to earlier volumes 2 ¢
series indicates that this is an error —F£.4.5.
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of reality—had itself undesgone a profound modification of
its inner composition, which 1 had believed to be immutable.
The presence here of people 1 had seen in a very different
tocial environment and whom I would never have thought
Lkely to make their way into this one surprised me Jess than
the mtimately famihiar way they were received and called
by their first names; a certain aggregate of aristocratic preju=
dices and snobbishness, which had served automatically to
keep away from the Guermantes pame everything that did
not harmonize with it, had ceased t© function.

Certain foreigners who, when 1 first went out into society,
used to give great dinners to which they invited only the
P“.ﬂCCSSe de Guermantes, the Duchesse de Guermantes, the
Princesse de Parme, and who were gven the place of honour
at the houses of these laches and were regarded as most
firmly established in the society of that time (and perhaps
really were s0) had passed on without leaving any trace.
Were they foreigners, here on 2 diplomatic ‘mission, who ha
returned home?  Or peshaps a scandal, a suicide, an.ab-
duction had prevented their appearing any more in society,
o {naybg they were Germans? But their names had owe:
their lustre only to the position they were occupying and no
le did not even understand whom

one bore them now; peop! i E
1%as talking about and, if I spelled out their names, it was

assumed that they were adventurets X
The persons who, according to the old social code, should
not have been there were, to MY great astonishment, on
terms of close friendship with others °¥ excellent family who
had been willing to come a0 be bored at the Princesse de
Guermantes’ only for the sake of meeting t;mr new friends.
For the distinguishing characteristic © ocial §
its prodigious aptitude at wiping out social classifications.

o ok, she springs of, the protective
; T e et om matter was

L. o« . dthedis-
. 1 e asenile
.- - only with

’

©id dowager, the Yaubourg wdile r

~nay
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timid smiles to insolent servants who invaded its draning
rooms, drank its orangeade and introduced its * mistresses
tot. But even so, the sensation of the passage of time and
of the wiping out of a part of my vanished past was got ©
vividly conveyed to me by the breaking up of the oldtime
Guermantes salon, that coherent composite of elements whose
presence, assiduous attendance and interrelations were 2¢
counted for by a thousand reasons, a thousand subtle con-
siderations, as it was explained by the disappearance of ¢vet
a comprehension of the th d reasons and considerations
as a result of which certain people who still formed part of
the salon were quite properly there and in their right place,
whereas others who rubbed elbows with them there had 2
suspicious appearance of novelty. This lack of understand:
ing applied not only to the sacial world, but also to the polit-
cal and to everything, For people’s memories do not last
long as they do themselves; and besides, some very yours
fo'k who had never had the knowledge of the past which the
athers had lost had now taken their places in society (quite
legitimately, even n the aristocratic sense) and, peorlc
origins bcmg forgotten or unknown, everyone was acul’"d
at the point—in his sise or his fall_—which he happened ©©
have reached at that time, as if that had always been s
soctal status and as though the present Princesse de GU¢t:
mantes and Bloch had always had the finest social positio®
and Clémenceau and Viviani had always been conservativet:
And since some facts are more enduring than others the
hated memory of the Dreyfus case persisted vaguely in ¢ e

minds because of what their fathers had told them about 1%
and if one mentioned 1o them that Clémenceau was on¢¢ *
Dreyfusard, they replied, * That's impossible; you ar con-
fusing him with someone else; he’s on precisely the opposité
side”  Politicians with a checkered past and former P.ubhc
courtesans were regarded by them as paragons o "‘r‘“:(‘
Somcone having asked a2 young man of one of the btu!
families if there had not been something off-colour 2bot
*One is tempted to auume an error for  their"—Fd. B
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Gilberte’s mother, the young gentleman replied that it was
true she had married an adventurer by the name of Swann
mthe early part of her life, but that later on she had marsied
one of the most prominent men in socety, the Comte de
Forchevilfe, Doubtless some persons in that drawing-room
—the Duchesse de Guermantes, for example—would have
‘_mﬂtf} at this statement (which seemed monstrous to me,
since it denied Swann’s fine social standing, although T my-
self n former years at Combray had believed with my great~
auat that Swann could not know “ princesses ”)—as alsa
Some women who might have been present, but who scarcely
¥ent out any more, the Duchesses de Montmorency, de
Mouchy, de Sagan, who bad known Swann intimately but
bad never even seen Forcheville, who was not received in
polite society at the time when they were still going out.
But the truth of the matter is that the society of those days,
like the faces today so different and the blond hair .which
bad given place to white, 1o longer exsted except in the
Wemories of certain peoplc whose number was d’uqushmg
{'rorx} day to day. During the war Bloch had given up
going out * in the social circles he had been accustomed ta
frequent and where he cut such a sorry figure. On the other
and, he had not ceased publishing those books of his, the
absurd sophistry of which I was to-day striving to df{rm]{sh
%0 23 not to be shackled by it, books devoid of originality
but which gave young people and many society women 4R
impression of unusual intellectual emunence, a sort of genius.
t was, therefore, after a complete break between his old
toctal Iife and the present one that, launching out upon 2
new phase of his carecr, full of honour and glory, be had
made his entry as a great man into a reconstituted soc_nl
world. The young peaple did not know that he was making
bis débue in society at that age, especially as a few names
which he recalled from his association with Saint-Loup
tnabled him to make his present social prestige seem to date

back indefinitely. And anyhow, he see}:ii ?olhcisl?:; ?nf

those men of talent who in all ages
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fashionable society, and it did not occur to them that ke
might ever have lived 1n other surroundings.

As soon as I was through talking with the Prince d¢
Guermantes, Bloch took possession of me and introduced
me to a young woman who had heard the Duchesse de
Guermantes speak of me a good deal. While the people of
the newer generations rather looked down on the Duchess
because she was acquainted with actresses and such, the
ladies of her family—now well along in years—Comiuued to
regard her as a most remarkable person, partly becaust
they knew all about her birth, her priority by ancestral rak
and her inumate relations with what Mme. de Forchevillt
would have called * royalties,” but also because she scorned
family gatherings, was bored by them and it was known she
could never be counted on to attend. Her theatrical and
pohu.cal connexions—imperfectly understood, by the way—
only increased the infrequency of her appearances and there
fore her prestige. In consequence, whereas political asd
artistic circles considered her a rather vaguely defined persoty
a sort‘of unfrocked priestess from the Faubourg Saint-
Germain, who went about with under-secretaries of state a8
theatnical stars, in the Faubourg anyone giving a fashionable
affair would say to herself, “Ts it any use inviting Mane
Sosthénes? She won’t come. Well, just for form’s skt
But I must not have any illusions.”” And when, towar
half-past ten, Marie Sosthénes appeared in a dazaling'f
beautiful gown, stopping at the threshold as though in ma-
jestic disdain and shewing in the cold glances she cast 12
their direction the contempt she appeared to feel for ber
cousins, if she stayed an hour, it was a more gala occasion
for the aristocratic old lady who was giving the 2fiaif thae
it used to be for a theatre director when Sarah Beehards
havmg "38“?1)' promised her codperation without anyont
counting on it, came and, with the utmost obligingness 2°
simplicity, recited, not merely the one piece promiseh bu_
twenty more. The presence of Marie Sosthénes, whom €2 d
pet heads addressed condescendingly but who, non¢ the les%



S 4dE PAST RECAPTURLD

tought 10 know more and more of them (that s the way
People’s minds work) sufficed to give to the dowager’s affair
although alf the other women present were Iikewise of the
ghest social standing—a place apast from and above all
the other dowagers® affairs of that ‘“season” (to borrow
another term from Mme. de Forcheville) which Marie
Sosthénes, one of the foremost social leaders of that day,
bad not bothered to awtend, The name of the young woman
1 whom Bloch introduced me was entirely new to me and
the Rames of the various members of the Guermantes family
could not have been very familiar to her, for she asked an
Anerican woman on what grounds Mme, de Saint-Loup
3ppeared 10 be on such intimate terms with all the most
Promtinent people there, Now, this American woman was
Martied to the Comte de Fuscy, an undistinguished relative
of the Forchevilles, to whom they represented all that was
most brilliant in society. Therefore she replied most natu-
fally, * It would be enough that she was born a Forcheville;
er2 is nothing better than that.” And yet Mme. de I:‘urcy,

while naively thinking the name of Forcheville superior ta
that of Saint-Loup, at least knew what the latter stood for.
But the charming friend of Bloch and of the Duchesse de
Guermantes was entirely ignorant of this and, being rather
atter-brained, replied in all good faith to a young gil wha
sked her how Mme, de Samt-Loup was rc!al‘t‘:d to the
naster of the house, the Prince de Guermantes, Through
the Forchevilles,” and the young gil passed on this plece
of information, as if she had known it all her lite, to one
oF her gitl friends, who, being cxaiable and of a mean dis~
osition, turned as red 4s 2 fighting cock when a gentleman
her it was not through the Forchevilles that Gilberte

23 connected with the Guermantes, so that the gentleman
bought he was mistaken, adopted her erroneous idea and
Promptly procesded to spread it about. ‘The dinners and
ocial afajrs were like a Berliz School for the American
voman. She heard the names and then repeated them

vithout first having learned their value and all their ramic
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fications, Someone who asked whether Tansonville
come to Gilberte from her father, M. de Forcheville,
told that it did not come in that way at all, that it w
estate belonging to her husband’s family, that Tanso
was near Guermantes and belonged to Mme. de Mars
but, being heavily mortgaged, had been bought in, 2
dowry, by Gilberte. Finally, an elderly gentleman o
old school having spoken of the days when Swann ¥
friend of the Sagans and the Mouchys, Bloch’s Ame
friend asked how I had come to know Swann and he s
that I had met him at Mme. de Guermantes’, having nc
that he represented to me the country neighbour, my g
father’s young friend. Mistakes of this character have
made by the most famous men and are regarded as pa:
tarly serious in all conservative social circles. When §
Simon wishes to shew that Louis XIV was so ignorant
‘f he sometimes committed the grossest absurdities in
lic,”” he cites only two examples of this ignorance, nai
that the King, not knowing that Rénel belonged to the
mont-Gallerande family and Saint-Hérem to the Montr
family, treated them both as men of no importance. At
as far as Saint-Hérem is concerned, we have the consol
of knowing that the King did not die in this mist
opinion, for he was set right “much later” by M.

Rachefoucauld. “And even at that,” Saint-Simon adds,
a.shade of condescension, “it was necessary to expla
him what these noble houses were, as their names ¢
nothing to him.” This speedy oblivion, which so qu
covers even the most recent past, and this all-inv:
ignorance react in a way to confer the rank of eruc
on a modest body of knowledge—all the more to be P
because it is so seldom met with—covering the g:neal
of people, their true social position, the reasons ©

money or aught else for which they allied themselves to
and :ufh a family or married below their station—2 ke
edge highly esteemed in all social circles where a cons'
tive spirit prevails, a knowledge which my grandfﬂ
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possessed to the highest degree concerning the middle-class
folk of Combray and Pans, a knowledge which Saint-Simon
valuegi so highly that, when he comes to extol the marvel-
fous Intelligence of  the Prince de Conti, even before he
mentions the sciences or, rather, as though it were the first
Of_the sciences, he praises him as “a man with a very fine
mind, clear, just, accurate, broad, a well read man who
forgot nothing, who knew genealogtes, their myths and thewr
tedittes, shewing a discriminating politeness in conformity
with rank and social merit, performing all the duties of
the princes of the blood which to-day they neglect. He
$poke his mind freely, even concerning their usurpations, and
the story of books and conversations furnished him oppor-
tunity to bring in whatever he considered most agreeable

.foncerning birth, appointments and so forth.” Although

less brilliant, my grandfather knew with equal accuracy all
that had to do ‘with the middle-class folk of Combray and
1.’";’ and he relished it with no less of 2 connoisseur’s de-
lighe, They had already become rare, those epicures and
devotees of genealogy who knew that Gilberte was not 2
Forcheville, nor Mme. de Cambremer a Méséglise, nor the

~ Younger a Valintonais—rare and perhaps not even drawn

from the ranks of the highest aristocracy (for it is not neces-
sarily the assiduous churchgoers, not even the Catholics, who
are the most learned about T'he Golden Legend of thirteenth-
“entury stained-glass windows) but oftes from a sccondary
tistocracy, more keenly appreciative of what it seldom ha.s
2 opportunity to approach and whch for Ehat very reason it
138 more leisure to study, reassembling with pleasure, com-
ing to know one another, holding succulent group dmr.\frs
after the fashion of La Société des Bibliophiles or La Société
des Amis de Reims, at which they feast on genealogies.
Women are not admiteed, but each husband, as he comes
bome, says to his wife, 1t was 2 most interesting dinner.
ere was a M, de La Raspelitre there who held us spell-
Bougd, explaining that that Mme. de Saint-Loup who has the
303 4
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pretty daughter is not a Forcheville at all.  It's as interests
ing as a novel.”

The friend of Bloch and of the Duchesse de Guermantes
was not only stylish and charming but also intelligent and
it was pleasant to talk with her, but difficult because ol
only her name was new to me, but also the names of 2 large
number of people she spoke of, who now comprised the
basis of that social group. It is true, on the other hand,
that when she asked me to tell her about society [.760171cI
knew, many of the names 1 mentioned meant absoltutely
nothing to her; they had all fallen into oblivion—at leash
those that had shone only with the ndividual glory of ont
person and were not the generic and permanent name ©
tome famous aristocratic family (whose exact title the youss
woman seldom knew, assuming erroneous origins on the
strength of 2 name she had caught incorrectly at a dinnef e
uight before). Most of the names she had never eved
heard, not having begun to go out into society (mot OB
because she was sull young, but also because she had 5ot
been living long in France and had not been invited out 2t
once) until some years after 1 had withdrawn from $0¢
life.  Consequently, even though we had a common vocabu:
lcary of words for t1h? nameés, each of us used it dlffir::lﬂ}"

mantes, who was now dancing attendance on her, but %
had gotten a false impression, as I could see from the dis-
dainful tone in which this young snob replied, “ Do T kno¥
who Mme. Leroi is? An old friend of Bergotte,” a$ if w0 837
“a person I would never have been willing to invite 0 mf
house.” I understood at once that the old friend of Mm%
Guermantes, being 2 well bred man of the world, imbu*
with the Guermantes spirit, one of the traits of which ¥3*
not to seem to attach too much jmportance to aristocfite
socizl connexions, had felt it would be silly and anti-Guer”
mantes to say, “Mme. Leroi, who was received by alf
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"
“ Royal High and all the duch ” and he had pre
 ferred to 52y, “She was rather odd. This is what she replied
", one day to Bergotte . , Only for people who do not
k“"W;‘this sort of information given in conversation is like
, hat given by the press to the common people, who believe
" ‘h'*“"a“![)', following their newspapers, that M. Loubet and
; )L Relnach are thieves or fine atwens. To the young
, Yoman T was talking with, Mme Lerot had been a sort of
! Mue, 'Verdurin of the earliest manner, with less brilliance
; ad with 2 “ligle clan” Lmsted to Bergotte alone. This
joung woman, by the way, was, by mere chance, one of the

' last persons 1o hear the name of Mme Leroi. To-day no
O any longer knows who she was, which is, moreover,
. Ute 23 it shauld be. Her name does not even appear in
° i‘ﬂdgx of the posthumous memorrs of Mme. de Ville-
 Pansis, whose thoughts were so much occupied with Mme,
erol. The Marquise, I hasten to add, omitted mention
of Mme._ Lerot not so much because the latter during her
Ifetime had acted in an unfriendly manner toward her as
becayse nobody couid be interested in her after her dea!{l,
and this silence is dictated, not so much by the woman’s
fancour over social slights ag by the wrter’s literary sense,
¥ Conversation with Bloch’s stylish friend was cl}armmg,

for the young woman was intelligent, but this difference
CI¥een cur respective vocabularies made it difficult, al-
ough at the same time instructive. It does us no good

© know that the years go by, that youth gives way to old
8%, that the most stable thrones and fortunes crumble,
at fame is ephemeral, our way of forming a conception—
2, 50 1o speak, taking a_photograph—~af this moving
Universe, hurried along by Time, secks on the contrary to
Dake it stand sl Consegquently, we always see as young

< People we knew when they were young, while those
*hom we knew in their old age we dlothe retraspectively
In the past with the virtues of old age, and we have un-
limited confidence in the credit of a billionaire or in the
favaur of 5 sovereign, albeit knowing by our reason, but not.
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actually believing, that to-morrow they may be fugi
stripped of their power. In a more limited sphere, ¢
sively social—as though in a simple problem serving ¢
introduction to more complicated difficulties of the
the lack of under ding which in my convers
with the young woman resulted from the fact that we
lived 1n the same social circle, it is true, but twemy—ﬁ:’:;
. A e L Ll

appear to-day and as though the past did not exist, ¥
prevents a recently landed American woman from seeing
M. de Charlus had the finest social position in Paris
time when Bloch had none at all, and that Swanf,
went to so much trouble for M. Bontemps, had been
in the fnendliest manner by the Prince of Wales—th
norance does not exist only among the newcomers in s0
but also among those who have always frequented d
related groups and, in both these cases, it is again ©
the effects of Time (but acting in this instance not
social curve, but on the individual), It is true, RO T
how much we may change our social environment, OUf
of living, nevertheless our memory, by retaining the t!
of our continuous personality, attaches to it through the
cessive periods the recollection of the various social g
in which we have lived even forty years before. Blo
the Prince de Guermantes® reception was perfectly a%?
the humble Jewish environment in which he had lived ¢
age of eighteen; and Swann, when he had ceased 10
Mme, Swann but was in love with a woman who sen¢
at the same Colombin’s where Mme. Swann for som¢
thought it was “chic” to go, as to the tea-room in the
Royale, was very well aware of his own social sta¥
remembering Twickenham, and had no doubts conc®
the reasons why he went to Colombin’s rather than ¥
Duchesse de Broglic’s, knowing perfectly well that, ¥¢
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:c f{;en a thousand times lower in the social scale, this
m°‘:h not have prevented him from gomg to Colombin’s or
3 e Ritz Hotel, since anyone can go there if he pays.

oubtless Bloch’s and Swann’s friends also remembered the
“:‘b]” Jewish environment and the invitations to Twick-
::dlgl and thercfore these friends, thinking of the Swann
ey loch of those days as other selves somewhat fess dis-
c;m’ did not separate in their memory the fashionable Bloch
&f today from the sordid Bloch of former years, or the
S‘Vznn of Colombin’s 1n the last years of his life from the

wann of Buckingham Patace. But these {riends were, in
2 way, Swann’s neighbors in life; their own lives had pro-
gressed along lines sufficiently close for their memories 1o

. be filled with recollections of him; while in the case of others

]

s d_me 1o him, at a greater distance from him, not socally
speaking but as far as intimacy was concerned, so that the
“quaintance had been more vague and the meetings less
fequent, the relative paucity of recollections had rendered

eir idea of him more hazy. Now, virtual strangers Yike

- this at the end of thirty years no longer remember anything

- 8iety people who should have known better say
- W3 mentioned, as though that had bee

- today with the distant past and thereby affect his

specific which could connect the man they have before them
present

1 heard
when he
P a1 his sole title to
h‘mtv “You mean the Swann of Colombin’s?”  And now 1

eard people who should have known better say, speaking
of Bloch, % The Guermantes Bloch? The close friend of the

Social standing, Jn the last years of Swann’s life,

- Guermantes?” These mistakes which bisect a human life

and, by isolating the present from the past, make of the
nt man, as though

‘{nem in question another and very differe: 2

reshly created the day before, a man who is merely the

Condensation of his present habits (whereas he carries within

u:mself the continuity of his Jife, which connects him with
¢ past) these mistakes are ajso dependent on Time, but

m‘)’ are a mnemonic phenomenon, not 2 social one, At
3t very moment | had an example—of 3 somewhat different
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sort, it is true, but only the more striking for that reason—
of this forgetfulness which changes the appearance of people
in our eyes. A young nephew of Mme, de Guermantes, the
Marquis de Villemandois, had formerly been so persistently
insolent toward me that I had been forced, in retaliation, to
adopt such an insulting attitude toward him that we had
tacitly become virtual enemies. While 1 was meditating 02
Time at this reception at the Princesse de Guermantes) be
got someone to intraduce him to me, saying that he belteved
I had known some of his relatives and that he had read some
articles of mine and was anxious to make (or renew) my a¢-
quaintance. Tt is only right to say that, as he had gio™?
older, his impertinence, as so often happens, had given way
to seriousness and he no longer had the same arrogaft
manner, also that people were talking about me in the socid!
circle he frequented because of some articles—of very slender
value, however. But these reasons for his cordiality and his
advances to me were only secondary. ‘The principal reasot
or, at any rate, the one that made it possible for the others
to come into play, was that, either because he had 2 poore!
memory than I or because he had paid less attention t© ©J
retorts than I had to his offensive remarks, I being a less 17
portant personage in his eyes at that time than he in mine,
he had completely forgotten our unfriendly relations. A
the most, my name recalled to him that he must have 5¢¢¢
me or one of my family at the house of one of his aunts 3"

not being exactly sure whether we had met before, he has-
tened to mention the aunt at whose house he felt certain be
must have met me, remembering that they often used 10
speak of me, but not remembering our quarrels. A nam¢ o
fregucmly all that is left to us of 2 human being, not whez
he 1s dead but even while he is still alive. And our presec!
ideas about him are so vague ar so strange and correspor o
little to those we formerly had of him that we have entirely
forgotten that we came near fighting a duel with him, but ¥
do recall that, when a child, ic used to wear queer ¥ d
feggings in the Champs-Elysées, although he, on the %
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trary, in spite of our assurances, has no secollection of hav.
ing played with us in them. Bloch had come in, leaping Jike
2 byena, T thought to myself, “He comes into drawing:
Tooms now where he could not have gotten a foot in twenty
Years aga”  But then, too, he was twenty years older. He
%as that much nearer death. So what good did that do
him!  From close up, 1n the transiucency of a face in which,
wbea seeq from afar and in a dim hight, I had discerned only
837 youthfulness—either persistng there or evoked by me
om my memory~~there was to be found the anxious, al-
DOst terrifying countenance of an old Shylock, “made up”
ad waiting in the wings for the moment to go on the stage
and already reciting his first lines in a low vorce. Ten years
beace, in these same drawing-rooms, whose tmpotence wiil
Save forced his acceptance as master, he will come 1n on
Srutches, thinking it a tresome duty to have to go to call on
% La Teémorlles, And what good did that do hum?

From the changes which had oceurred 1 soctety I could
#l the mare readily extract some mmportant truths, sustable
10 give cohesiveness to part of my book, because they were
18 no way peculiar 1o our time, as I might at ﬁrst‘have l‘{cen
tmpted ‘to believe, When I myself, just entering society
#ud more of a newcomer even than Bloch 15 now, had been
feceived 1nto the Guermantes circle, I must have regarded as
Orming an mtegral past of this aircle some elements, wholly
diferent from 3t and only recently admitted, who seemed
new and strange to older members of the group whom 1 did
Pot distinguish from them and who, m their turn, although
Supposed by the dukes of that time to have been members
of the Faubourg since the very beginning, had one tme
been parvenus, either they or their fathers ot grandfathers.
Consequently, it was not their standing as members of the

%t society which made this company sO bnlliant, qu it war
the fact of having been more or less completely assimilated
by this social circle which gave thewr standing to people wha,

1y years later, all seemed to be on the same soctal footing.

Ven jn that past to which I traced back the Guermantes
300



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

name in order to give it all jts grandeur (and with good rea:
son, by the way, for under Lours XIV the Guermantes, being
almost a royal famuly, occupied an even more prominent post
tion in society than to-day) the phenomenon that 1 was now
observing used also to occur. Do we not find them at that
time allying themselves by marriage, for example, with the
Colbert family, which to-day seems 1o us of very noble rank
it is true, since marrying 2 Colbert is regarded as 2 fisk
match for a La Rochefoucauld? But the Guermantes dié
not ally themselves with the Colberts on account of the lattel
being noble, for they were simple bourgeoss at that time;
rather, it was through their alliance with the Guermante!
that they became noble. If the name of Haussonville diet
out with the present representative of that house, it will per
haps derive 1ts glory from its descent from Mme. de Stael,
whereas before the Revolution M. d’Haussonville, one of the
fiest lords of the realm, prided himself before M, Broglie on
the fact that he was not acquainted with Mme. de Stacl’s
father and could no more introduce him than could M
Broglie himself, Little suspecting that the son of one of them
would one day marry the daughter, and the son of the othes
the granddaughter, of the author of Corinne, I realised from
what the Duchesse de Guermantes said to me that I might
hav.c.en]oyed 1 this social set the standing of a man of fine
position who, while not titled, is readily beheved to have con-
nexions with the aristocracy dating back many centuries,
such a standing as Swann had had and, before him, L
Lebrun, M. Ampére and all these friends of the Duchesse
de Broglie, who at the beginning was by no means in the
first ranks of society. On the first occasions when I dine

at Mme de Guermantes’, how deeply I must have shocked
men like M. de Beaucerfeuil, not so much by the fact of my
being there as by remarks of mine testifying to my complete
jgnorance of the memories which made up his past and de
termined the form of his social habits. Some day, whes
Bloch was very old and remembered, far in the past the
Guermantes salon as it looked to him to-day, he would fec
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lflt‘same astonishment, the same vexation, 1n the presence of
similar intruders and ignorant newcomers. And on the other
hand, he would doubtless have acquired and would radiate
about him those qualities of tact and discretion which 1 had
believed to be the exclusive privilege of men like M. de
Norpars, but which come together again and reappear in men
who seem to us, above all others, incapable of possessing
2em | To mention another paint, the opportumty which had
] N
1015 social phenomenon was not as isolated as it had at first
2ppeared o me and that, from the Combray basin where 1
¥as barn, quite numerous after alt were the fountains that
bad risen symmetrically with myself above the liquid mass
which had fed them all.  To be svre, since circumstances al-
¥2ys vary somewhat and temperaments are never exactly
dlike, it “was in entirely different ways that Legrandin
(hrough hs nephew’s strange marriage} had in his turn
ticeeeded in gaining admittance to this social arcle, that
Odette’s daughter had become related to it and that Swann
MSelf and finaller T 123 soeard S Ton com oo ha boad
throy . -
from .
teserr .,
Vergent path, just 2 the traveller who is following the course
ofa stream in 4 deep valley does not see that another stream
fowing in & diferent direction, despite the windings of its
ourse, empties into the same river, But taking 2 bird's-eye
View, a3 does the statistician who ignores the sentimental rea-
3on or the avoidable imprudences which led to the death of
his or thay person and counts merely the numbcr.of persons
sho die PET ycar, it was evident that several indwiduals
ttatting from ‘one and the same environment, the depicting
of which occupied the opening peried of this story, had alt
made their Way into an entirely different environment; and
1t1s probable that, since an average number of marriages an
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performed in Paris every year, any other wealthy, cultured,
middle-class social group would have furnished an approxi-
mately e= ' R ) o
self and . . )
the ocea v . L. | are
easily" discernible there, for although the young (|3om!= de
~ . o SR R L

climb the social ladder, the same traits as had characterised
his uncle Legrandin, that is to say, an old friend of my
parents who, although of aristocratic mien, was of thoroughly
bourgeots extraction.

Kindness, merely a ripening process which has succ:gdtd
in sweetening natures more basically acid than Bloch’s, 18 43
widespread as the sentiment of justice, thanks to which, if
our cause is sound, we need not fear a hostile judge any mor®
than a friendly one. And Bloch’s grandchiidren would be
Lind and considerate almost by birth. Bloch himself had
not perhaps yet reached that point. But I observed thity
whereas he formerly used to pretend to believe that he ha
to take a two-hour railway journey in order to call on some
one who had given him but a perfunctory invitation, 0¥
that he was receiving many invitations, not only to Juncheo?
ard dinner but to spend ‘2 fortnight here and 2 fortnight
there, he refused many of them without announcing the f2¢t
or boasting that he had received and declined them. Dis-
cretion, in both word and deed, had come to him along %*
social standing and age, with a sort of social age, if one maf’
use the term. It is truc that Bloch had formerly been it
discreet, as well as incapable of kindliness or friendly couns
But some difficulties and some qualities are not so mu¢’ at
tached to this or that individual or to this or that moment ©
existence, considered from the social point of view- '{
are, as it were, exterior to the individval, who passcd throug
their beam of light as through various pre-existents £
eral and inevitable solstices. Doctors who try fo asce®
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whether a certajn medicine lessens or increases the acdity of
the stomach, stimulates o retards its secretions, obtain vary-
38 results, not only according to the stomach from which
they take a little of its gastric juice but according to whether
they take it when the remedy has been more or less com-
pletely assimilated,
* * *

Thus, at every point in its esistence the name of Guer-
Mantes, considered as a conglomerate of all the names st
compnsed within and around itself, suffered losses and en-
I.o)led few elements, like those gardens in which, in a con-
tinuous process, flowers scarcely in bud, ready to take the
places of those which are beginning to fade, lose their
Mentity in a mass that appears unchanged except to those
Persons who have not been witnessing the succession of new
loams and therefore have retained in their memories an
£32<t picture of the flawers that have disappeared. .
. Many a person among those brought together, or revived
i my memory, by this afterncon reception recalled to my
mind the serjes of appearances he had presented to me
through the succession of various and contrasting circum-
Stances amid which he had come before my eyes, and in this
P2y be threw into relief the various phases of my hife, the
differences of perspective, even as some chance feature of the
andscape, a hill or chitean, appearing now on the right,
£9% on the left, seems first to tower abave a forest, then to
Tise out of 4 valley, and thus disclases to the traveller ch.an es
of direction and differences of attirude in the road he is fol-
owing, Going farther and farther back into the past, I
finally came upon mental pictures of one and the same per-
fan, separated by such long intervals of time and impressed
N such widely different phases of my own personality that

had been In the habit of leaving them out of account even
when 1 thought T was reviewing the entite course of my past
relations with thay peron, and I had even ceased to believe
that they represented the individual I had formerly known.
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and it required the accident of a sudden flash of conscious
attention for me to connect them to the original significance
they had had for me, as to an etymological root, From the
other side of the hedge of pink hawthorn Mile. Swann gave
me a look, the amorous significance of which I had had to
reconstruct i retrospect. Mme. Swann’s lover—at least, $¢
Combray regarded him—looked at me across that same
hedge with a sharp scrutiny which, likewise, did not meas
what 1 thought it did at the time and, besides, he later
changed so much that I did not recognise him at all in the
person of the gentleman who was looking at a playbill at
Balbec, near the Casino, whom I afterwards used to recall
10 mind by chance every ten years or so, saying to mysell,
“Why, that was M. de Charlus, away back there! How
strange!” Mme. de Guermantes at Dr. Percepied’s wed-
ding; Mme. Swann in pink at my great-uncle’s; Mme. de
Cambremer, Legrandin's sister, so stylish-looking that he
was afraid we would ask him to give us a recommendation
to her—these memory pictures, as well as many more con”
nected with Swann, Saint-Loup and others, when they re-
curred to my mind, I found enjoyment in placing hike fagades
at the threshold of my relations with these different peoples
?llhough they seemed to me to be only illustrations and nct
impressions made on my mind by the persons themselves,
with whom they appeared to have no connexion. Not only
is 1t true that some people have a good memory and others
have not (without going as far as the customary continual
forgetfulness of Turkish ambassadors)—which makes it pos-
si}:le far the latter always to find room for a contradictorf
piece of information when reported to them, the preceding
one having vanished at the end of a week or its successorf
having been able to exorcise it. But even if their memoriey
are equally good, two persons do not recall the same item¥
One of them will have paid little attention to an act s hid
the other will always regret keenly, whereas the former ‘W_“
have caught on the wing, as a {riendly and characteristi
¥ign, a word that the latter uttered offhand, almost withost
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8iving it & thought. When one has broached a propheer
that has praved false, the egoistic desire not to have been
mistaken shortens one’s memory of this prophecy and per-
TIts onie very soon to maintain that one did naot make it.
Aud fasily, 2 deeper, less selfish interest causes the recollec~
Uons tr yraver en = a1 1 R . .
2
ret . )
Jears' absence, in p]a‘cc of the rancours you had expected,
you find unintentional and unconscious {forgiveness and, on
the other hand, so many hatreds, the reason for which you
cannot explain—because you have, on your side, forgotten
the bad impression you had created. One forgets the dates
of events in the lives even of the people one has known best.
1d because it was at least twenty years since she had first
met Bloch, Mme, de Guermantes would have sworn that he
had been horn into her somal crrcle and, at the age of two.
had been dandled on the knee of the Duchesse de Chartres.
And how Many times these peap!c had reappeared before
@Y eyes in the course of their lives, the changing circum=
Hances of which seemed to present the same human beings,
118 true, but under various forms and for varying purposes;
and the diversity of the periods at which my life had been
Ctossed by the thread of the life of each of these persons had
finally resulted in the periods which scemed farthest back
becarning interwaven as if fife had at 1ts disposal only a
Emited number of threads for weaving the most dls?lmllar
Patterns.  What could be more widely s:pamttsi in my
diverse past expesiences, for example, than my visits to my
uncle Adofphe, or the nephew of Mume. de Vl"epal’lsls,v lh,:
{aréchars cousin, or Legrandin and his sister, or Frangoise’s
fiend, the former waistcoat-maker in the courtyard of our
b“irding? And to-day all these different strands had been
rought together to make the weft here of the Saint-Lovp
™énage, there of the young Cambremer couple of the ea.rly
days, not 1o mention Morel and so many others who, coming
together, had combined to form such a well defined mmm-!
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stance that it seemed to me that it was the complete unit
the persons merely component parts, And I had alr
lived long enough ‘so that, for more than one of the ht
beings with whom L had come in contact, I found in antif
regions of my past memories another being to complet
picture. To the Elstirs, whom I saw here in a place v
was of jtself an indication of fame already won, I could
the carliest recollections of the Verdurns and the Cott
the conversation 1n the restaurant at Rivebelle, the after
tea at which T became acquainted with Albertine, an
many other memories. In much the same way, when 2
lover 15 shewn a panel of an altar screen he remembe
what church, museum and private collection the other p
are dispersed (likewise he finally succeeds, by followin;
catalogues of art sales or frequenting antique shops, in
ing the mate of the object he possesses, thereby comp!
the pair, and is able to reconstruct in his mind the pre
and the entire ahar).  Just as a bucket being havled v
a windlass rubs against the rope again and again an
t_)pposi(e sides, there was no person, hardly even a singl
ject, having occupied a place in my life, that had not
cess.ivc!y played different parts in it. A mere social
nexion or even a material object, for example—if the 1
lection of it came back to me a few years later, I obst
that hfe had kept on weaving about it different th
which finally gave it a beautiful velvet coating, like
which in old parks enwraps a plain water pipe 1 2 st
of emerald.

Tt was not only the outward appearance of these ind
uals which suggested dream figures, Even to thems
their carlier life, already slumbering in their youth and
Toves, had become more and more a dream. ~They had
gotten even their rancours and their hates and, in ord
convince themselves that the person before them was it
the one with whom they had not been on speaking term
years before, they would have had to consult 2 register
this was as vague as a dream in which one was insulte:
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b)',Whom, one can no fonger recall. It was just such dreams
which produced contradictory situations 1 poliucal life,
where one saw in one and the same cabinet people who had
atcused ane another of murder or treason.  And with cer-
tin old men this dream became as impenetrable as death in
the days immediately following an amorous indulgence.
During these days it was impossible to put any question to
the President of the Republic; he bad lost his memory com-
Pletely, Then, after one let him rest for a few days, the
remembrance of public affairs came back to him as casually
2 the recollection of a dream.

Sometimes more than one picture came into my mind of
!{'ns being who was so different from the person I had known
since then, ™ - LTt M

2 gentle, ¢
 ghost at tt
dosk or by .
her ancestral name‘:nvelloycd the Duchesse de Guermantes—
dmost legendary origins, & fascinating mythology of social
relations which became o banal in later years but which
these origins carried back into the past as though up into the
boundless sky with a refulgence similar to that which is shed

Y the sparkling tail of a comet. And even refations qmt
had not had therr beginnings in a mystenous past, like mine
with Mme, de Souvré, to-day so stiff and purely formal, re-
tained in my earliest recollections of them their first smile,
talmer, swecter, so suavely outlined in the full richness of an
fternoon by the sea or the end of a Spring day in Paris,
turbufent wich carriages, clouds of dust and rippling sun-
shine,  And perhaps Mme, de Souvré would not have
“ounted for much if one had removed her from this frame,
fike those monuments—Santa Maria della Salute, for ex-
#mple—which, without great beauty of their own, produce
0 admirabie effect in their own setting; but she formed
PIrt of a barch of souvepirs which I valued at a certain
Price, “talen as a lot,” without trying to ﬁgu\:e out :xagly
What part should be eredited to Mme. de Souvré’s personality
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With all these human beings one thing which struck me
even more forcibly than the modifications they had undergone
in physical app e and social ding was the change
caused by the different ideas they had of one another.
Legrandin formerly used to despise Bloch and never ad-
dressed 2 word to him, but now he was very friendly Wll.h
him. This was not at all because of the better social posi-
tion to which Bloch had attained, in which case it would not
be worth mentioning, for social changes necessarily bring
corresponding changes in standing among those concerned.
No, the reason was that people—and by “people” I mean
what they represent to us—do not have in our memories the
fixity of a painting. Their evolution is at the mercy of our
forgetfulness. Sometimes this goes so far that we even con*
fuse one person with another. “Bloch? Why, that’s some-
one who used to come to Combray.” And by “Bloch
they meant me. Conversely, Mme. de Sazerat was positive
that 2 certain historical treatise on Philip IT was by m&
whereas 1t was by Bloch. Without going as far as these

IR 4

- - pmmanna nlavad US.

sithetitnriane wa farmat sha gaed

we were on fricndl’y terms. It was to such an antecedent
situation that Legrandin’s behaviour corresponded in his
friendliness toward Bloch, either because he had lost all
recollection of a certain period in the past or because he con*
sidered it outlawed—a compound of forgiveness, forge(ful'
ness and indifference which is likewise a product of Time.
Furthermore, even between lovers, the recollections we have
of one another never correspond exactly. I had known Al-
bertine to recall to my mind with marvellous exactitude s0m¢
remark I had made to her at onc of our first meetings Whic

T had completely forgotten, while she had no recollection of
some other fact which had been driven into my head for al

time, hike a pebble. Our parallel lives were like the t¥0
barders of a garden path where uras of flowering plants are
placed symmetrically at regular intervals, but not oppo*
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one another.  And, with even more reason. it is easy to un-
derstand that, in the case of someone we know only shghtly,
we might scarcely remember who he is, or recall something
dfferent and farther back in the past than what we more
recently thought of him, something suggested by the peaple
among whom we meet him again and who have known hum
for only a short time, endowed with social attributes and
standing which he did ot formerly possess but which we, in
our fgrgen‘ulness, accept instanter,

It is true that life, in brnging these people across my
Path, had repeatedly presented them to me under special
circumstances which, surropnding them completely, had
hemmed in the view I had of them and theseby hindered me
from knowing their true natures. Even these Guermantes,
who had been the object of such a magnificent dream when

I had f; later appeared in m:
S bad et approached ope of e et P ends

e LASMO. (I OF DEfween US dllu uueks sue Ly )
is 2 narrow margin of contingencies, s my rgadmg at Com-
bray had shewn me there is of perception, which prevents an
absolute contact between the mind and reality.) Conse-
quently, it was only afterwards, when T connected them with
the name, that my acquaintance with them became for me
acquaintance with the Guermantes. B\_x: it may be it was
precisely that which made life more poetic {or me when I re-
flscted how that mysterious race with piercing eyes and bird-
lile beaks, that pink, golden, unzpproa_chab‘le race, }Jad 30
often and so naturally, as a result of blind and varying cir-
cumstances, happened 1o offer itself for my con_lem}?hncn,
for social intercourse and even intimate friendship with me,
W such an extent that, when I wished to make the acquain-
tance of Mlle. Stermaria or to have some gowns mice for
Albertine, it was to members of the Guermantes family that

turned, as to my most helpful friends. It is true that it

Bored me as much to go to call on them as on the other so~
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ciety people I met later. Even in the case of the Duchesse
de Guermantes {as with certain of Bergotte’s pages) I felt
her charm only from afar; it vanished when I came near her
because it existed only in my memory and my imagination.
But when all was said and done, the Guermantes, and Gil-
berte also, differed from the other society folk in that they
plunged their roots deeper into a period of my past life when
1 used to dream more and had more faith in people. What
came over me with ennui as I talked now with any of them
was at any rate those of my childhood fantasies which ha

seemed to me the most beautiful and the most inaccessible,
and I consoled myself, like a merchant who becomes en-
tangled in his bookkeeping, by confusing the value of pos-
a;ssmg them with the price at which my desire had appralltd
them,

But in the case of other persons, the memory of my earlier
relations with them was turgid with more ardent dreams,
conceived without hope, in which my hfe of that time, wholly
consecrated to them, expanded so richly that I found it diffi-
cult to understand how the realisation of those dreams coul
possibly be this thin, narrow, lustreless ribbon of zestless,
unprized intimacy in which I was unable to recapture the
slightest vestige of what had constituted their mystery, their
fine frenzy and their sweetness.

*
* x

“What has become of the Marquise d’Arpajon?” asked
Mme. de Cambremer. “Why, she is dead,” Bloch replicd.
“You are confusing her with the Comtesse d’Arpajon, Who
died last year.” Thereupon the Princesse de Malte joinet
in the discussion; as the young widow of an aged, thlllhg
nobleman, bearer of an illustrious name, she was muc
sought after in marriage and this had given her a great deal
of assurance. “The Marquise d’Arpajon,” she interposeds
“also died about a year ago” “What! a year ago? 12%
sure you that is not 30,” replied Mme. de Cambremer. ,I'
attended 2 musicale at her house less than a year ag%
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between the aged society folk who were dead and those whe
were sick or out of town or living in the country, established
the insignificance of the dead quite as definitely as did the
lack of interest of those who were in doubt.

“But if she is not dead, how does it happen one never
sees her any more, nor her husband either?” inquired 2
spinster who liked to make witty remarks. “I tell you,”
replied her mother who, although fifty years of age, never
missed 2 society function, “it’s because they’re old; pcop1=
of that age don’t go out any more.” It seemed as though
there were in front of the cemetery an entire segregated dis-
trict of old people, the Jamps in its foggy strects always
lighted. Mme. de Sainte-Euverte brought the discussion to
a close by explaining that the Comtesse d’Arpajon had dlfd
a year pefore, after a long illness, but that the Marquise
d’Arpajon had also died, although more recently and very
suddenly, “of some utterly insignificant ailment "—wherein
her death resembled the lives of all these people and also ex-
plained why she passed away unnoticed, and excused people’s
confusing her with the Countess. On hearing that Mme.
d’Afpa]on really was dead, the unmarried woman cast an
anxious glance at her mother who, she feared, might be
?hockc.d'to learn of the death of one of her contemporafics;
in anticipation she pictured herself hearing people saf, i
cxplanz.uon of her mother’s death, “The death of Mme
d’Arpajon was a great shock to her.” But the mother, on
the contrary, every time someone of her own age passe
on,” felt as if she Kad carried off the prize in a contest With
distinguished competitors. ‘Their death furnished the only
means left to her of being made agreeably conscious of hef
own existence. The spinster noticed that her mother, who
had not se‘emed sorry to announce that Mme. d’Arpajon W33
a recluse in one of those abodes whence enfeebled old folk
seldom issue forth again, had been even less grieved to learn
that the Marquise had entered the City of the Hereafters
whence there is no return.  The old maid's caustic spirit %33
amused to note this indifference on her mother’s part. An
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later on she htertained her friends with 5 « side-splitti,
e-splittiy
;:::{ sf the Sprightly Way she claimed her morherphad
Mme:d,’Ambl?mg'hcr hands together, “My God, so "
i .th' fPajon is really dead ) » Even people who did
e & 1S death to make them rejoice that they were 5
2ive founq happiness init For every death simplifies e

;"Cf. as [ h'avc already related, the death of M. Verdun,
3 R0t recefyeq in this mapger by Elstir.

.
*

*
@ One Iady Ieft, for she had other Teceptions to 80 to and
© W33 15 haye fea with two queens. Ir was that famong

au.
{orm“l}"w}lkh, becausc of her head now being on a lower
cvel, pave her the air of having “one foor in the grave,” ag
f:ople $ay—one could scarcely have said thay she looked
1}' older. Yy, her Austrian nose and her charming
$'ance, she was still 5 Man'e-Amoinenc, well preserved, em.
T 2 thousand cosmetics adorably combined o
complexton. Over her features

e Ve he

e 2 Jilac hye to her

(i G- vy uig Lankers
Withoye Counting the innumerable passing fancies she had

Ulogeq herself) she bore g5 lightly as she did her exquisice
;m"‘d cyes deh'catc]y painted face and mauve gown, the
Cmewhag Jumbled memories of her thickly peopled past,
i running away “4 langlase
ed me, clasped my hand and
on me with an €xpres-
ince we last met—let’s

e gwcd o her. She recognis,
g ed her Found, mayve-coloured cyes
08 that seemey fo say, “How long s
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talk about it some other time.”  She pressed my hand firmly,
unable to recall exactly whether or not, one evening when
she was taking me home from the Duchesse de Guermantes),
there had been a love passage between us.  Just on a chance,
she appeared to allude to something that had never hap-
pened, which was not hard for her to do, because she would
put on a tender air over a strawberry tart and, if obliged to
leave before the end of the music, would assume an attitude
as if beartbroken over a sudden departure which, however,
was not to be final. Furthermore, in doubt concerning that
incident with me, she did not prolong the furtive handclasp
or utter a word, but merely looked at me, as I have said, in
a way that signified, “ How long it has been!” And in this
look there passed in review her husbands, the men who had
“kept” her, two wars; and her star-like eyes, like an astro-
nomical clock carved out of an opal, marked successively all
those solemn hours of a far distant past, which she recap-
tured at any moment when she wished to give you a greeting
which was always at the same time an apology. Then, leav-
ing me, she hurried toward the door so that no one should §0
to any trouble on her account and to shew me that the rea
son she had not stopped to talk with me was because she was
in a hurry—also to make up for the minute lost in shaking
hands with me, lest she be late at the residence of the Queen
of Spain, with whom she was to have tea alone. Even when
she was near the door, 1 thought she was going to break into
a run. As a matter of fact, she was running toward her
rave.

All this while the Princesse de Guermantes could be heard
repeating with 2n excited air and a metallic rattle in her
voice, caused by her false teeth, “That’s jt! We'll get P2
litle clan! How I like these intelligent young people ¥05
take part in everything! Ah, what a muzhishian you 3","
She talked on, her big manocle in her round eye, W!’”,‘h
seemed partly amused and partly apologising for its inability
to keep up the gaiety for a long time; but to the very 155

324



THE FAST RECAPTURED T

ske was determined to *take part in everything” and *
% fitle clan” P e et

. * *

¥ 52t down beside Gilberte de Saint-Loup. We talked a
great d:a'l of Robert.  Gilberte spoke of him in 2 deferential
fone, as if he had been some superior being whom she was
2031005 to shew me she had admired and understood. We
teminded one another how the ideas he used to develop con-
ming military strategy (for he had often repeated to her
l{Tznsnnw’lle the same theories that I had heard lum sus-
tan at Doncidres and afterwards) had often and in many
pants, after afl, been venfied by the late war. “I cannot
1l you bow vividly the slightest thing he said to me at
Dencitres comes back to me now and did also during the
¥at. The last words I heard him utter when we parted,
Dever to meet again, were that he expected Hindenburg, as
2 Napaleonic general, to for a battle along the
Iines of one of the Napoleonic types, the one which aims to
3tparate two opponents, ¢ perhaps the En; lish and ourselves,’
be added.  And indeed, scarcely 2 year alter Robert’s death,
3 eritic for whom he had a profound admiration and who
Sbviously exercised great influence over his military ideas,
AL Henry Bidow, said that Hindenburg’s offensive in March,
1918, was ‘the bautle of one army massed to separate two
Spponents aligned against it, a maneuver in which Napoleon
Succeeded on the Apennines in 1796, but failed in Belgium
I 18152 A few minutes before we parted, Robert was
drawing a comparison for me berween battles and plays in
Which it js not always easy to know what the author intended
or in which he changed his plan as he went along. Now, as
far a5 the German offensive af 1918 is concerned, doubtless
R?bert would not agree with M. Bidou in interpreting it in
s way; bur other critics believe that it was Hindenburg’s
fuccessful advance in the direction of Amiens, then bis en-
forceq halt, his success in Flanders and 3hm another check
Which—accidentally, after all-—made Amiens and thea Bou-
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logne objectives which he had not at first set before himself.
And since everyone can rewrite a play to suit himself, some
see in this offensive the announcement of a lightning-like
march on Paris; others, merely random lunges in an effort
to destroy the Bntish army, And even if the orders given
by the commander-inchief contradict this or that theory, the
critics will always have left the possibility of retorting, as
Mounet-Sully did to Coquelin when assured by the latter
that Le Misanthrope was not the sad, theatrical play he
. -

wished to make it /#-= 3 #-F2en coooodion e o eans®emony of
contemporanes, g. pro-
voked laughter) ¢*. .

“And about the airplanes, Guperte remarkey, w0 you
remember how he used to say—he had such apt expressions
—that each army must be 2 hundred-eyed Argus? Alas, he
did not live to see his statements substantiated.” “Oh yes,
ke did,” I replied. At the Battle of the Somme, he knew
very well that they first blinded the enemy by putting out
his eyes, that is, by destroying his airplanes and captive
balloons.” “Yes, that is true.” And during the years she
had been living an exclusively intellectual life, she had b.c'
come somewhat pedantic. “And how he used to maintain
that peaple would come back to ancient methods! Do you
know that the Mesopotamian expeditions in this war "—she
must have read it at the time in Brichot’s articles—" recall
continually and without a single change Xenophon's retreat!
And to go from the Tigris to the Euphrates, the British high
command made use of bellones, long, narrow boats, Toca
gondolas, which were already in use among the most ancient
Chaldcans.”. These remarks conveyed to me the fecling of
that stagnation of the past, which in certain places, by a sort
of specific gravity, becomes indefinitely immobile, so that on¢
finds it just as it was in former times. And I admit thals
thinking of my reading at Balbec, not far away from Robert,
1 was greatly impressed—as when, in a French coumrysxd‘t,
1 came across a trench described by Mme, de Sevigné—orin
the Orient, in connexion with the siege of Kuyt-cl-Amars
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.
l(‘Ei\euuthm"‘ as we say VaugJe-Vicomte and Boilleau-
txten?iu;’ h'the curé of Combray would have said if be had
s ed his thirst for etymology to the Oriental Janguages)
Biseo '°;PP¢§Y in the neighbourhood of Bagdad the name of
¥ lxzu thc}'x is 50 frequently mentioned 1n The Arabuan
thl ”1};1 whither, in the days of the Caliphs, long before
tmb"i ‘ownshend, Sinbad the Satlor repatss each ume to
in ark or disembark after leaving Bagdad or before return-
gltherc.
. S'I'Exlere is one phase of war which he was begmning 10
,;: p,” T went on, “namely, that it is human, that people
”(c it 23 they do 2 love or a hatred, and that it could be told
T‘C' 3 novel and consequently that, if someone goes about
Lpeung that strategy is & science, this does no belp him
¢ 31 to understand war, wiich 15 aot strategic  The enemy
s not know our plans any more than we know the end
#hich the woman we love is pursuing——snd it may be that
;; do not know these plans ourselves. 1n their offensive of
arch, 1918, did the Germans bave as their abjective the
sapture of Amiens? We do not hnow at all  Perhaps they
dia not know themselves and it may have been the outcome
of their advance westward toward Amiens which determined
their plan. And even supposing War to be scientific, ane

would still have to depict it 38 Elstir did the sea, in inverse
orges o * 10 P .7 aa hehiefs which one corrects

Bt . . - the story of 3 Jife.
b [ is nat strategic but

medical instead, and subject to unloreseen accidents, such as
the Russian revolution, which the dlinician might have hoped
to forestall.”

Throughout this conversation, Gilberte had spoken of
Roba e pe. that seemed 1o bo addressed more
tomy old friend than to her deceased husband. She secmed
%0 be saying to me, “ know how much you admired him.
Yessure you, I was able to ap seciate what a superior being
he was™ And yet the love sne certainly no longer felt for
bis memory was perhaps still the remote cause of certain
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pecuiar features of her present life. For example, Andrée
was now her inseparable friend. Although the latter, thanks
especially to her husband’s talent and her own intelligence,
was beginning to make her way, not, to be sure, into the
Guermantes coterie, but into a social set infinitely more
fashionable than the one she used to frequent, people were
surprised that the Marquise de Saint-Loup shoul conde-
scend to become her best friend. This seemed to be an
indication of Gilberte’s penchant for what she considered a2
artistic life, even at the cost of real damage to her social
standing. That may be the correct explanation, However,
another came to my mind, always impressed with the way in
which the figures we sec gathered together anywhere ar¢
usually the reflexion, or in one way or another the const-

uence ~F « === ~amsinton of mablan Baeas £an —aoved from
q .
the lat- . . . symmetri-
cal wi . : . er husband

and Gilberte were to be seen together every evening, this
was possibly because, many years before, the man who later
oecame Andrée’s husband was to be seen living with Rachel
and then leaving her for Andrée. It is probable that (.;il-
berte, living in a social world above and remore from theits
knew nothing about this at the time. But she must have
heard about it later, when Andrée had climbed, and she bad
descended, the social scale sufficiently for them to come
within one another’s vision. Then Gilberte must have felt
strongly the prestige of the woman for whom Rachel bad
been abandoned by a man who must have had great charm,
since Rachel had preferred him to Robert,

Thus, perhaps, the sight of Andrée recalled to Gilberte l}"
youthful romance of her love for Saint-Loup and also 10-
spired her with great respect for the woman that was &%
adored by a man who had aronsed such a strong affection 18
the very Rachel who, she realised, had been more deeply
loved by Robert than she herself had been. It may be, 2
the contrary, that these memories of the past had no part i
Gilberte’s predilection for this artistic couple and that 02
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should see in it, as with many people, sumply the indulgence
of two tendencies habitually inscparable in society women,
to become well informed and to associate with people of
much lower social standing. Perbaps Gilberte had forgotter
Robert a5 completely as 1 had Abertine and, even if she
,h‘CW it was Rachel that the artist had given up for Andrée,
it may be that she never thought of this fact when she sa®w
them and that it had never played any part in &
them, In order to decide whether mY first explanation was,
not merely possible but true, one would have had to obtan
the testimany of those concerned, the only recourse left 1
such cases, provided they could bring to their confession
dlear insight and sincerity. But the former 18 seldom met
with and the latter never.

“But how does it happen you came t0 such a crowded re-
ception? ™ Gilberte asked me: «To run across
mad scramble Like this doesn’t fit 3 with my idea of you-
1 certainly would have expected t© meet you anvwhere else
except at one of my aunt’s big jamborees, since aunt it must
be,” she added with a touch of sarcasm, 107, :
Mme, de Saint-Loup a Little while before Mme Verdurin had
married into the family, she consi
the original Guermantes and to have been

er uncle’s marriage with someon

Verdurin, whom, it is tru€, $2¢

less occasions by members of the family 1 her presence,
while of course 1t was only Detund her back that they ha

talked of the mésalhance Saint-Loup had contracted in
marrying her, Moreover she affected all the more disdain

for this * oficolour” aunt because the Princesse e Guer-

c + F marversity which impels intelli-

L e,

- s of

the past, in order to try 1@ e - wwly

3qu§red elegance, wa:yfondg of saying when ste spose of

Gilberte, 1 assure you she s not a new acquaintance to me.

1 knew the girl’s mother very well; why, she was 3 dose
129



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

friend of my cousin, Mme. de Marsantes, and it was at my
house she met Gilberte’s father, As for poor Saint-Loup, I
knew his entire family long before that; why, his uncle used
to be an intimate friend of mine at La Raspelidre.” ¢ You
see, the Verdurins weren’t bohemians at all,” people used to
say to me after hearing the Princesse de Guermantes talk in
this way. “They have been friends of Mme. de Saint-
Loup’s family from away back.” I was perhaps the oqu
one who knew (through my grandfather) that it was quite
true the Verdurins were not bohemians, but that was not
exactly because they had known Odette. But it is easy 0
dress up stories of a past that no one any longer remembers,
fike tales of travel to countries no one has ever visited:
“Well then,” Gilberte concluded, “since you do occasionally
come out of your ‘ivory tower’, wouldn’t informal li(.de
ga}llenngs at my house, to which I would invite congcmzl
spirits, be more to your liking? Big affairs like this were
not made for you. I saw you talking with my Aunt Qriane,
who.may have all the fine qualities one could wish but who,
1 !h[nk you will agree, it is not unfair to say is not one o
the intellectual dite.” I could not explain to Gilberte the
thoughts that had been going through my mind for the past
hour, but it occurred to me that, when it came to mere ea*
tertainment, she might furnish opportuniies for pleasant di-
version which I did not, as a matter of fact, believe I should
find in discussing htcrature with the Duchesse de Guermantes
any more than with Mme. de Saint-Loup. It is true that 1
intended to resume the very next day my solitary existence
but with 2 dofinits menaca ok - e 000 T aven et
luring my working
! R  literary task 100
precedence over the duty to be courteous or even hind-
Doubtless the friends who had not seen me for such a lonf
time and who had just met me again and thought me in go¢
health once more would be insistent. They would come with
their importunate demands when the toil of the day—of of
their lives—was done or interrupted, with the same need of
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me as L used to feel for Saint-Loup, because, as I had already
noticed at Combray when my parents scolded me just after T
had, unbeknownst to them, made most commendable resolu-
tions, the subjective chronometers allotted to men are not
all regulated to keep the same time; one strikes the hour of
rest while the other is summoning to work; one announces
the moment for the judge to pronounce sentence long after
the guilty one has heard the call to repentance and reforma-
tion. But to those who might come to see me or who might
send for me, T would have the courage 1o reply that I had an
Imperative and vitally important engagement with myself
for certain essential matters which I must learn about with-
out delay. And, although there is little connexion between
our true self and the other, on account of the 1dentical name
and common body the self-denial which leads one to sacrifice
the easiest duties and even pleasures is mustaken by others
for selfishness. And if T was going to live apart from the
people who would complain of not sesing me, was it not
preaisely so that I might devote myself to them—more thot-
oughly than I could have done in their company—seek to
reveal them to themselves, to arnive at their true natures?
What would it profit me to waste my evenings for years to
come in sending after the disappearing echo of their remarks
the equally empty sound of my own, for the fruitless pleas-
ure of socral contacts in which any penetrating meditation is
impossible? Was it not more worth while that I should
study the gestures they made, the words they uttered, their
lives, their natures, and endeavour to plot the curve and in-
duce the general I§w‘? Unfortunately, 1 should h?ve to
. B DI ERSOR U MR
through excessive politeness it impels us to sacrifice to others,
not only our pleasure but our duty, when, putting ourselves
in the place of another, our duty, of whatever
*hat of helping out in the rear when one could be of no,
ice at the front-—appears to us as our own pleasure, °
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reality it is not. And far from considering myself unfortu-
nate, as some of the greatest men have done, in having to
Jive without friends or social converse, I understood that the
inspirational forces which one expends in friendship are 3
sort of blind door to an individual friendship which leads no-
where, and that these forces are diverted from a truth to
ward which they might have led us. But after all, when
periods of relaxation and companionship became necessath
1 realised that, in place of the intellectual conversation?
which society folk believe helpful to writers, slight love
affairs with young girls in the first bloom of youth woutd
furnish a select pabulum which I might, when strictly neces
sary, allow to my imagination, like the famous horse that

fed exclusively on roses! What I suddenly wished for
mmaln g whas T Lad Auaacmsd oF o+ Ralhec when

s . -y
b R . . ¢
to endeavour to find again the same young girls for whom
felt at that moment such a strong desire. 'The action of the
years, which had worked such changes in all the humat
beings T had seen that day, and even in Gilberte, had surdf
transformed all the young girls who were still living—3n
would have transformed Albertine, had she not died—iat?
women far too different from my recollection of !}"m
suffered from an inner yearning to find and be with thet
once more, for time, which changes people, does not ahef
the recollection we have of them. Nothing is moré psi®
than this contrast between the changes in people and the 82
h bl of our r b of them when “,e',g;hse
that something which has retained such freshness i o8t
memory cannot possibly still have any in actual life, ﬂ"'hw:
cannot draw near outwardly to what, in our inner thout! ‘»’
seems to us 5o beautiful and kindles in us, nozwiths!and“ﬁr"
such a strongly individual longing to see it agait. Te!
powerful desire which memory aroused in me for those )ou.?;g
girls seen years before, I realised T could not hope t0 gratly
unless by ‘seeking to find it in someone of that same i
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iz other words, in someone else than them. Often T had had
3 suspicion that what seems peculiar to someone we desire
St Tt vh Tessbacoggage of time was
5, s1nce, after the
. .. . urge to seek, in
place of the young girls T had known, others now enjoying
th'e youth they had at that time. Moreover, there ia more in
this'than merely an awakening of our fleshly desires, which
does not correspond to any reality because'it takes no ac-
count of the time that has passed. There came over me at
times a wish that, by some miracle, my grandmother or Al-
bertine, sull alive (contrary to what I had believed) might
come into the room where I'was. I thought I saw them, my
heart leaped toward them. Qnly I forgot ane thing, that if
they really had been alive, Albertine would now look about
as Mme. Cottard did to me at Balbec, and my grandmother,
being more than ninety-five years old, would by no means
rejoice my sight with that beautiful, calm, smiling counte-
nance with which I even now still pictured her to myself as
arbitrarily as we put a beard on God the Father or as they
were d in the enth century to rep the
heroes of Homer in all the trappings of 2 noble lord, with-
out regard to their antiquity. I looked at Gilberte and did
not think to myself, “I would like to see her again” but I
told her it would always give me pleasure to be invited by
her to meet some young girls, but without harbouring the in~
tention of asking anything more of them than to reawaken
‘ N ot ' - -m - efe-Vesyears—and mayhap,
ust as Elstir loved to
. o 1is wife, the Venetian
beauty which he had so often reproduced in his paintings, I
allowed myself the excuse of being attracted by a certain
msthetic selfishness toward beautiful women who might
cause me suffering and 1 had a certain fecling of idolatry for
the future Gilbertes, Duchesses de Guermantes and Al-
bertines wham I might meet and from whom it seemed to me
T might get inspiration, like a sculptor strolling about
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‘beautiful old marble statuary. I ought, however, to have re-
membered that prior to each of those attachments there was
my feeling for the mystery which pervaded them and that
therefore, instead of asking Gilberte to introduce me to some
young girls, 1 would have done better to go to places where
we are not connected with them in any way, where we feel
some insuperable barrier between them and us, where, two
paces from them on the beach, going to bathe, one feels
separated from them by the impassible. It was in this way
that my feeling for the mysterious had been able to attach
itself successively to Gilberte, the Duchesse de Guermantes,
Albertine and so many others. To be sure, the unknown
and almost unknowable had become the common, the f2-
miliar, a matter of indifference or a source of pain, but al-
ways retaining a certain charm from what it had once been-
A?d to tell the truth, as on the calendars the letter carrief
brings us to get his New Year's gift, there was not a yeat ol
my hfe which had not had as its frontispiece or insert

among its days the picture of 2 woman 1 had ardently de-
sired, 2 picture that was aften all the more arbitrary because
sometimes I had never seen the woman, as, for instanct,
Mme. Putbus’s maid, Mile. d'Orgeville or some young girl
whose name 1 had seen in the society column of a newspapet
amid the bevy of charming dancers. I sensed her to be
beautiful, Tost’ my heart to her and created for her an in-
aginary body which dominated with its full height a land-
scape of the region where I had read in L'Annudire 465
Chateaux her family’s estate was situated. In the case of
the women 1 had come 1o know, this setting was at Teast
double. Each of them stood out prominently at a different
pointin my life, rising like 2 protecting local deity, first, ({0'“
the mxds} of one of those dream-world landscapes which,
side by side, made a checkerboard of my life and in which
I had become fond of imagining her; secondly, seen with the
cyes of memory in the settings where I had known et
which she recalled to me by fixed association—for ¢¥¢f
though our life be a roving one, our memory is sedenta’}
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and, no matter how ceasclessly we may rush about, our
recollections, riveted to the places from which we tear our-
selves away, continue to lead their stay-at-home existence
there, like the temporary friends a traveller makes in a town
and has to abandon when he leaves because it is there that
they, who do pot go away, will end their journey and their
lives, as if he were still there. by the church, before the
door, under the trees of the promenade. Thus it was that
the shadow of Gilberte lay. not only before a church in the
He-de-France where I had pictured her to myself, but also
on the path of a park along the Méséglise way, and the
te e T .-t s e W}IEH.
+ golden

second

person, the one born not of desire but ot memory, was not
in the case of either of these women the only one. For I
had known each of them under diverse circumstances and
at different times, when she was quite another person for me
and I myself was a different being, immersed in dreams of
another ‘colour. Now, the law which had governed the
Patdr i ST TS WL .
chnlé’hood, for example, was by magnetic attraction centered
around Combray, and everything that had to do with the
Duchesse de Guermantes who was shortly going to invite
me to luncheon centered around a very different sensitive
being; there were several Duchesses de Guermantes (as
there had been several Mme. Swanns since “the lady in
pink ) separated by the colourless ether of the years, and
1 could no more leap from one to the other than if this had
required my- stepping from onv:- plar}it ‘lo..ag.o;her across (h:

with neither Mme. de Forcheville nor Mme, de Guermantes,.
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1 could not have affirmed—for that would have transported
me into another world—that one was not a different persor
from the Duchesse de Guermantes, descendant of Genevidve
de Brabant, and the other a different person from “the lady
in pink,” had not a well educated man within me assured
me of it with the same authority with which a scientist might
have assured me that 2 milky way of nebulz was due to

T 'l cnnnnar (itherte

“ha snmamnnsat nm of anp 2taln nens

me have some friends such as she had once been to mé
Seeing her, I no longer meditated on the part that my ad-
miration for Bergotte—but a Bergotte once more for me
merely the author of his books—had played in my love
_(which likewise she had forgotten) without recalling (except
in rare and enurely isolated impressions) my emotion &t
being introduced to the man, my disappointment, my astor-
ishment over his conv ion, in the drawing-room with the
white furs, filled with violets, where so many Jamps were
brought in very early and placed on so many different con*
soles. All the memories that made up the earliest Mile.
Swann were, in fact, eliminated from the Gilberte of the
present moment, held very far away by the magnetic forces
of another universe, centering around a phrase of Bergotte}
of which they had come to be an integral part, and saturate
with the fragrance of hawthorn blossoms, The fragment3fy
Gilberte of to-day listened to tmy request with a smile. en
she looked serious and began to think it over, seerning 10
be searching for something in her mind, And I was gla
of this, for it prevented her from noticing a group 1o -
from us which it assuredly would not have been plezsi™
for her to see. The Duczesse de Guermantes was ther®
engaged in lively conversation with a “fright” of an &
woman whom I gazed at, utterly unable to guess who £he
was; I had no idea whatsoever, “How strange to see Ra¢
here,” Bloch whispered to me as he passcd at this momiett
That magic name instantly broke the spell which had gver
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to Saint-Loup’s mistress the unfamiliar form of that revolting
old woman and then I recognised her perfectly. I have al-
ready mentioned how in just this way, as soon as I was
told the name of someone whose face was unfamiliar to me,
the enchantment ceased and I recognised him. There was
one mar, however, whom 1 could not recognise even when
they told me his name and I thought it must be someone
else with the same name, for he bore no sort of resemblance
to the man whom I had not only known in former years but
had met again more recently. And yet it was he, only
whiter and stouter, and he had shaved his moustache and
this had sufficed to make him lose his identity. But to come
back to Rachel—it was indeed she (now 2 famous actress
and intending to recite some verses of Musset and La Fon-
taine later on during this reception) who was talking at this
moment with Gilberte’s aunt, the Duchesse de Guermantes.
Now, the sight of Rachel could not possibly be very agree-
able to Gilberte and T was still more annayed both to learn
that she was going to recite some poetry and also to note
her intimacy with the Duchess The latter, too long con-
scious of occupying the foremost social position in Paris
(while failing to realise that such a position exists only in
the minds of those who believe in it and that many new-
comers, if they did not see her anywhere or read her name
in the account of any fashionable function, would, in fact,
believe that she had no soaal standing whatsoever) except
for formal calls as few and infrequent asﬁossib!c, 20 longer
visited the Faubourg Saint-Germain, which, she said, “ bored
her to death,” and, on the other hand, indulged her fancy
for Tunching with this or that actress whora she considered
“ delicious.”

When it came to Balthy and Mistinguett, whom she
thought “adorable,” the Duchess still hesitated, for fear of
2 scene with M. de Guermantes, but she frankly adopted
Rachel as a friend. The younger generations concluded
from this that the Duchesse de Guermantes, despite her
rame, must be some half-caste who had never been really
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high-class. It is true that, in the case of some sovereigns,
for whose intimacy two other women of high position were
also contending, Mme. de Guermantes still went to the
trouble of entertaining them at luncheon, But in the first
place, they come seldom, they know some people of no social
standing, and the Duchess, through the Guermantes super-
stitious attachment to the old court ceremontal (for, while
well bred people bored her, she set great store by good
breeding) made the invitations read, “His Majesty has or-
dered the Duchesse de Guermantes, . . , has deigned,” and
so forth. And the newer social strata, ignorant of thest
formulas, had just so much the lower opinion of the Duchess'
standing.  As far as the latter was concerned, her intimacy
with Rachel might indicate that we had been mistaken when
we believed her to be hypoeritical and untruthful in con-
demning high society and when we thought that, in refusing
to call on Mme. de Sainte-Euverte, she did so, not so much
on account of the latter’s lack of intelligence as because she
was a social chmber, the Duchess calling her “stupid” _U“‘Y
because she made it cbvious that she was socially ambitious,
not yet having reached her goal. But this intimacy with
Rachel might also be a proof that the Duchess’s intelligence
was in reality mediocre, unsatisfied and, late in life when
she was tired of fashionable saciety, eager for viral expert:
ences because of complete ignorance of the true inchIcC'!“"
realities and 2 touch of the capricious spirit that sometimes
leads a woman of high rank to say to herself # What fun it
will be!™ and then to end her evening in a deadly, tiresome
manner, getting up enough energy to go and fouse someont;
remain a while by the bedside in her evening wrap 3%
finally, finding nothing to say and noticing that it is vy
late, go home to bed.

Tt should be added that a strong antipath: which the
versatile Duchess had recently conceived for ilbcn:'ﬂ)ﬂy
very well have caused her to take pleasure in admitti=g
Rachel into her circle; besides which, this gave her an oppo””
turity to proclaim ene of the Guermantes maxims, t0 U
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effect that the family was too numerous for its members to
espouse one another’s quarrels {2lmast wo numerous to go
1ato mourning}~an 1wdependence of tribal obligations which
had been accentuated by the policy it had been necessary
10 adapt toward M, de Charlas who, if they had followed
is lead, would have embrosded them with everybody. As
for Rachel, if she really had gone to 2 great deal of trouble
1o cultivate relations with the Duchesse de Guermaates {an
attitude which the Duchess had not been able 1o detect under
20 affectatian of disdain and intentionally discourteous acts
which made the latter only the more anxious to continue her
eflarts, enhancing her good opinion of an actress so fittle
disposed to curry favour with those socially above her) thar
was doubtless due in a general way to the fascination
fashionable folk excrcise after a certain time on even the
most hardened bohemians, parallel to the attraction bohe-
mizns have for society folk, an zction and reacuon that
correspond in the sphere of politics to the reciprocal curiosity
and desire for an alliance felt by nations that have been at
war with one anather.  But Rachel's friendly inclination may
have had a more special reason, It was in Mme. de Guer-
mantes’ house, at the hands of Mme, de Guermantes herself,
that she had, some yeass before, suffered her most terrible
humidiation. Rachel had gradually not forgoten but for-
given i, but the peculiar prestige it had conlerred on the
Duchess in her eyes was never to be effaced. The conversa-
tion from which 1 was anxious to divert Gilberte’s attention
was Juckily interrupted, for the lady of the house came for
Rachel, whose time to recite had arrived and, leaving the
Duchess, she soon appeared on the platform.
- * .

Meanwhile, at the opposite end of Paris, a very different
spectacle was taking place. Berma had sent out some invi-
tations ta a tea ins honour of ker davghter and son-in-las,
But the guests were in 2o hurry to arrive.  Havig learned
that Rachel was to secite same poetry 2t the Princesse de
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Guermantes’ (which scandalised Berma, a great artist in
whose eyes Rachel was still the prostitute who, because
Saint-Loup bought her stage gowns, was permitted to have
a supernumerary part in plays in which she, Berma, held the
principal rdle—and the scand};l seemed all the greater because
the report had spread through Paris that, while the invi-
tations had gone out in the name of the Princesse de Guer-
mantes, it was really Rachel who was receiving at the
Princess’s) Berma had written again insistently to some of
her speeral friends not to fail to come to her tea, for she
knew them 1o be also friends of the Princesse de Guermantes,
whom they had known as Mme. Verdurin, But the hours
passed and no one arrived at Berma's. Bloch, when asked
to go there, had answered ingenuously, “ No, I'd rather goto
the Princesse de Guermantes”.” Unfortunately, that was
what everyone had decided in his own mind, Berms, al-
flicted with an incurable disease that allowed her to go out
very little socia™- t-1 -2 1, BN cea cadtany
when, in order v . .
ous requireme : !
health and indolent, could not satisfy, she had gone back
to the stage. She knew she was shortening her life but she
wished to please her daughter, to whom sge brought home
large honoraria, and her son-in-law, whom she detested but
humoured for, knowing how her daughter adored him, she
feared that if she incurred his displeasure, he might, out of
spite, prevent her from seeing her child. The latter, whilt
not actually cruel, being secretly loved by the physicid
attending her mother, had allowed herself to be persvade

that lhes‘: performances of Phédre were not very dangerou$
for the sick woman. She had in a way forced 3:: doctor to
say so, having retained only that part of his reply and
ignored the accompanying objections; he had, in fact, 32

that he 8aw no great harm in Berma's giving thesc Per”
formances because he realised that in this way he woul

please the young woman of whom he was enamoured=
perhaps also through ignorance, because he likewise ¥5e¥
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the disease to be incurable anyhow, and it is easy to reconcile
ourselves to shortening an imvalid’s martyrdom when the
action that is destined to have this effect is of benefit to
us; perhaps also he had the stupid notion that jt would
please Berma and therefore should do her good, a stupid
notion that seemed to him substantiated when, having re-
teived a box from Berma’s daughter and her husband and
having abandoned all his patients for the occasion, he had
found the actress as remarkably full of Life on the stage as
she seemed fatally ill when in her own home. And it is
true that our habits make 1t to a very large extent possible
for us and even for our constitutions to adjust to an existence
that would seem at first sight to be impossible. Who has
not seen an old ring-master, in spite of a weak heart, go
through all the acrobatic maneuvers which one would not
have believed his heart could stand for one instant? Berma
was just as much a veteran of the stage and her system was
so perfectly adapted to its exigencies that, by husbanding
her strength in a manner imperceptible to the audience, she
could give the illusion of good health, impaired only by a
purely imaginary nervous ailment. After the scene of the
declaration to Hippolyte, although she sensed the terrible
mghtshe 't B y v P
with all t
ever, She . .
to bring her daughter the large bank notes which, as a play-
ful trick of a former chorus girl, she still had the habit of
tucking away in her stocking, whence she withdrew them
proudly, hoping for a smile or a kiss, Unfortunately, this
money merely permitted the son-in-law and daughter to
d their resid djoining hers, to the tune of
. . ip the sleep of which the
. They “did over ” each
hien or to suit the taste
w Al we A M ae o . they were expecting to
entertain. And Berma, realising that the sleep that would
have eased her pain had fled, resigned herself to lying awake,
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not without a secret scorn for these elegances which were
bastening her end and making her last days unbearable. It
was doubtless partly for this reason that she scorned theﬂ_l,
a natural feeling of resentment against something that is
injuring us and which we are powerless to prevent. Butit
was also because, conscious of the genius within her and
having learned at an early age the meaninglessness of all
these decrees of fashion, she had, as far as she herself was
concerned, remained true to the tradition she had -alwa)l
respected and of which she was the incarnation, which led
vote e . H SO ity years
- ashionable
CE . ute Berma
had once known. Berma, it is true, was no better than het
daughter, who had acquired from her by heredity and by
the contagion of her example (rendered all the more effective
by a very natural admiration) her selfishness, her pitiless
sarcasm and her unconscious cruelty. Only Berma ,h‘d
sacrificed all that to her daughter and had thereby puﬂfm‘l
herself of it. Furthermore, even if her daughter had not
had workmen continually in her house, she would still have
eshausted her mother, just as the relentless, light-hearte
magnetic forces of youth exhaust the old and the sick who
wear themselves out trying to keep up the pace. Every
day there was some new luncheon engagement and Berma
would have been considered selfish to deprive her daughte?
of it or even not to be present herself, when they had count
on the wonder-working presence of the famous mother 10
overcome the reluctance of some new acquaintances who ha
to be coaxed. They offered her as an “attraction” to these
same acquaintances for a party outside the home, to}h“'
them some special attention. And the poor mother, senol{"Y
engaged in her téte-d-téte with death, already in her veith
was obliged to rise early and go out. More than that—sin%
at that time Réjane, in all the splendour of her talent, b2
given some performances abroad which had met with enc™”
mous success, the son-in-law felt that Berma should not et
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herself be outshone, was determined that the family shoutd
zeap the same abundant glory and forced Berma to Emcier.take
fours on which she had to be gwen morphine injections,
shich might have caused her death on aeccunt of the con-
dion of her kudneys, This same drawing powes of fashion,
social presuge and hie had acted bhe a SUCLOR pUmp OR the
day of the Priocesse de Guermantes® reception and had
drawn off, with the force of 2 pneumatic machine, even the
most devoted members of Berma's circle, leaving her house,
by contrast and m consequence, shsolutely empty and dead.
Ons solitary young man had come, uncerisin whether
Berma’s tea might not also be 2 brfliant affaie. When
Berma saw the hour pass and understood that everybody
had deserted her, she had tea served and they sat down
araund the table, but as if ta a funeral repast. Theze was
nothing now w Berma's to recall the photog:

“which, one cyemng in Mud-Lent, had stirred me 50 dcep(y.
She had, as the common people say, death in her face. This
ume she did, indeed, resemble 2 marble statue of the
Ercctheum, Her hardened arteries bring already talf petri-
fied, long, narrow, sculpturesque ribbons of mineraldike
ngidity could be discerned traversing her cheeks, Her dying
eyes lived relatively by contrast with the horsible ossified
matk and shone faintly like s serpent asteep among the
socks, Meanwhile the young man, having sat down at the
table out of politeness, was continuall looking at the time,
fecling drawn toward the brilliant affair at the Guermantes’,
Berma did not have a word of rufmach for the friends
who had deserted her and who naively hoped she would not
¥mow they had gone to the other reception.  She merely mut.
tered, ** A woman Jike Rachel giving an affair at the Princesse
de Guermantes'—you have to come to Pasis to sec a thing
bke that!” And she ate forbidden cakes in sience and
with solemn slownest, a3 though perfarming some funesal
tite. The tea was all the goomier because the son-indaw
was furious that Rachel, whom he and his wife knew very
well, had not iavited them. His spleen was only increased
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not without a secret scorn for these elegances which wers
hastening her end and making her last days unbearable. It
was doubtless partly for this reason that she scorned them,
2 natural feelng of rescatment against something that i
injuring us and which we are powerless to prevent. But it
was also because, conscious of the genius within her and
having learned at an early age the meaninglessness of 4
these decrees of fashion, she had, as far as she herself w2t
concerned, remained true to the tradition she had always
respected and of which she was the incarnation, which le

her to judge things and people as she had done thirty year
before—for example, to regard Rachel, not as the fashionable
actress she had Eccome but as the little prostitute Berms
had once known. Berma, it is true, was no better than et
daughter, who had acquired from her by heredity and by
the contagion of her example (rendered all the more eﬁ.ec.m'e
by a very natural admiration)} her selfishness, her pitiless
sarcasm and her unconscious cruelty. Only Berma _h’d
sacrificed all that to her daughter and had thereby P"”ﬁed
herself of it. Furthermore, even if her daughter had not
had workmen conlinually in her house, she would stil have
exhausted her mother, just as the relentless, light-hearte!

magneuc forces of youth exhaust the old and the sick who
wear themselves out trying to keep up the pace. Every
day there was some new luncheon engagement and Berm3
would have been considered selfish to deprive her daughtet
of it or even not to be present herself, when they had count

on the wonder-working presence of the famous mother 0
overcome the reluctance of some new acquaintances who ha

to be coaxed. They offered her as an “attraction » o thest
same acquaintances for a party outside the home, 1o shew
them some special attention. And the poor mother, serously
engaged in her téte-d-téte with death, already in her veins
was obliged to rise early and go out, More than that-=2%
at that time Réjane, in all the splendour of her talent, 5%
given some performances abroad which had met with enor
mous success, the son-inlaw felt that Berma should 20t let
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i‘;ﬂctlé be outshone, was determined that the family should
mm}’ e same abundant glary and forced Berma to undestake
“hjsh on which she had to be given mosphine imecuons,
dk)c might have caused her death on account of the con-
SOC{N‘! of her kidneys, This same drawing power of fashion,
P ial prestige and life had acted like 2 suction pump on the
day of the Princesse de Guermantes’ reception and had
rawn off, with the force of a pneumatic machine, even the
;nost devoted members of Berma’s aiscle, leaving her house,
07 contrast and in consequence, absolutely empty and dead,
Bﬂt solitary young man had come, uncertain whether
Bezmas tea might not also be 2 brilliant affair, Whea

erma saw the hour pass and understood that everybody
had deserted her, she had tea served and they sat down
around the table, but as if to a funeral repast. There was
nothing now in Berma’s countenance to secall the photagraph
which, one evening in Mud-Lent, had stirred me so deeply.
She had, as the common people s&y, death in her face. This
time she did, indeed, resemble 2 marble statue of the
Erectheum. Her hardened arterics being atready half petri-
fied, long, natrow, sculpturesque ribbons of mineral-like
rigidity cauld be discerned traversing her cheeks. Her dying
tyes Tved relanvely by conteast with the horrible ossified
mask and shone fainddy hke a serpent asleep among the
rocks, Meanwhile the young man, having sat down at the
table out of politeness, was conunually looking at the time,
feeling drawn toward the brlliant affatr at the Guermantes’.
Berma qid not have 3 word of reproach for the friends
wha had deserted her and wha nawvely hoped she would not

know they had gone to the other reception. She merely mut-
tered, # A woman like Rachet giving an affair at the Princesse
de Guermantes-—you have ta come 1o Paris to sec a thing
ke that!” And she alc forbidden cakes in silence and
with solemn slowness, 33 though performing some funeral
fite. The tea was all the groomier because the son-in-law
was furious that Rachel, whom he and his wife knew very
welt, had not favited them. His spleen was only increased
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when the young guest said that he had received an invitation
and that he knew Rachel so well that, if he left at once for
the Guermantes’, he could ask her to invite the society-mad
young couple even now at the last minute. But Berma's
daughter knew too well what a low opinion her mother had
of Rache! and that it would break her heart to have ber
daughter solicit an invitation of the former prostitute. An
50 she told the young man and her husband that it was out
of the question. But she took her revenge while they were
at table by sulking over the good time she was missing and
indicating that she was vexed at her mother for spoiling her
fun. The latter pretended not to notice her daughter’s
pouting face and from time to time, in a dying voict, ad-
dressed an amiable remark to the young man, the only goest
who had come. But soon the gale that was sweeping every-
thing toward the Guermantes’, and had even carried me
there, got the best of him and he rose and took his departurt,
leaving Phédre—or death, it was not very clear which it was
—to eat the rest of the funeral cakes with her daughter and
son-in-law,
= . *

The conversation Gilberte and T were having was intcr
rupted by the sudden sound of Rachel’s voice. She h}‘!
adopted a clever method of presentation, one which impljed
that the selection she was reciting formed part of 3 sitnatiod
which had already been going ‘on and of which we Were
hearing only a fragment, as though the artiste, white walkiog
along a road, had happened for a few moments t© come
within range of our hearing. Nevertheless, her listeners wer¢
amazed 1o see this woman, before she had uttered 2 sount,
crouch down, bending her knees inward and holding out het
arms as if cradling an invisible child in them, and s.udd"“y
start to recite some well known verses in a supplicating tone
of voice. "

The announcement of a poem almost everyon¢ knew b
pleased the audience. But when they saw Rachel €3
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despairing glances all about her before beginning to recite,
Ift wp her hands in entreaty and utter a moar, as it were,
with each word, everyone felt ill at ease and almost shocked
at this display of emotion. No one had ever imagined that
a poetry recitation could be anything like that, Gradually
one gets used to (that 1s 10 say, one forgets) the first feeling
of embarrassment, one notices the good points and mentally
compares different ways of reciung, concluding that this
feature is an improvement and that one not so good. In
the same way in a simple lawsmt, when one sees a lawyer
come forward, raise one arm with his barrister’s gown falling
from it, and begin in a threatening tone, one hesitates to
look at one’s meighbours, feeling that it is grotesque but
perhaps, after all, 1t is magmficent and so one waits to be
sure. Rachel’s audience looked at one another, not knowing
what expression to assume; some ill-bred young people
smothered a wild desire to laugh; everyone stealthily cast a
furtive glance at his neighbour, just as at a fashionable
dinner, when you find at your place a strange implement,
Jobster fork, sugar sifter and so on, the purpose and use of
which are unfamiliar, you watch some guest more of an
authority on such matters, who you hope will make use of
lus first and thereby give you an example to imitate. We
act in the same manner also when someone quotes a line we
do not know but try to pretend we do and so, as a matter of
courtesy, like allowing someone else 1o enter a door first, we
let hum, as the better informed, have the pleasure of saying
who wrote it. In much the same way each one, listening to
the actress, waited with lowered head and watchful eye for
someone else to take the initiative of laughing or criticising,
wecping or applauding. Mme. de Forcheville, who had come
back expressly from Guermantes (whence, as we shall se¢
Yater, the Duchess had been virtually banished) had assumed
an air of critical scrutiny, almost of downright disapproval,
¢ither to shew that she was a good judge of such matters
and was not there mercly as a scciety butterfly, or from
hostility toward people less versed in literature who 7'+
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have spoken to her of something else, or through concen-
tration of her whole being in an effort to determine w}:eﬂ]er
she liked it—or, perhaps, becausc she found it interesting
but did not fancy, at any rate, the way of reciting certamn
lines. Ths attitude, it would seem, ought rather to hne
been assumed by the Princesse de Guermantes, but since it
was in her own house and since, having become as misery
as she was rich, she had decided to give Rachel merely fire
roses, she led the applause. She stimulated enthusiasm and
created favourable senument by continually uttesing excla-
mations of delight. In that only was she the Mme, Verdusia
of the old days, for she had the air of listening to the poetry
for her own pleasure, as though she had wanted someone 1o
come and recite to her all alone and five hundred people
had happened to be there and so she had given them per-
mission to come secretly, as it were, and be present while
she enjoyed herself. Meanwhile I noticed—but without B
pride being flattered, for she had become old and ugly—
that Rachel was casting significant glances at me, though
somewhat guardedly. During her entire recitation, she 1
a veiled, penetrating smile flicker in her eyes like bait t
attract the favourable response which perhaps she hope
would come from me. In the meantime some ©°C ladres,
l‘l‘nascuslomcd to poetical recitations, s2id to a neighbods
Did you notice that?” alluding to the actress's 11385
solemn’ pantomime, which they did not know what to thiok
of. The Duchesse de Guermantes sensed the slight \v-’l.“";
ing am.i turned the tide of victory by exclaiming, ¢ Splmd‘ :
right in the middle of a poem which perhaps she thought
was finished, More than one guest then made a point ©
endorsing this exclamation with an_approving Jook and 3
nod, to shew perhaps, not so much their appreciation of the
recitation as their relations with the Duchess. When the
poem was ended, as we were very near Rachdl, T heard bet
thank Mme. de Guermantes and at the same time g
advantage of my being at the Duchess’s side, she 16
toward me with a gracious greeting. I then understood (us-
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like the impassioned glances of M. de Vaugoubert’s son,
which I had intespreted as a greeting from a man who
mistook e for someane else) what I hng believed 1o indicate
38 amorous desire on Rachel's part had been merely 2
Testrained attempt to secure recognttion and a greeting from
me. T responded with a bow and a smile. “ am sure he
daes not recogmse me,” the actress said to the Duchess,
with an air of mock humility. “Indeed ¥ do,” T rephed
with emphasis. “1 yecogrused you instantly”

While this woman was reciting the most beautiful lines
of La Fontaine wsth so much assurance and thinking all the
while, through kind pidity or embas only
of the difficuity of getting 3 sign of recogmuon from me,
dusing the same beautful Bines Bloch had been thinking
only of how he might make ready, immediately the recita-
tion should come to an end, to rush forward, like a besfeged
panty attempting a sally, and trampling, if not the bodtes
at any rate the feer of his neighbours, come vp and con-
gratalate the monologusst, either through a mistaken con-
ception of duty or because of 2 desite to attract attention
to himsalf,

“ It was very fine!” he said to Rachel and, having spoken
these simple words and gratified his desire, he turned back
and made sa much noise regainng his seat that Rachel had
to wait more than five minutes before reciting the second

oem  When she had finished this one, Les Deux Pigeons,
Klme, de Monsituval came up to Mme de Saint-Loup and,
knowing her to be welt read but forgetting that she had her
father’s subtle, sarcastic mind, asked, “'That’s La Fontaine’s
{able, isn't it? "—thinking she recognised it but not absolutely
sure, because she was not famifiar with La Fontaine’s fables
and, besides, thought they were intended for children and
not to be recited at social functions. To make such a hit,
the good woman thought the actress had doubtless pasa-
phrased same of La Fontaine’s fables. And Gilberte, im-
passive up i}l then, encouraged ber in this opinion withoute
Tmeaning to do so for, disliking Rachel and intending tc
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that, with 2 delivery like hers, there was nothing left of the
fables, she said it with the excessive subtlety of shading
which used to characterise her father and which always left
the naive bistener in doubt as to what he really meant. More
modern in general, although Swann’s daughter—like 2 duck-
Iing hatched by a hen—she was rather Wordsworthian and
contented hersell with saying, “1 consider it very touching,
delightfully sentimental” But in replying to” Mme, de
Monnieuval, she used this fantastic formula of Swann's which
used to mislead people who take cvcrylhing literally: “One-
fourth is the interpreter’s own invention, one-fourth is sheer
madness, one-fourth makes no sense and the remainder is La
Fontame.” This allowed Mme. de Monrieuval to maintain
that what one had just heard was not La Fontaine’s Les
Deux Pigeonr but an adaptation, of which at most oné-
fourth was from La Fontaine; this astonished nobody, be-
cause of the extraordinary ignorance of that audience.

One of Bloch's friends having arrived late, Bloch had the
thrill of asking him if he had ever heard Rachel and then
giving him an extraordinary description of her way ?f
B3 , sxaggerating the account and suddenly finding 10
repraducing and interpreting to someone else this modernist
style of delivery a peculiar pleasure he had by no means
experienced in listening to it. Then, with a forced show of
fecling and in a falsetto voice, as though proclaiming ber
!a}cnt, he again congratulated Rachel “and prescmcd 15
friend, who professed unbounded admiration; Rachel, who
was now acquainted with ladies of high society and uncon-
:C“’“SIY imitated them, replied, “ I am greatly fattered _ﬂﬂd

by your appreciation” Bloch’s friend inquired
what she thought of Berma. * Poor woman, it seems she is
in desperate want. She had a certain—I won't say talent
because it was not at bottom real talent, she liked only the
ul}ra«ragnc; but after all, she had her usefulness, no doubt
about that; she acted in a rather lifelike manner and, besides
she was good-hearted and generous and ruined herself for
others. She has not earned a penny for a long time because
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the public doesn’t care at all for her style of acting. But”
she added with a laugh, “I should explain that T was too
young, of course, to see her act except at the very last, when
T wasn't old enough to understand.” “Then she did not
recite poetry very well?” Block’s friend ventured, to Rateer
Rachel, who replied, “ Good heavens! she never could recite
a single line; it was prose, Chinese, Volapuk, anything you
Iike, but not poetry. But I ought to explain that, of course,
Y heard her very seldom and only toward the last,” she
added, in order to make herself out younger than she was.
“But | have been told she was no better in earlier years,
quite the contrary.”

1 was coming to realise that the passage of time does not
necessarily bring about progress in the arts  And just as
many an author of the seventeenth century who knew
nothing of the French Revolution or the discoveries of sci-
ence or the World War, may be superior to many a writer
of the present day and just_as 1t may even be that Fagon

s bmd it - Lo

and time, by making her stand out so prominently together
with Elstir, had consecrated her genius,

It is not at all surprising rhat Saint-Loup’s former mistress
should speak disparagingly of Berma. She would have done
it when she was!oung. FEven if she would not have done
it then, she would have done it now., Let a socicty woman
of the highest intelligence and kindliest disposinon become
an actress, display great talent in her new occupation and
meet with unbroken success, if you are in her company some
time after, you will be surprised to hear her use, not her
own style of language, but the language of common actresses,
their peculiar coarseness toward one another, everythm_g that
“ thirty years behind the scenes” add to @ human being as
they roll over him. Rachel merely behaved in the same
manner without having come from polite seciety, ,

Toward the latter part of her life, Mme. de Gu
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had felt new interests stirring within her. The social world
had nothing more to teach her. That she occupied the
foremost place in society was, as we have scen, as obvious
to her as is the height of the blue sky above the earth. She
did not think she needed to buttress a position she considered
impregnable. On the other hand, when she read books an.d
went to the theatre, she felt 2 desire to follow further this
reading and these theatrical representations; just as formerly
in the narrow little garden the most select elements of the
fashionable world used to gather familiarly to si orangeade
among the perfumed breezes of the evering and the clouds
of pollen and keep alive in her the liking for aristocrat®
society, in simlar manner now a different intellectual hunger
made her want to hnow the causes of this or that literary
controversy, become acquainted with her favourite authors,
meet some actresses. Her weary mind demanded 2 o¢¥
sustenance, To gain the acquaintance of authors and 2t
tresses, she made advances to women with whom in former
years she would not have been willing to exchange calling
cards and who exploited their intimacy with the director of
this or that revue, in the hope of getting the Duchess to
attend. The first actress she invited thought herself the
only one in a remarkable milien, which seemed more cOm"
monplace to the second when she saw who had Prccedcd her.
The Duchess, because on certain evenings she received somé
membe.rs of royalty, thought there had been no change 1
her social standing; but in reality she, the only “blue blood

of purest stock, born a Guermantes and able to sign Guer-
mantes—Guermantes,” when she did not sign « Duchess®
de Guermantes,” regarded even by her sisters-inda® 8¢
something precious above all else, as a Moses rescued from
the waters of the Nile, a Christ escaped into Egypt, 2 Lo%
XVII delivered from the Temple, the purest of the purc..ﬂ"“’
making a social sacrifice doubtless through that hereditalf
need of intellectual nourishment which had caused the s

decline of Mme. de Villeparisis—she had herself become 4
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Mn}e. de Villeparisis, 2t whose house women solicitous of
their social standing dreaded meeting certain men and women
2nd whom the younger generation, taking note of the situa-
Don as it was without knowing what had gone before, be-
lieved to be a Guermantes of an nferior vintage, of a poorer
harvest, a déclassée Guermantes. In the new circles she
frequented, having changed less than she thought she had,
she continued 1o believe that to be easily bored was proof
of intellectual supenority, but she expressed it in a rough
way that gave her voice a certain barshness. When I men-
tioned Brichot to her, she said, “ He sure has bored me for
the past twenty years” And when Mme. de Cambremer
said, “Read over again what Schopenhauer says about
music,” she called our . o * : '
mently, “* Read over ¢

2 bit too strong.” At - . o
one of the forms of the Guermantes wit.

“You can say what you like, that is splendid; it has style
and character; 1t’s intelligent. No one ever recited poetry
like that,” said the Duchess, speaking of Rachel and afraid
lest Gilberte run her down, The latter moved away toward
another group to avoid a conflict with her aunt who, be it
added, made only very commonplace remarks about Rachel.
But since even the best writers often cease producing at the
approach of old age or, after excessive production, have no
more talent, society women can be excused if alter a certain
time they cease to have any wit. Swann could no longer
find in the ngid mind of the Duchesse de Guermantes the
suppleness of the young Princesse des Laumes. Late in
hife, wearied by the slightest effort, Mme. de Guermantes
made an enormous number of stupid remarks. It is true
that every now and then, and many times in the course of
this very reception, she became again the woman 1 had
known and discussed society topics cleverly. But along with
that it frequently happened that her sparkling conversation
which, with her handsome glance, had for so many years held -

'
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intellectual sway over the most eminent men in Paris, still
scintllated, but in a vacuum, so to speak. When the mo-
ment came to put in a clever remark, she stopped for as
many seconds as formerly, scemed to hesitate and then to
bring forth something, but the quip she launched amounted
to nothing. How few people, however, remarked this; the
continuance of the manner made them believe in the survival
of the substance, as happens to people who, tupcrsdﬁousl]
attached to a certain make of pastry, continue to have their
petits fours sent to them from the same concern without
noticing that they have become abominable. Even during
the war, the Duchess had shewn signs of this senescence:
If someone mentioned the word “ culture,” her face woul

light up and she would stop him, smile and ejaculate
“KKKKultur,” at which the Fri:nds would laugh, thinhizg
they saw there the Guermantes wit. And indeed it was the
same mould, the same intonation, the same smile which had
formerly delighted Bergotte—who, for that matter, had he
been alive, would likewise have retained his unfinished sen-
tences, his interjections, his dashes, his epithets, but with
nothing to say. Newcomers, however, were astonished asd
sometimes, if they had not happened on a day when she wa3
amusing and in full possession of her faculties, they wov

say, “How silly she is!” ‘The Duchess, moreover, took ¢3¢
to reserve her less elegant manners for certain occasions and
not to display them before those members of her family who
invested her with an aristocratic halo. If in her capacity 2
patron of the arts she had invited a cabinet minister of 2
painter to the theatre and he naively inquired whether hef
sister-in-law or her husband was in the audicnce, the really
diffident Duchess would reply cavalierly, with 2 haughty
show of audacity, “T have no idea at all. The moment

leave my house, I no longer know what my relatives are
doing. As far as politicians and artists are concerned, Lam
a widow.” Tn this manner she forestalled for the 0"‘;.
zcalous parvenu the possibility of a rebuke—and for hers
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2 seprimand—from Mme.® de Marsantes or the Duc de

Utrmantes.

1 mentioned to Mme. de Guermantes that I had met M.
de Chaslus. She considered him farther “gone” than he
“f‘.n)' was, for somety folk draw distinctions in the maties
;’t."’“u‘g}ha, not only between diffesent people in whom

is practically equal but even tn the same person at different
periods of his life, And then she added, “¥fe always was
the very image of my mother-inJaw and now the likeness
is even more striking” There was nothing extraordinary
about this resemblance. It is a well known fact that some
Tomen project themselves, so 10 speak, into another human
being with the utmost accuracy, oply makng 2 mustake 28 10
sex.” But one cannot say about this error “elix culpa,” for
&ex reacts on persenality and m 2 man femininity becomes
affectation, reticence, sensitivencss aud soon.  Whatever one
may say, in his face, even if covesed with 3 beard, in his
cheeks, bloated though they may be beneath the side-whisk-
2rs, there are certain ltnes that would be found 1o duplicate
Yis mother’s portrait. There is scarcely a single aged Char-
Ius wha is rot ke some old ruin 1n \which, to ane's surprise,
one can distinguish under the thack layers of fat and rice
ponder same fragments of 3 beautiful womas in her eternal
Youthfulness.

“1 can’t tell you how glad L aca 1o 3¢ you,” the Duchess
wenton. “ Goodness! when did 1 see you Jast?*  “Calling
on Mme, d’Agrigente, where 1 often used to meet you
“Naturally so, my dear fellow, for 1 went there often, since

asin was in Jove with her at that time. I was always to
e found most frequenty 2t the home of his swestheart of
the moment, because he ’ could say to me, f Dor't {23t to po
and call an her? At bottom, it adways seemed 10 me 3 bit
indelicate to send me 10 make a sort of bread-and-burter call
25 s0on as he had had his Al I a‘cﬂxsmgned myself 1o it
rather quickly, but the most annaying thing about it was

T % M, de Mamantes " of the French textie probably « misprint for
e * gaerin-taw ” just mentianed — .8,
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that T had to keep up my connexion after he had broken
off his, which always recalled to my mind Victor Hugo’s
line:

Emporte le bonheur et laisse-moi Vennui.

Just as in the poem, I went into it nevertheless with a smile,
but really it wase’t fair, he should have granted me the
nght to be inconstant at least toward his mistresses for,
accumulating all his unclaimed articles, T finally reached 2
pont where I no longer had an afternoon to myself. Never-
theless, those days seem sweet compared to the present.
Good gracious, the fact that he has again taken to being
unfaithful only flatters me because it makes me feel younger-
And yet I preferred his earlier method. You see, it nas 10
long since he had been untrue to me and he couldn’t re-
member how to go about it, Still, we're not on bad terms
we talk to one another, we're rather fond of one another,
the Duchess explained, fearing I might have inferred that
they had separated entirely, and then, in the way peorle
say of a very sick person, “But he can still speak very
f‘kfﬂ)'v 1 read to him for an hour this morning,” she added
T'm’going to tell him you're here, he will want to se¢ you.
Af‘ld she went over to the Duke, who was sitting on 2 5.0"
with 2 lady with whom he was engaged in conversatiot:
But seeing his wife coming to speak to him, he put on 5U¢
an _angry look that she had no choice but to withdraw
I'{e s busy over something or other; we'll sece about it later
on,” she said to me, preferring to let me get out of the
situation as best I coulé’. Bloch now came up and asked U5
in behalf of his American friend, for the name of a cental®
young duchess who was there. I replied that she was 2
niece of M. de Bréauté but Bloch asked an explanatwﬂ’"’,g
this name, as it meant nothing to him. “Ah, Bréavté:
exclaimed Mme. de Guermantes, speaking to me. “You
remember—good heavens, how far away that all is!” Th‘{;’
turning to Bloch, “ Well then, Il tell you. He wasa 0o
They were people who lived near my mother-in-law’s. ‘That
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wouldn’t interest you but 1t's amusing to my friend here,”
she explained pointing to me, “as he used to know all those
PCOP[c in the old days, at the same time ¥ did,” she added,
‘hs\‘mg me by these remarks and in many ways how fong
2 time had gone by, Mme. de Guermantes’ friendships and
opitions had been renewed so many umes since then that
she now regarded her charming Babel 25 2 snob.  Besides,
be was not only far back in the past but—and this was
something I had not perceived when, during my first yeary
in society, 1 had behieved him 1o be one of the essentiat
notables of Paris who would remam forever associated with
its social history, as Colbert 15 with the reign of Louis XV
he, 100, had hus stamp of proviaciahsm; he used to be a
country neighbaur of the old Duchess and it was on that
{ooting that the Princesse des Laumes had come to know
hm.  Hawever, this same Bréauté, stripped of his wit and
relegated to such a chistant past that he was our-of-date—
which proved that he had since then been completely for
gotten by the Duchess and m the neighbourhood of Guer-

d a Iink between the Duchess
and myself (something 1 would never have imagined that
first evenng a1 the Opéra-Comgue, where he had seemed
to me like a sea-god dwelling in hus marine gratta) because
she remembered that 1 had known him, therefore that 1
was 2 friend of hers and, if not born into her social circle,
had at any rate lived sn it 2 much longer time than many
of the people about us, and because she remembered thrs
and yet ineorrectly enotigh to have forgotsen certain details
which had at the tume scemed of vita} smportance, namely,
that I &id not go 1o Guermantes in those days and was only
2 middieclass Combray lad the ume she came 1o Mite.
Percepied’s nuptial mass, that, aotwithstanding alt the ea-
treaties of Saint-Loup, she did not sead me an invitation
dunng the year that followed her appearance #t the Opéra
Comsque. ‘To me this seemed of prime impartance, for it
was just at that moment that the existence of the Duchesss
de Guermantes appeared to me like a Paradise Tshe
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enter; but to her it was the same humdrum lifc she alway
led, and since somewhat later I had dined with her frequently
and, morever, even before that time had been a friend o
her aunt and her nephew, she could no longer tell at wha
point our friendship had begun and did not realise what :
terrible anachronism she committed in setting the beginning
of it several years too early. For, according to that, T would
have known the Mme. de Guermantes of the name I ther
believed impossible to know and I would have been received
within the charmed circle of the name of golden syllables,
and into the Faubourg Saint-Germain, whereas 1 had merely
gone to dine with a lady who by then meant no more to me
than any other and who had sometimes obtained an invt
tation for me, not to descend into the submarine realm of
the Nereids but to spend the evening in her cousin’s box
atthe opera.  ““If you wish some details concerning Bréauté,
who wasn’t worth that much trouble,” she added, speaking
to Bloch, “get them from my {riend here, who is worth 2
hundred of him and who has dined with him at my house
Jozens of times. Wasn’t it at my house you met him? ADY;
baw, that was where you made Swann's acquaintance’
And I was as muck surprised that she should think I might
have met M. de Bréauté anywhere else than at her house~
and therefore had the entrée to that social circle before I
knew her—as T was to see that she believed it was at bt
house that I first met Swann, Less untruthfully than Gil-
berte_when she said of De Bréauté, “ He’s an old neighbout
of mine in the country; 1 enjoy talking with him about
Tansonville,” whereas he was not among their friends 3t
Tansonville in the early days, I might have said of Swae®
who, as a matter of fact, recalled to my mind anything but
the Guermantes,  He was a neighbour of ours in the count?y
who often used to come to call on us in the evening”

don’t know just how to explain it,” she went on, *He W8
2 man who had said it all when he talked of Royal HiZh
nesses. He had a collection of rather funny storics ;balg
the people of Guermantes, about my mot er-in-law 4%
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abont Mme. de Varambon before she became a member of
the household of the Princesse de Parme. But does any~
body to-day know who Mme. de Varambon was? My
{riend here, ¥es, he knew all that crowd, but they’re ail
dead and gone; even their names don't exist any longer and,
besides, they didw’t deserve to be remembered.” And not-
Withstanding the unified whole which soclety seems to be,
in which, in truth, social selationships reach their highest
degree of concentration and everything is interrelated, I
tealised how it sull contains some provinces or, at any rate,
how Time creates some which change their names and are
vnintelligible to people who arrive after the configuration has
altered.  “She was a good sout who wsed to say things of
Hn%a!allcled stupidity,” the Duchess continued, referring
o Mme. de Varambon and, insensible to that poetry of the
incomprehensible which is an effect of Time, singhng out
the humorous element, as was her wont, after the fashion
of the Meilhac type of literature and in keeping with the
Guermantes wit. At one time she had a mania for con-
stantly swallowing pills that were prescribed in those days
for a caugh and were called,” she added, laughing herself at
2 pame so distinctive and lormerdy so well known, but to-
day unknown 1o the people she was talking to, “ Géraudel
pils. “Mme. de Varambon,’ sy mother-in-law would say
to her, ¢ you will ruin your digestion by swallowiag Géravdet
pills all the time hike that” *But my dear Duchess,” Mme.
de Vaszmbon replied, ‘how could they ruin my digestion
when they go into my bronchial tubes?® And then it way
she who used to say that the Duchess had a cow which was
* 5o handsome that it was always takes for a stathon””  And
Mme. de Guermantes would gladly kave continued ta telt
anzcdotes about Mme. de Varambon, of which we knew
hundreds, but we realised that her name did not supgest
10 Bloch's uninformed memory any of the pictures which
came up before our eyes at the mention of Mme. de Varam-
bon, M. de Bréauté, the Prince d'Agrigente, and therefore
perhaps it inspired Him with a feeling of respect which 1

357



REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

knew to be excessive but which I found quite comprehensible
—not, however, because T had myself experienced it, for our
own mistakes and absurdities rarely have the eflect, even
when we have seen through them completely, of making
us more indulgent toward similar shortcomings in others.
The past had become so altered in the Duchess’s mind,
or else the lines of demarcation that existed in mine had al-
ways been so entircly lacking in hers, that what had been 2
noteworthy event for me had passed unnoticed by her an
she was able to assume that I had first met Swann at her
house and M. de Bréauté elsewhere, thus attributing to me
a social past which she carried too far back. For this sease
of the passage of time which I had just acquired the Duchess
possessed also, but with the opposite illusion to mine, whic
had been 1o believe past time shorter than it was, whereas
she, on the contrary, exaggerated its duration and mﬂdf it
extend back too far, especially in her failure to take into
account that infinite line of demarcation between the period
when she was only a name for me (later the object of.m)'
love) and the period when she was for me merely a societf
woman like any other. Now, it was only during the second
period that I had gone to her house and by then she had
become a different person for me. But these differences €&
_caPed her eyes and she would not have thought it strang®
if it had turned out that T had been at her house t#0 years
earlier, since she did not know that at that time she was Q¢
another person in my eyes and since her own personality di
not shew to her, as it did to me, any break in continuity.
. Ttold the Duchesse de Guermantes that Bloch had thovght
it was the former Princesse de Guermantes who was g.'wn%
the reception and I added, “ That recalls the first cv‘cﬂ'“g‘
went to the Princesse de Guermantes’, when I belie™
had not been invited and would be put out and when b
wore a red dress and red shoes.” “Good heavens, ho¥ fae
back all of that is!* replied the Duchess, thereby acceﬂs':;
ating for me the impression of the passage of ﬁﬂ‘c'd i
gazed into the distance with a melancholy look and yet u
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on the rod dress with special insstence, 1 asked her to
describe it to me and she did so obligingly. “Such dresses
ft: not worn to-day at afl. It was a style of that period.”
“But weren't they goodluoking?” 1 inquired. She was
always afraid of giving the other person an advantage and
lowesing her own_prestige by something she might say.
Yes, indeed. ¥ thought them very pretty. They are oot
worn now because they ate not being made any move, But
they will be worn again. Al the old styles come back, in
dress and muswic and painumg” she added emphatically,
thinking there was some onginality in this philotophy.  How-
aver, the sadpess of the thought of growisg old brought on 2
look of weanness agam, which a smule struggled o overcome.
“You are sure they were ved shoes? 1 thought they were
gold ones.” X assured her that it was most vividly present
n my mind, without g her of the o
which made me so positive about it “Ix is very kind of
you to remember that,” she s2id, with ar aiv of renderness,
for women calt us kind when we remember their beauty,
as artists do when we admire their paintings. Morseover,
in the case of a strong-minded woman like the Duchess,
however remote the past may be, one cannot forgetie. “Do
you recall,” she temarked, as a reward for having remem-
bered her dress and shots, “how we brought you home,
Basin and 17 You had a young girl coming to see you afeer
midnight Basin laughed heartily av the 3dea that anyone
should £2} on you at that hour,” I did, in facs, remember
that Athertine had come 1o see me that evening after the
Princesse de G * soirde; 1 Yered it as cdeatly
as did the Duchess, even though 1 was as indifferent to
Alberune now as Mme, de Guermantes would have been,
had she known that Alberting wae the youny girl on whose
account 1 could not stop at their house. ‘The truth is that
for a Jong time after love for those who have died has Jeft
our hearts, their ashey, now of no further interest to us,
continue to be mixed Bke an alloy with the jncidenss of the
past.  And though we love them no longey, it happens thay,
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when we call to mind a room, a garden path, a road where
they were at a certain hour, we are forced, in order to fill
the space they occupied, to allude to them, even without
longing for them or naming them or allowing anjone to
know therr identity. (Mme. de Guermantes scarcely iden-
tfied the young girl who was to come that evening, had
never known her name and mentioned her only because of
the strangeness of the hour and the circumstance.) Such
are the final, unenviable forms that survival assumes.
Although the opinions the Duchess then cxpresscd con-
cerning Rache! were commonplace in themselves, they in-
terested me because of the fact that they, too, marhed 2
new hour on the dial of time. For the Duchess had not
forgotten, any more than had Rachel, the evening that the
latter had spent at her house, but her recollection of it bad
undergone at least as great a transformation. “1 must
admit,” she said, “that I am all the more interested in
listening to her recite and hearing them applaud her becaus
it was 1 who discovered her, appreciated her talent, 5228
her praises, pushed her to the front at 2 time when she was
unknown and everybody was laughing at her. Yes, 17
dear, it will surprise you to know that mine was the first
house in which she was heard in public. Yes, when all the
people who claim to be ahead of the times, like my oc¥
cousin,” she said, indicating sarcastically the Princesse de
Guermantes, who for her was still Mme. Verdurin, ““’F“I
have let her die of hunger without condescending t0 Listen
to her, T thought her promising and got her an engagemeat
to come and recite at my house before all the most ltra-
fashionable people. 1 can say, using a rather silly 22
pretentious expression (for at bottom real talent needs 20
assistance) that it was I who gave her her start. Of cotrs®
she did not need me” 1 made a slight gesture of protest
and saw that Mme. de Guermantes was quite ready 10 €817
tain the contrary proposition. “ You don’t agree with me
You think talent needs a backer? After all, you m3y ﬁ
right. It's odd but you say just what Dumas used to &€
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me. In that case, I am extremely flatrered if I have had
some part, however swall, not in the ralent, obviously, but
in the fame of such an artist” Mme, de Guermantes pre-
ferred 1o give up her idea that talent breaks through of
Hself, hke an abscess, because it was then more Hartering
for her, but also because for some time she had been admte
ung newcomers to her home and, being tired out besides,
had become rather humble, questioniag others 2ad asking
their opinsons in order to form her own. 1 don’t nesd to
telf you,” she went on,  that the intelhigent audience known
a3 * polite society ” did not grasp the value of her performance
in the least. 'I{ey protested, they laughed at it. It was of
po use for me to teff them it was unique and intriguing,
something that had never been done befose; they did vot
believe me, just as they have never behieved me shout any~
thing, It was the same way with the thing she acted, some-
thing by Maeteslinck; now it is well known, but at that
time everybody was making fun of it, but for my par, I
thought st very fine, 1 am strprised myself when I think
that 1, a country-bred womat, who had only such oppos-
wmties as village girls get, should have liked those things
from the very first. Naturally, I could not have told yon
why, but they pirased me, they moved me decply. Why,
even Basin, who is not at all quick 1o sense such things, was
struck by the effect it had on me and said to me, ‘T dont
want you to hear any more of thax nonsense, it makes you
! And that was true because, although I am takea for
a woman without faefing, at bottom Pm a bundle of neeves”

.
. -

At this moment an unexpected incident occurred, A foote
man came and told Rachel that Berma’s daughter and son-
in-daw desired to speak 1o her. We have seen thar Berma’s
davghter had opposed her husband’s dedite to have someane
a8k Rachel for an invitation for them. But after the young
man in guestion had left, the ennui of the young couple in
the mothes’s company increased, the thought of the good
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time other people were having tormented them—in fine, tak-
ing advantage of a moment when Berma, afflicted with a
et o 0w b e et e room, they scurried to
v . - - nd arrived at the Prin-
. . . been invited. Rachel,
suspecting the situation and secretly flattered, assumed an
arrogant air and told the footman she could not be disturbed
and that they should write 2 note cxplaining the objcct.of
their extraordinary procedure. The footman returned with
a card on which Berma’s daughter had scrawled a note, s3y-
ing that she and her husband had not been able to resist
the desire to hear Rachel and asked her to let them come it
Rachel smiled over the silliness of their pretext and her ov8
triumph, and sent back word that she was extremely sorfy
but she had finished her recitations, The footmen in the
front hall, where the young couple were stll waiting, were al-
ready beginning to snicker at the phight of the two suppli-
cants refused admittance. The shame of a humiliating 1&
buff and the thought of how utterly insignificant Rachel was
compared with her mother, drove Berma’s daughter to cary
lhmu{gh to the end a step she had at first ventured to take
only from her need of entertainment. She sent in a request
to Rachel as a favour, even if she was not to hear her reaté,
that she be allowed to shake hands with her. Rachel was
engaged in conversation with an Italian prince, who Wit
reported to be fascinated by the charm of her large fortunt,
thc. source of which was somewhat glossed over by som¢
sacial connexions; she saw in a flash the complete revers
of positions which now placed at her feet the children ©
the ll.lustnous Berma,  After narrating the incident to every*
one in a humorous manner, she sent word to the YOu§
couple to come in, which they did without being asked t¥i¢®
thereby ruining Berma’s social standing at onc S(ﬂ)!(ey as i
they had wrecked her health. Rachel had grasped thls:ufl‘d :
!

also the fact that condescending amiability on her part ¥
win her the name of being kind-hearted and give the X"“:f
couple 2 reputation for servility more effectively than if 4
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refused to see them, Conscquently, she received them with
affected curdiahty, exclaiming, with the airof 2 dlslinguishcd
bencfactor able ta lay aside his greatness, “ Why cervaly!
It gives me great pleasure, The Princess will be delighted.”
Not knowing it was beheved at the theatre that it was she
who had done the iuviting, perhaps she was afraid that if
she refused to let Berma’s young people come in, they would
guestion, miot her goodwil], which would sot have mattered
10 har, but her influence. ‘The Duchesse de Guermantes in-
stincively moved away, for the more anyone seemed to be
teying to get into society, the lower he fell in her esttmation
She had 5o respect at all for anything in the present situa-
tion except Rachel’s kindliness and would have turned her
back on Berma's young folk if someone had introduced them.
Meanwhile, Rachel wae already composing m her mind the
gracious remarks with which she was going to crush Berma
m the wings at the theatre—* ¥ was ternbly sorry, pasitively
heartbroken, that your daughter had to wait out in the hall.
if only [ had unu{rstuadf She sent mae in one card after
apother.” She was delighted to deal Berma this blow. She
mught, perhaps, have recoiled from delivering st, had she
known it would be fatal  People like to inflict suffening, but
without putung themselves clearly in the wrong by kzllm§
their vicum, Besides, what had she done that was wrong!

As it turned out, she said with a laugh a few days Jater,
 Tv's going a bit too far! 1 tried to be kinder to her ¢hildeen
than she ever was to me, and now it wouldn’t take much for
me to be accused of having murdered her. I call the
Duchess to witness” It seems as i, with the great ac-
tresses, alt the mean sentiments and insincerity of theatrical
life passed into their children, without the latter baving the
outlet of persistent work, as in the case of th malher;‘ great
actresses are frequently the victims of family conspiracies
woven about then, as so often happened in the dfnouement
of the tragedies in which they acted.
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Gilberte, as we have seen, had desired to avoid a clash
with her aunt over Rachel. She was wise to do so; it was
none too easy, at best, to undertake the defence of Odette’s
daughter in the presence of Mme. de Guermantes, so great
was her ammosity—and all because the “new way” in
which the Duchess had told me her husband was being
untrue to her referred to the manner in which the Duke
was carrying on a liaison with Mme. de Forcheville, estra-
ordinary as that might appear to anyone knowing Odette’s

age.

When one thought how old Mme. de Forcheville must be
by this time, it did, indeed, seem extraordinary. But per-
haps Odette had begun very young her career as 2 femme
galante. And then, too, there are some women whom ane
meets every ten years in a fresh incarnation and with 2 fresh
love affair (sometimes even after one thought them dead)
driving to despair a young wife abandoned by her husband.

Tt should be said that the Duchess’s life was undoubtedly
very unhappy and for a certain reason which, in another
direction, had had the result of leading M. de Guermantes
likewise to frequent a social circle of a lower order. Long
since sobered down by his advanced age, although sdll it
robust health, he had ceased his conjugal infidelities, “!’"“
he suddenly became infatuated with Mme. de Forcheville,
no one knowing just how this liaison sprang up. But X
had assumed such’proportions that the old Duke, conductisg
this last love affair in the same way he had conducted those
of former years, isolated his mistress from the world 30
completely that, while my love for Albertine had f‘P”"d’
with important variations, Swann’s love for Odette, M. &¢
Guermantes’ love for the latter recalled mine for Albertin®
She was required to lunch and dine with him; he was alway®
at her house; she put on airs over this with friends who, but
for her, would never have had any contact with the Dve ¢
Guermantes and who came there to meet him, more of ks:
as people g0 to call on a courtesan in order t0 “‘“;e_
sovereign who is her lover. It is true that Mme. de For®
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ville had long before been admitted to good society. But,
"t_ccmmg a kept woman once more late in Lfe and her lover
being such a proud old man who, just the same, was the
Important personage in her house, she became quite insig-
Dificant herself, endeavouring merely to have wrappers he
sould like and meals he would enjoy and to flatter her
friends by telling them she had spoken of them to him, just
a3 she used to tell my great-uncle that she had mentioned
him to the Grand Duke, who sent him some cigarettes—in
2 word, despite all the polish her sacial position had given
her, she was tending, by force of new circumstances, to
become again what she had appeared to my childish eyes—
“the lady 1n pink” My uncle Adolphe, to be sure, had been
dead many years. But does the substitution of other persons
about us in place of the old ones prevent cur taking up the
old lfe again® It was doubtless partly through avarice
that she had adapted herself to the new circumstances, but
also because, rather sought after by society folk while she
had a marriageable daughter, she had been dropped as soon
as Gilberte married Saint-Loup and she felt that the Due de
Guermantes, who was ready to do anything for her, would
attract to her home a number of duchesses, who might be
glad to do a mean turn ta their friend Oriane, and perhaps
finally she came to ¢njoy the situation because of the dis~
pleasure of the Duchess, whom a feminiae spirit of rivaley
made her glad to triumph over. Some very exclusive neph-
ews of the Duc de Guermantes, the Courvoisiers, also Mme.
de Marsantes and the Princesse de Trania went to Mme.
de Forcheville’s in the hope of being remembered in the
Duke’s will, without concerning themselves about the an-
noyance which that might cause Mme. de Guermantes, whom
Odette, stung by her sovereign contempt, spoke ill of on
every possible occasion  This Haison with Mme. de Forche-
ville, which was merely an imitation of his earlicr ones, had
just caused the Duc de Guermantes to lose for the second
time a chance to be elected president of the Jockey Club and
also 2 member-at-large in the Académie des Beaux-Asts, .
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just as M. de Charlus’ publicly known association with M.
Jupien had cost him the presidency of the Union Club and
also of the Société des Amis du Vieux Paris. Thus the two
brothers, so different in their tastes, had both lowered their
social prestige as a result of the same indolence, the same
lack of will power, which had been noticeable, although
agreeably so, in the Duc de Guermantes, their gmnd{alhen
a member of the Académie Frangaise, but which had allowed
a natural inclination in one of his grandsons and, in the
other, what is regarded as an unnatural vice to injure their
social standing, .
The old Duke did not go out into society any more since
he spent his days and evenings at Odette’s. But this day,
since she had gone to the Princesse de Guermantes’ reception
he had come for a moment to see her, in spite of the annoy-
ance of meeting his wife. I no doubt would not have recog-
nised him if the Duchess had not clearly indicated him 0
me by going over toward him. He was now only 2 rui
but a majestic one and something finer than a ruin, that
beautifully romantic thing, a rock in the midst of a storm.
Lashed on every side by the waves of suffering, by 208
at having to suffer, by the rising tide of the sea which sur-
tounded it on all sides, his face, looking like a crumbling
black of stone, still retained the distinction and the proud
carriage I had always admired; it was worn away, Jike on¢
of those handsome antique heads, badly damaged, but 3
y«'clcome adornment in one’s study. It looked merely as 3
it had belonged to an earlier age, not enly because of 1 ;
rough and uneven surface of its formerly smooth and pc]lsl;;
material but also because the former expression of shrewd-
ness and good humour had given way to an involuntary ,’“s‘
unconscious expression, induced by ilfness, of struggle 353‘“{_
death, of resistance, of difficulty in keeping alive. The ‘ue
teries, having lost all their elasticity, had given a statuesd =
hardness to his formerly genial countenance. And !\uhak ;
his being aware of it, certain aspects of the back of h",“'.cn'
his cheeks and his forehead suggested a human being dliog! ] |
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fnfmcal!y to cach minute and hurried along in a tragie
whirluind, while the whitened locks of his thinned-out hair
came and buffeted with their foam the storm-beaten promon~
tory of his face, And like those strange, unusual hghts which
only the approach of a storm that is gowg 1o engulf every-
thing casts over the rocks, till then of a different colour, so
I realised that the leaden hue of his rigid, worn cheeks, the
almost white, wavy gray of his disordered locks, the dim
light siilt lingesing in his enfecbled eyes, were fints, pot
unreal-on the contrary, only too real=but fantastic and
borrowed from the palette of the light cast by old age and
approaching death, a light inimnable in its ternfying and
prophetic shadows —The Duke remained only a few muutes,
but long enaugh for me to see that Odette, engrossed with
younger suitors, floated him. And strangely enough, he who
used 1o be almost comical when he assumed the bearing of
the hings of the tragic stage, now bad a truly imposing air,
somewhat bke his brother, whom he had come 10 resemble 28
old age relieved him of all superBuity. And once proud,
Iike his brother, but not in the same way, he now seemed
almost deferential, although bere alse in a different manner.
For he had not undergone the samc decadence as M. de
Charlus, who was reduced to greeting, with the politeness of
a forgetful invald, folk whom ke once wauld have scomed;
but the Duke was very old and when he started to go out
the door and down the staircase on his way home, old age
~which ig, after all, the most wretched condition for men
and husls them from their high estate most nearly hke the
kings of Greek sragedy—old age, forcing him to stop on the
tra cruces that life comes to be for fecble persons threatened
with death, and wipe hus moist brow, groping about amd
peenng to discover a step he could not find because he had
need of a guide for his uncertain feet and beclouded e,
old age gave him, without his being conscious of it, the ait
of gently and timidly entreating aid of others and thereby
mage ham more than impressice, appealing.
Thus, in the Faubourg Szint-Germain those theee app/l’(
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ently impregnable positions of the Duc and Duchesse de
Guérmantes and the Baron de Charlus had lost their in-
-tiolability, just as all things in this world change through
the action of an inner principle no one had given a thought
to—in M. de Charlus, his love for Charlie, which had made
him a slave of the Verdurins and then induced his senility;
in Mme. de Guermantes, a love of novelty and art; in M.
de Guermantes, a despotic love like others he had experienced
in his life but which the feebleness of old age made still
more tyrannical, 2 love whose weaknesses were no longer
controverted and socially atoned for by the austerity of the
Duchess’s salon, where the Duke no longer appeared 2n
which, for that matter, had virtually ceased to function.
Thus does the form of the things of this world change; thus
the center of empires, the cadastre of private fortunes an
the chart of sociarpositions, all that seemed definitively fxed,
is being continually made over and the eyes of a man ¢33
duning a lifetime contemplate the most complete change it
the very quarters where it had seemed to him the most
impossible,

Unable to get along without Odette, all the time installed
at her house in the same armchair, from which old age ac
gout made it difficult for him to rise, M. de Guermagté$
allowed her to receive her friends, who were only too hapry
10 be presented to the Duke, let him do all the talking and
listen to his tales of the social life of former times, of tb¢
Marquise de Villeparisis, of the Duc de Chartres. d

There were times when, looked down upon by d‘f ol
paintings brought together by Swann in a collector’s af-
rangement which put the finishing touch to the oldfashion
character of the scene, with its Duke so reminiscent of the
Restoration, and its courtesan so suggestive of the Secozll
Empire, wearing onc of the wrappers he liked, “th 1a );
in Imk ” would interrupt him with an outburst of clmt:‘
an he would stop short and glare ferociously at e Pos
sibly he had noticed that, like the Duchess, she also soms;
times made foolish remarks; or perhaps, in an old mag
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Rallucination, ho thought 1t was some inopportune witty
<omment by Mme, de Guermantes that had cut him short,
and he believed he was back at the Guermantes residence,
Bhe those caged beasts which tmagine for 2 moment that
they are once more frez in the deserts of Africa, Looking
Up sharply with bus lirde yellow eyes, which gleamed like a
wild ammal’s, he would fix on her one of those looks that
sometites, when Mme, de Guermantes talked too much, used
to make me tremble. In that way would the Duke gaze for
# while at the audacious “lady m pok” But she wouid
stand her ground, looking him squarely in the eye, and after
2 moment, which seemed long to those looking on, the old
hion, cowed, remembering that he was not at the Duchess's
and free, in that Sahara the entrance to which was marked
by the door-mat on the landing, but at Mme, de Forcheville’s,
it a cage of the Zoological Garden, would draw 1 his head
between his shoulders, with ats stil abundant mane, blond
or white, one could not tel which, and 1ake up hus story
again. He appeared not to have understood what Meme. de
Forcheville wanted to say, which, for that matter, did not
generatly have much sense. He allowed her to have some
friends come 1o dine with hum but, through a shimsical
caprice borrowed from hus eatliec love affairs, which could
not have greatly susprised Odette, accustomed as she was
to the same from Swann, and which struck a sympathetic
chord 1 me by recalling my life wath Albertine, he stipulated
that these people should withdraw in good season, so that
he might be the last to say good-night to Odette.  Necdless
ta sav, he had scarcely left when she would go and join other
friends. But the Duke did not suspect this—ar preferred
to appear nat to; the sight of old men grows neaker, just as
likewise they become hard of hearing, their keenness of
observation is dulled, weariness even causes them to relax
their vigilance. And there comes 3 certain age when Jupiter
incvitably changes into 3 character of Molitre—not even
into the Olympian lover of Alcmidne but into a Judicrous
Géronts. Furthermore, when Odette was untrue 1o the Duke
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—and also when she cared for his wants—it was with neither
charm nor dignity. She was mediocre in this réle as in all
the others. Not that life had not frequently assigned her
fine parts but she had not known how to play them. Apd
now she was acting the réle of recluse. As a matter of
fact, every time thereafter that I endeavoured to meet her
somewhere, I failed to do so, for M. de Guermantes, wishing
to adjust the requirements of hygiene to the exigencies of
his jealousy, permitted her only daytime affairs and, at that,
no dancing parues. For various reasons she admitted to
me frankly this seclusion in which she was held. The
principal reason was that, although 1 had written only som¢
arucles and published nothing but some sketches, she fancied
T was a well known author, which led her to say naivelfs
recalling the days when I used to g0 to the Avenue des
Acacias to see her pass by, and later to her house, “Ab, 1
1 had only foreseen that that young fellow would one dz}
be a great writer!” And so, having heard say that writer!
like to be in women’s company in order to obtain first-hant
material and get them to tell the story of their love affairs
she now became 2 plain prostitute again with me in ord®t
1o attract my interest. © Why, once there was a man who
was crazy about me and I loved him madly, too. We led2
heavenly existence. He had to make a trip to America and
1 Was to go with him, The night before our departure

decided it was more beautiful not to risk the decline of 3
love which could not always remain so fine, We had 2 fast
cvening, when he beheved 1 was leaving with him; it ¥
a mad rnight, in his arms 1 experienced infinite joy, togethet
\Hll_l the despar of realising that T would never se¢ him
again. The next morning I went and gave my tichet to 3
traveller whom 1 did not know. He wished at least 10 PJZ
me something for it, I replied, ¢ No, you are doing m¢ sucl
a favour by taking it off my hands that 1 do not wish 57
money ”” “Then came another story. “One day I was ":
the Champs-Elysées. M, de Bréauté, whom I had “"‘t
seen but onc, began to stare at me with such insistence the
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1 3topped and asked him why he took the liberty of looking at
meinthat way. He answered, ‘I am staring at you because
you're wearing a tidiculous hat? That was tiue It was
2 smalt hat with pansies on it, the styles of that day were
frightful, Buy I was furious and said to him, <1 will not
ow you 10 talk 1o me in that manner! It came an to
tain. 1 said 1o him, *I would pardon you osly if you had
2 cartiage” “Very good! it so happens that I bave ‘one and
I will see you home” “No, 1 am quite willing to accept
your carriage but not your company.’ I entered the car-
fage and he weat off in the rain  But that evening he
arzved at my house  We Pad two years of mad love”  She
went on again, “ Come and have tea with me some day and
T2 2ell you all about how I came to mect M. de Forchaville.
After all,” she added, with a melancholy air, * 1 have spent
my life as clofstered as a nun because my real lovers have
all been men who were terribly jealous' of me. I'm not
tatking of M. de Farcheville, for at bottom he was of onfy
average abdity and I have never been able reaflv to fove
any but inteligent men. But let me tell you, M Swann
used to be just as jealous as the poor Duke 3s now, I deny
myself everything because I know he is not happy at home
In M Swana's case it was because I loved him madly, and
1 maintain one surely tan give up danang, goiny out and
all the rest if that will please, or merely avord causing
ansiety to, the man ene loves, Poor Charles! he was so
intelligent, so fascinating, just the sort of man Ilove® And
sossibly that was true.  There had been 2 pericd when she
sked Swann, precisely the period when she was “not his
dnd” To tell the truch, she never was “his kind ” even
arer on. And yet he Joved her ar that time verv dc:{}y
1nd greatly to his sorraw. Later he was sutprised at this
ronteadiction; but there is no contradiction in it if we stop
o think what & great amount of suffering is caused in men’s
ives by women who were “pot their kind” That may
b¢ due to many causest in the first Jvlacc. since they ave 2ot
aur kind, we $at ourselves be loved at first without Joving
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in return and in that way we allow 2 habit to get a grip oo
our hife which would not have been the case with 2 woman
of our kind, who, feeling hersclf desired, would have sct vp
a resistance, granted only an occasional rendezvous and not
become 50 intimately connected with every hour of our ife
that if, later, love is aroused and then the beloved one
happens to go away, either because of a quarrel or on 2
journey when she leaves us without news, not merely ont
tie is sundered but a thousand, In the second place, the hold
they get on our affections is only a sentimental one, because
1t is not based on deep physical desire and, even if love
develops, the mind woris still more—instead of a need, we
have a romance. We feel no distrust of women who are oot
our kind; we let them love us and if we then come to love
them, we love them a hundred times more than the others
but without experiencing with them the contentment O
satisfied desire. * For these and many other reasons, the fact
that our greatest sorrows come to us through women %0
are not our kind is not due solely to the mockery of fate
which realises our happiness only in the form that brings vt
the least pleasure, A woman who is our kind is seldom
dangerous because she desires nothing from us, satisfies and
Yae2loo eae (A P Yy, and whit
.t - - s not the
. .- -uriosity 0
know what she is doing at cv‘er}; instant—not the wom3f
but our habit of her. I lowered myself so far as to rema
that what she had said of Swann was very fine and noble on
her part; but T knew how untrue it was and that her candost
was blended with falschood. While she was telling m¢ @
her adventures, 1 thought with consternation of all, that
Swann had been unconscious of, and how much sufferiog it
would have caused him because he had fixed his h{gl,"ly
sensitised affection on this creature and was able to divint
unerringly, just from the look in her eyes, when she &5
an unknown man or woman who pleased her. At botto™
she told me all this solely to give me, as she thought, M3t
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fial for novels. In this she was mistaken—not that she had
sot from the beginning ab ty stocked my imaginati
b&!t in 2 much more unintentional manner and through an
Inftiative emagating fromt me which, without her knowing it,
taduced from her own sell the laws of her life.

M, de Guermantes reserved his fulminations exclusively
for the Puchess, whose free and easy associations Mme, de
Forcheville toak good care to call ta his irritated attention,
In consequence, the Duchess was very unhappy. It is true
that M. de Charlus, 10 whorm I once mentioned this situation,
masntained that his brother had not been she first one w0
Blame, that the legend of the Duchess’s chastity was actvally
made up of an incalculable number of deverly dissembled
adventures, I had never heard of this before. To atmost
everyone, Mme de Guermantes was a very different type of
woman, The idea that her conduct had always been te-

proachable was unt ity pred. 1 was vnable to de-
termine which of these conceptions of her character was in
accord with the truth—that truth which three-fourths of the
people nearly slways miss. ¥ did, indeed, remember cestain
roving glancey of the Duchess's blos eyes in the nave at Com-
bray Eut, in truth, they did not confliet with exther hypothesis
and might be interpreted one way or the ather with equal ac-
ceprabidity. For & moment, in my childish infataation, T had
1aken them for foving glances intended for me.  Thea lstec
1 hagd come ta understand that they were the kindly glances
bestawad on her vassals by 2 sovereign like the one in the
stained-glass windons of the church, Should I now believe
that my firsy :dza had been the sight one and thay, if the
Duchess niever thereafier spoke to me of love, this was only
berause she was more afraid of compromising herself with a
{tiend of her aunt and her aephew than with an unknown
1ad encountered by chance at Saint-Hilaire de Combray?

.
. -

The Duchess may for 2 moment have been glad to feel her
past more tubstantial because shared by me, bus upen my
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After having expressed her unfavourable opinion’ of the
Fmnica ctola cha annlasicad fav ealline ¢~ me about pggpl:
. .o » things like the
N - -, she was as far
from imagining why that interested me as Mme. de Saint-
Euverte de La Rochefoucauld, seeking the welfare of her
stomach or an Ingres-like effect, was from suspecting that
her name had fascinated me—her husband’s name (not her
parents’ more illustrious one) which seemed in m{ eves to
be a function assigned to her to rock the cradle of Time in
that so appropriate setting. “ But why am I talking to you
about such nonsense and how can it possibly interest youl
exclaimed the Duchess. She made this remark in a low
voice and no one heard what she said. But a young man
(who, as it turned out later on, aroused my interest because
of a name that was formerly much more famihar to me than
that of Saint-Euverte) rose with an exasperated air an
moved away in order to histen to the music without distrac-
tion, For it was the Kreutzer Sonata they were playiﬂg !7“('
having misunderstood the program, he thought it was a piect
by Ravel which he had been told was as beautiful as
Palestrina’s work but difficult to understand. In his im-
pulsive haste to change his seat, he struck against 2 small
waiting desk on account of the semi-darkness and this cavscd
a number ~f ~a-=ta 4 . 11 3 .- taye this simple
exercise ¢ . . a moment the
ordeal of . . - reutzer Sonald.
And Mme. de Guermantes and I, the cause of this liutle
scandal, hastened to move on to another room. “Yes, bo¥
can such trifles interest 2 man of your ability? In the same
way, a little while ago, T saw you talking \with Gilberte d¢
Saint-Loup. It’s not worthy of you. That woman meas®
exactly nothing to me; she isn’t even a woman; she's the
most artificial, middle~class thing I know "for, even in het
championing of what was up-to-date, the Duchess retain®
her aristocratic prejudices. *And what's more, ought YO
to come to houses like this? As for to-day’s affain, 1 a0
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tnderstand it because there was the rectation by Rachele
at might be of interest to you. But fine as she was, she
doesn’t do herself justice before this crowd. I will have you
hunch atone with her and then yoult see what a splendid
creatuse she is. Let me tell you, she is a hundred times
ﬁngr than anybody here, And after the luncheon she will
vecite some Verlaine to you. I know you will be enthusiastic-
over it” She specially boasted to me of ber afternoon
gatherings, at which she said one would always find X and
Y. For she had come to such a conception of the woman
with a *#salon “~whom she used to look down an with con-~
tempt, although now she denied it—that in her eyes the chief
peint of supetiority, the mark of election, was to have "ail
the men ” at one's house  When I mentioned to her that a
certain fashionable woman with a “salon ” of her own spoke
il of Mme. Howland, the Duchess burst into a lavgh over
my naivecéd, exclaiming, * Naturally, since Mme. Howland
had alt the men at her salon and the other woman was try~
ing to draw them away,” “But why you should come to
great, big affairs like this,” she went on, “is beyond my
comprehension—unless it is 1o make some studies,” she
added, with an air of doubt and distrust, far she did not dare
%o venture too far, not knowing very cleatly of what the type
of improbable aperation to which she was alluding consisted
“Dan't you think,” I asked the Duchess, “that it must be
painful for Mme. de Samt-Loup to listen 10 her husband’s
former mistress as she did a lutle while ago?” I saw fall
obhiquely across Mme de Guermanted face that shadow
shich seems like a chain of decp reflexions connecting some-
thing we have just heard with unpleasant thoughts-—unex-
pressed reflesions, it is true, but not all the serious things we
sy rveceive 2 reply, aral or wiitten. Only a {nal sends twa
vain entreaties in successian for a reply to a Yetter which was
2 blunder and which it was a mistake to write, for such
fetters are ansuered only with deeds; and the cortespondent
we believed to be unpunctual says “Monsicur ™ when she
meets vs, instead of calling us by our fiest name. My
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allusion to Saint-Loup’s liaison with Rachel had nothing so
o mabene te and candd aas haga dienlaacad Ame, de Guer-
the humiliation Rachel had sufféred at her soirée at the
Duchess’s. But she did not follow her reflexions any fur-
ther, the threatening shadow faded away and she remarked,
in reply to my question concerning Mme. de Saint-Loup, “1
must admit I think it is a matter of indifference to her, espe
cially as she never loved her husband. She’s a dreadful
little piece. She liked the social prestige, the name, ber posi-
tion as my nicce, the opportunity to climb out of the mire—
after which her only thought was how to get down iato It
again. 1 confess I felt very badly about this on poot
Robert’s account for, although he wasn't terribly keen, be
was aware of it all and of a lot of other things bESXdCL
This mustn't be repeated because, after all, she’s my niece—
1 haven't absolute proof that she was untruc to him but
there have been 2 lot of stories going around. But what if
1 tell you that I know it for a fact that Robert wanted t0
fight a duel with an officer from Méséglise? It was because
of all this that Robert went and enlisted, The war seeme
to him a way of escape from his domestic troubles andy.’
you want to know what I think, he wasn't killed, he met his
death intentionally, She didn’t shew any grief at all; she
even astounded me with her remarkable cynicism in affect-
ing indifference, which pained me greatly, for T loved poor
Robert deeply, ~ Perhaps it will surprise you, because people
don’t really understand me, but even now I still think of hitt
occasionally. 1 never forget anyone. He never said 2 ¥or
to me about it, but he understood that I guessed eve_ﬂ"’““gd
Why, if she had loved her husband the least litdle bit, coul
she take it so coolly to be in the same drawing-room with the
woman whose infatuated lover he was for so many years—10
the very last, one might say, for 1 am convinced ‘that it was
never broken off, not even during the war? Why! sb¢
would jump at the woman'’s throat,” exclaimed the Duchess
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forgetting that she had acted cruelly in having Rachel in
vited and thereby making possible the scene which she con~
sideted would have been incviable, had Gilberte loved
Robert, “No, let me tell yau, she’s a disty litde stut”
Such an expression was rendered possible far Mume. de Guer-
mantes, owing to the pleasant inchne she was descending
from the Guermantes soctal circle to the company of common
actresses and also because she coupled all that with an
cighteenth-century manner which she considered full of
vigour; and, lastly, because she thought she could do any-
thing she pleased. But this expression was also prompted
by the hatred she felt for Giiberte and a need of atracking
ber, if not actually, at least in effigy. At the same time the
Duchess thought she was thereby justifying all her be-
haviour teward-or, rather, against—Gilberte in society, in
the family eircle, even with reference to Robest’s property
and his estate. But sometimes the opinions we form re~
ceive nnexpected confirmation from facts we were ignorant
of and could not have surmised. Gilberte, who had doubt~
less inherited some of her mother’s traits (and it was just
shis laxity of standards which 1 had instinctively counted on
in asking her to introduce me to some very young gids)
after thinking over the request I had made, no doubt in
arder to keep the benefits within the family, reached a more
daring conclusion than any I had been able to imagine;
coming up to me again, she said, “If you permit, 'm going
to get my daughter and introduce her to you. She’s over
there, talking with young M t and other uni

ing youngsters, Pm sure she would be a nice litde friend
for you.” 1 asked her sf Robert had been glad to bave a
daughter. “Oh, he was tremendously proud of her. But
naturally, considering his tastes,” Gilberte added nafvely,
“1 think he would have preferred 2 son® This danghter,
whose name and fortune might have given the mother ground
o hope that she would marry a royal prince and thereby
crown the entire upward effort of Swann and his wife, later
chose as husband an obscure Yiterary man, for she had no
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snobbishness, and thereby brought the family below the level
from which she had started. It was then extremely difficult
to convince the younger generations that the parents of this
modest couple had enjoyed high social rank,

The surprise and pleasure caused me by Gilberte’s re-
marks quickly gave way, as she went off toward another
drawing-room, to the idea of past Time which Mile. de
Saint-Loup also, in her own way, conveyed to me even be-
fore 1 had seen her. Like most persons, moreover, did she
not ble the star-like ds in a forest where paths
leading from the most different points converge, also for our
Ife? Many were the paths of my life which met in Mlle.
de Saint-Loup and radiated outward from her., First of all,
there came to an end in her the two principal “ ways ” where
T had taken so many walks and dreamed so many dreams—
through her father, Robert de Saint-Loup, the éucrmanm
way; through Gilberte, her mother, the Méséglise way,
which was Swann’s way. One of them, through the young
gil's mother and the &amps-}zlysées, led me to Swann, 0
my evenings at Combray, to the Méséglise way; the other,
through her father, to my afternoons at Balbec, where I sa®
him again beside the sun-lit sea. And straightway cross-
roads between these two main roads defined themselves-
For this very real Balbec where I had met Saint-Loup—it
was largely on account of what Swann had told me about
the churches, especially about the Persian church, that I had
50 much wanted to go there; and on the other hand, through
Robert de Saint-Loup, nephew of the Duchesse de Guer-
mantes, T came out on the Guermantes way again at Com-
bray. But Mlle, de Saint-Loup led to many other points of
my life besides—to “the lady in pink,” for example, who
was her grandmother and whom I had seen at my greit
uncle’s. A fresh crossroad here, because the great-uncle’
valet, who opened the door to me that day and who It
through the gift of a photograph, made it possible for m¢ w©
identify “the lady in pink,” was the uncle* of the you§

¢ In eatlier volumes in this serles, it is hus father,—F.4.5.
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man who had been loved, not only by M. de Chaslus bur
also by the same father of Mile. de Saint-LuuF, who had
thereby made her mother unhappy. And was it not Mile,
de Saint-Loup’s grandfather, Swann, who had been the first
e mention to me Vintewl’s music, just as Gilberte had been
the first to speak 1o me of Albertine® Now, it was while
talking with Albestine about Vinteuil's music that I had dis-
covered who was her closest girl friend and had begun that
fife with her which had led to her death and had brought
me so much sorrow.  Moreover, it was also Mile. de Saint-
Loup’s father who had gone to try to get Albertine to come
back to me. And there even passed before my eyes sgain
my entire soclety life, both in Paris, in the Swann and the
Guermantes salons, and, quite at the other estreme, at
Balbec, at the Verdurins’——which thus brought up alongside
the two Combray “ways™ the Champs-Elysées and the
beavnful terrace of La Raspeligre, Moreover, whom have
we known whase friendship with us we can recount with-
out being necessarily obliged to place him in all the most
widely different scttings of our existeace? A life of Saint~
Loup’ painted by me would extend through all the various
scenes of my own life and involve my entire existence, even
those portions of it 1o which he was 2 stranger, such as my
grandmothes and Albentine. Furthermore, however far
apart they were, zhe Vcrdurins were connec(«% with L()::Im:
J EI SRRSO Sp e "2t s #a aa

yoan Cambremer had married. A:fur:qu, if it is only a2
question of our hearts, the poet was right in speaking of the
mysterious threads that life bresks. But it is even more
ve that Kife is ceasclessly weaving ather threads begween
fuman beings and events, that lile crosses these threads
with one another and daubles them to mabe the welt heavier,
50 that, between the tiniest point in our past life and afl the
other points, 3 rich network of memoties J#aves us only t
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<hoice of which road to take. Onc could say that these was
not—if I endeavoured not to use it unthinkingly but to re-
member what it had been—a single one of the things I was
using at that time which had not been a living thing, living
in a personal relationship to me, and later transformed for
my use into simple industrial material. And my introduc-
tion to Mile. de Saint-Loup was going to take place in the
home of Mme, Verdurin, now become the Princesse de
Guermantes! With what charm I thought over all mz
journeys with Albertine, whose successor 1 was going to a3

Mile. de Saint-Loup to be—in the little tram, near Douville
on the way to Mme, Verdorin’s, that same Mme, Verdusia
who, before T loved Albertine, had brought about and then
broken off the love between the grandfather and gra.nd-
mather of Mlle. de Saint-Loup, All about ys were paint-
ings by the Elstir who had introduced me to Albertint.
And, the better to fuse together all the past periods of ™y
life, Mme. Verdurin, like Gilberte, hacr married a Guer-
mantes.

We could not recount our relations even with someone ¥¢
have known only slightly without bringing in, one after the
9!h$n the most diverse settings of our life. Thus, evely
individual—~and I was myself onc of these individuals—
measured the dyration of time for me by the revolution he
had accomplished, not only on his own asis, but about othef
individuals and notably by the successive positions he
accupied with relation to myselt,

_And in teuth, all these different planes on which Time,
since I had come to grasp its meaning again at this receptiot
was arranging the different periods of my life, thereby bring-
ing me to realise that in a book which aimed to recount 2
human life one would have to use, in contrast to the * pl3o®
psychology ordinarily employed, a sort of three-di nal,
“,m“d ” psychology, added a fresh beauty to the resusre
tions of the past Which my memory had evoked as ! s
musing alone in the library, because memory, by b“"g':g
the past into the present unmodified, just as it appeA”
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when it was juself the present, eliminates precisely that great
dimension of Time which governs the fullest realisation of
our lives,

1 saw Gilberte coming toward me. I, for whom Saint-
Loup’s marriage and the thoughts that fifled my mund at
that time and which had that very day come back to ma
uxzchanged were as of yesterday, was astonished to see beside
her 2 young girl abous sixteen years old, whase tall figure was
bke a'measure of the long Yapse of years I bad endeavoured
o ignore.

Time, colovrless and impalpable, had, in order that ¥
might, as it were, see and touch it, physieally embodied itself
in her and had moulded her ike a work of art, while at the
tame tme on me, alas, it had merely done its work! And
now Mlle. de Sant-Loup stoad before me. She had deep-
set, clear-cut, profoundly searching eyes. I was struck
with the way in which her nose, modelled on het mother's
and her grandmother’s, ended sharply at a perfectly hori-
zontal line below it, exqusite albert not short enaugh, A
single feature as distinctive, ¢ven had one seen nothing else,
would have made it possible to identify one statue among
thottsands, and I marvelled how nature had come back in
the nick of ume for the granddaughter, as she had for the
mother and grandmather, to give the mighty, deciding stroke
of the chisel, hke some great and unique sculpror. That
charming nose, slightly prominent like a bird’s beak, had the
curve, not of Swann's but of Saint-Loup’s. The son} of that
Guermantes was gone, but 1he charming head of the de-
parted bird, with its piercing eyes, had come and taken its

tace on the shoulders of Mile. de Saint-Loup, to plunge her

ather'’s feiends into dreamy musings. 1 thoughe her very
beautiful, still full of promise. Lawghing, fashioned of the
very yeass I had lost, she scemed to me hike my own youth.

And lastly, this idea of time had 2 final value for me; it
was bke a goad, reminding me that it was time to begin if 1
wished 1o athieve what 1 had occasionally in the course af
my life sensed in brief flashes, along the Guermantes way o
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while driving with Mme, de Villeparisis, and which had
. oo The, Rt '

in short, extract the real essence of life in a book. Hap
the man who could write such a book, I thought to mys:
what a mighty task before him! To convey an idea of
one would have to go to the noblest and most varied arts
comparisons, for this writer, who, moreover, would have
shew the most contradictory sides of each of his charact
in order to give his volume the effect of a solid, would nc
*o prepare 1t with minute care, constantly regrouping

forces as if for an attack, endure it like an exhausting ta
accept it like a rule of conduct, build it like a church, foll
it like a regimen, overcome it hike an obstacle, win it ik
friendship, feed it intensively like a child, create it Tike
world, without overlooking those mysteries whose explat
tion is probably to be found only in other worlds and !
presentiment of which is the quahty in life and art wh
moves us most deeply. And in those great books there :
certain portions which there has been time only to sketch
and which no doubt will never be completed because of t
very magmitude of the architect’s plan. How many grt
cathedrals remain unfinished! Such a book one nourist
over a long period of tme, builds up its weaher parts, kee
it safe from harm; but later it is the book itself that gro
up, selects our tomb, protects it against false rumours 2
somewhat against oblivion. But to return to myself—l

a more modest opinion of my book and it would be incorrt
to say even that I was thinking of those who might read
as “my readers” For, as I have already shewn, U

would not be my readers but readers of themselves, 7
book serving merely as a sort of magnifying glass, suc

the optician of Cor N o wemar enth
through my book T . . -

their own selves. -
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praise or dispraise me but only to tall me of it is as 1 say, if
the words they read in themselves are, indeed, the same as
1 have written (any possible discrepancies in this respect
not being always antnbucable, by the way, to any mistake
on my part but to the fact that the reader’s eyes would not
be of the type which my book would “fit” for comfortably
reading in one’s own self). And constantly changmg the
simile a5 ¥ obtained a better and more material conception
of the task 1o which I was going ta devote myself, I thought
haw I would work at my book on my large, white-pine table,
with Frangosse looking on. As all the unpretentious persons
who hve clase beside us acquire & certain intuitive compre~
hension of our work and as T had forgotten Albertine suffi~
ciently to forgve Francoise for whatever she might have
dane to injure her, 1 would work near her and almast in her
manner—at least, as she used to, for she was now so ofd she
could scarcely see any more~for, piratug on an extra sheet
here and there, T would construce my book, I dare not say
ambingusly “like a cathedral,” but smply like a dress.
And i I did not have at hand all my papers—my “old
rublnsh,” as Frangoise called it—and just the one 1 needed
was missing, Frangoise would understand perfectly my ex-
asperation, smce she herself always used to say she could
not sew usless she had the sizz theead and the buttons she
needed and also because she had hved my fife so long that
she had developed a sort of sunctive undesstanding of
biterary work more correct than that passessed by many in-
telligent persons and, o fortiori, by stupid people. In the
same way, years before, when I was writing my article for
Le Figaro, whereas the oid butler, with that sympathetic
expression which always somewhat overestimates the ardu~
ousness of a kind of work one is not accustomed to perfortn~
ing and of which one has not even 2 clear conception—or
even the discomfort of 2 habit one is free from, tike the folk
who say, “ How it must tire you to sneeze fike that "—used
to pity writers sincecely, nying “Haw you must have 1o
rack your brains over that nerk,” Frangoise, on the con~
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trary, sensed my happiness and respected my work. She
got angry only when I told Bloch about my articles before-
hand, because she was afraid he would steal my ideas. “All
these people,” she would say, “you trust them too much;
they’re a lot of copy-cats.” ‘And’Bloch, as a matter of fact,
would establish a retroactive alibi for himself, whenever I
outlined something he thought was good, by saying, “Why,
that’s funny, 1’ve written something almost exactly like that.
I must read it to you.” (He could not have read it to me
then and there but would go and write it that very evening.)

My papers—what Frangoise called my “old rubbish P
by dint of being continually pasted together, would get tora
here and there. When necessary, Frangoise would help me
mend them in the same way as she put patches on the worn
parts of her dresses or, while waiting for the glazier (just as
I was waiting for the printer) pasted a picce of newspaper
over _(he broken pane of the kitchen window.

oo an menrt

t0o far gone. Iv's a pity; maybe that's your finest ideas.
As }hcy say at Combray, there aren’t any furriers who know
their business as well as the moths do. They always g
into the best materials,”

Mureov‘er, since in this book the individual cnzi!ics,_h“m’“
o otherwise, would be constructed from numerous impses-
sions which, derived from many young girls, many ch“f_d‘“'
AT canatae wemedd Loy i a2 et eanars 3 SID &
: . "
de Norpois, the jelly of which was enriched by so many are
fully selected pieces of meat? And I would realise what I
had so much longed for in my walks along the Guermantes
way but had believed impossible, just as I had belicved it
would be impossible when I went home ever to get &
<ustomed to going to bed without kissing my mother, O%
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later, to the idea that Albertine loved women, an idez I
finally adjusted to without even being aware of its presence,
for our gravest apprehensions, as well as our fondest hopes,
are not beyond our strength and we are able in the end 1o
overcome the former and realise the latter —Yes, this con-
¢eption of ime which I had just formulated warned me that
1 must at once set myself to this work. It was high time;
this justified the anxiety which had come over me the
moment I entered the drawing-room, when the made-up
faces gave me a sense of the time lost. But was there yet
time? " The mind also has its landscapes which it is allowed
to contemplate only for a moment. I had lived like a
panter climbing a road ovetlooking a lake, which is hidden
from his eyes by a curtamn of rocks and trees. Through a
L L Milas 2le af s s e ol hafars him takes out
yalntin;
. dawng!
One prerequisite to my book, such as I had conceived it
just now in the library, was that I plumb to the very bottom
impressions which I should first have to recreate with the
aid of my memory. But my memory was exhausted. ‘Then,
100, as long as nothing had been begun, 1 could, indeed, be
uneasy, even if I thought that at my age I still had several
years before me, for my hour might strike in a few minutes.
As a matter of fact, I must start from the idea that I had 2
body, in other words, that I was continually under the threat
of a two-fold danger, external and internal. But even there
1 spoke 1n that way only for convenience of expression. For
the internal danger, such as a cerebral hemorrhage, is ex-
ternal, being of the body. And having a body constitutes
the principal danger that threatens the mind. " The life of
the thinking human being—which certainly is to be deseribed
less as a perfecting of physical, animal life than as an im-
erfect creation, still as rudimentary as the communal ex-
istence of protazoa in polyparies or the body of the whale
and 50 on—is such, in the organisation of the spiritual life,
that the body imprisons the mind in 2 {fortress; soon the
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fortress is besieged on all sides and in the end the mind must
capitulate. But, admitting this distinction between the two
kinds of danger that threaten the mind, and beginning with
the external one, I recalled that, many times in my past life,
in moments of mental stimulation, when some circumstance
had suspended all physical activity for me—for instance
when, half-intoxicated, 1 was leaving the restaurant at Rive-
belle in a carriage to go to some nearby casino, it had hap-
pened to me to feel very definitely within myself the mo-
mentary subject of my thoughts and to understand that it
was a mere matter of chance, not only that this subject had
come into my mind at all but also that it had not been an-
mihilated at that time along with my body. This mattered
Iittle to me. My gaiety was neither foresighted nor appre-
!mnsive. That this joy left me in a second and disappeared
into thin air was of httle consequence to me. But it was 00
longer the same now, the reason being that the happiness 1
felt' did not come from a purely subjective tension of the
nerves, which isolates us from the past, but on the contr
{from a broadening out of my mind in which the past too
shape again, became vividly present and gave me—but, alas,
only for a moment—a sense of eternity. [ fain would have
bequeathed this last to those whom I might have enriched
with my treasure.  What T had felt in the Iibrary and sought
to preserve was pleasure, it is true, but no longer selfish or,
if 5o, then with a selfishness which could be made Proﬁtzble
to others—for all the fruitful forms of altruism i nature
follow 2 selfish pattern in their development; human altr-
ism which is not selfish is sterile, like that of the writer who
Interrupts his work to receive an unhappy friend, accept 2
public function or write propaganda articles.

The indifference I used to feel on my way back from
Rivebelle was gone; T felt myself pregnant with the work
which T was carrying within me, like some precious a2
fragile object which had been entrusted to me and which ]
desired to transmit intact to the other persons for whor it
was destined. And to think that, when I went home pres®
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ently, dn accidental shock would suffice to destroy my body
and forge my mind, from which the life would be withdrawn,
to abandon forever the ideas it was at this moment clas, ing
toits bosom and shielding anxiously with its quivering flesh,
A0t vat havigg had time to put them out of harm's way in a
0ok, Now the feeling that T was the beaser of a literary
work made an accident in which 1 might meet with death
more 1o be dreaded, even absurd (in proportion as this work
appeared to me necessary and enduning) inimical to my de-
s1ee and to the eager asprration of my thoughts, but none the
less possitle for alf that, since accidents, bewng the product of
material causes, may perfectly well take place when very def-
fesent intentions, which they destroy without knowing what
they are, make them most ohjectionable, as happens every
day m the simplest incidents of Life, as when, though we de-
sire vath all our heart not to make any noise on account of a
steeping friend, a carafe, placed 100 near the edge of a 1able,
falls and wakes him.
I knew very wefl that my brain was a rich mineral basin
where these was a vast area of extremely varied precious
deposits, But would I have time to explot them? 1 was
the only person able to do ths, for two reasons: with m
death there would disappear, not only the one miner able to
extract the minerals but the depout itself; now, when 1 re-
turned horae presently, a collision between the avto I took
and another would suffice 1o destroy my body and to {orce
my mind to abandon my new ideas for all fime.  And, by 2
strange coinaidance, this rational fear of danger was develop.
ing in me at a ume when the idea of death had been for anly
a short while a matter of indifference to e, The fear of
ceasing to be myself had formerdy caused me horror and
espeaiatty with each new love that came to m&'-fur Gilberte,
for Alberupe—berause 1 could not endure the idea that ane
day he who loved them would exist no longer, which would
be 2 sost of death.  Bur, after this fear had recucred many
times, it was naturally transmitted inta a confident serenity.
While the ides of death had thus in those days cast’a
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shadow over love for me, for a long time now the rem
brance of love had aided me to contemplate death witk
fear, for 1 understood that it was no new thing to die
that, on the contrary, I had already died many times si
childhood. To take the most recent period—had I

<lung to Albertine even more than to life itself? Could
that time have conceived of mysell without my love for
<ontining to form part of me?” Now, I no longer loved |
1 was, not the person who used to love her but a differ
person who did not love her; I had ceased to love her w
I had become another person.  But I did not suffer on
«ount of having become this other person and having cea
to love Albertine; and, assuredly, some day no longer
have my body could in no wise appear to me as sad a th
as formerly had seemed to me the idea of some day
longer loving Albertine, And yet how unimportant it z
appeared to me not to love her any more. These succes!
deaths, 50 dreaded by the “ me” they were to obliterate,

so gentle and inconsequential once they had become a 1
and when he who had feared them was no longer there
fecl them, had a while before made me realise how unintt
gent it would be to be afraid of death. And it was o
shortly after T had become indifferent to death, that T+
beginning anew to fear it—under another form, it is tf
and not for myself but for my book, to the full flowering
which this life, menaced by so many dangers, was, at le
for a while, indispensable. Victor Hugo said,

11 faut que herbe pousse et que les enfants meurent.

But I say that it is the cruel law of art that human beil
should die and that we ourselves must die after exhausti
the gamut of suffering so that the grass, not of oblivion

of eternal life, may grow, the thick prass of fecund works
art, on which future generations will come and gaily ha
their * picnic lunch,” without a thought for those who sle
beneath I said “external dangers,” but there are intert
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dangers also, 1If I escaped an accident from without, who
knows whether I might not be prevented from making full
use of this merciful favour through some mischance oceurring
within myself, some internal catastrophe, some cerebral acci-
dent, before the months had passed that were needed for the
wrsting of this book?

Even the cerebral accident was not necessary Some
symptoms—indicated to me by 2 peculiar mental void and
a tendency to forget things and have them come back to me
only by accident, just as, when you are putting certain ob-
Jects in order, you come across one you had forgotten and
had not even thought to look for—made me feel Like a miser
whose broken treasure chest had allowed his riches to slip
away one by one.

When 1 should return home presently through the Champs-
Elysées, what guarantee had I that I would not be struck

. <. ot

P

we all, that the minute-hand now stands over the very pomnt
where the spring will be released to strike the hour? "Pos-
sibly the fear of having already consumed almost the en-
tire minute which precedes the first stroke of the hour and
during which the stroke is making ready ta fall, possibly the
fear that it was about to be sct in motion in my brain, was a
sort of obscure sense of what was going to happen, a re-
flexion in the consciousness, so to speak, of the precarious
condition of the brain, the arteries of which are about to
. e = dranaceibl= than the sudden con-
. 1any a wounded man
. " ¢ retained his mental
lucidity and foth the physician and his own desire to live
seck to deceive him, he says, foreseeing what is going to
happen, 1 am going to die, I am ready,” and he writes his
farewell to his wife .
“This obscure sense of what was going to happen was con-
veyed to me by the strange thing which occurred *
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had begun my book and which befell me in a manner I
would never have expected. When I went out one evening,
my friends thought me looking better than before; they ex-
pressed surprise that my hair was still black. But three
times 1 nearly fell as I went down the stairs. 1 was away
only two hours and yet, when I got home, I felt as if I had
no memory, no power to think, no strength, no life at all
If someone had come to see me, to proclaim me king, to lay
hold of me, to arrest me, I would have let them do to me
whatever they wished without uttering a word or opening
my eyes, like the people crossing the Caspian Sea who are
taken with the worst form of seasickness and do not even
make a fecble gesture of resistance when they are told they
are going to be thrown overboard. Strictly speaking, I had
no particular illness but I felt as though 1 had become ia-
capable of anything, as frequently happens to an old man
who, active the day before, breaks his hip or has an attack
of indigestion and ‘may for some time to come lead a bed-
ridden existence which is only a more or less long prepara-
tion for the now inevitable end. One of my various selves—
the one who used to go to those barbaric banquets called
formal dinners, where for the white-shirted men and the
semi-nude, feather-bedecked women values are so rtyﬂf‘d
that anyone who does not come, after accepting the invita-
tion, or does not arrive until the roast is being served, com=
mits a more reprehensible act than the immoral condUFl dis-
cussed so lightly 1n the course of the dinner aleng with re-
cent deaths, and where death or serious illness are the cr_\l)’
excuses for not coming (and then only provided you no!gl)’
your hostess of your dying condition in time for her to I8
vite a fourteenth person)—that self within me had kept his
society scruples and lost his memory. My other self, on the
contrary, the one who had reached a clear conception of his
task, had not forgotten, 1T had received an jnvitation fro®
Mme. Molé and had learned that Mme. Sazerat’s son ©2*
dead. I made up my mind to waste in sending apologi®®
to Mme. Molé and condolences to Mme, Sazerat ane of th0%¢
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hours afier which, my tongue paralysed, as was the case
)wnh my grandmother dunag her last illness, I would no
onger be able to utter & word or even swallow some mulk,
But a few minutes tater I had {orgerten that § was 1o do
this, Fcrxugatz forgetfulness, as the remembrance of my
work was viglant and would employ 1 laying the first
foundations the hour of extra existence which had thus re-
verted 10 me, Unluckily, as I took up a notebook 1o stait
writig, Mme. Molé’s card of nvitation shpped m front of
me. glranghtway my forgeiful self which, however, took
grctedence over the other, as happens with all scrupulous
{rbsmns who attend formal dinnere, pushed the notebook
zside and wrote 10 Mme, Mol?-who, by the way, would
doubtless have thought very highly of me for it, had she
learned that 1 had put my reply to her invitation ahead of
my acchitectural Jabours.  Suddenly a remark in my reply
teminded me that Mme. Sazerat had fost her son; I wrate tar
her also. ‘Then, having sacrificed a seal duty to the fictinous
ebligatson of shewing mysell courteous and sympathetic, 1
fo1 back exhavsied, closedt my eyes and for 2 week 1 merely
vegetated. Axnd yet, while all my useless dutees to which 1
was ready to sacuifice the real one went out of my head in
& few mpptes, the idea of the thing T was to construct did
nat leave me for an instant. 1 knew not whether it would
be z church in which the true belies2rs would be able Linla
by httle to learn some truths and discover same harmanies,
e great, comprehensive plan, or would stand, forever un~
visted, on the summit of an itlaed, hke a drusd monument.
But 1 bad decrded 10 devote ta it all my strength, which wax
learing me slowly, as though reluctant and wishing to allow
me nme, having completed the outer structure, 1o elose the
funereal door.  Soon I was able to shew a few shetches, No
one nnderstood a word.  Even those who were favourable
to my conception of the truths which I intended _hlcr ke
cane within the ,:!mple' cangmluhl::d xm;;in b:\;x}?g dis=
Vi them with 2 microstope when , on the con-
:”:;’e is:d a telescope 1o perceive things which, it is yrue,
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were very small but situated afar off and each of them 3
world initself. Whereas I had sought great laws, they called
me one who grubs for petty details. Moreoves, what was
the use of my undertaking it? I had had a certain facility
as a young man and Bergotte had declared my schoolboy
writings “ perfect ” ®; but instead of working, I had lived in
idleness, in the dissipation of a life of pl ., amid sick-
ness, care of my health and strange humours, and I was
taking up my work on the eve of my death, with no Lknowl
edge of my craft. I no longer felt equal to facing either my
obligations to human beings or my duties to my thought and
work—still less to both. As for the former, my task was
somewhat simplified by my habit of forgetting the letters I
had to write. The loss of my memory aided me a little by
cutting out some of my obligations; my work filled their
place. " But suddenly at the end of a month the association
of ideas brought back my memory, together with my re-
morse, and I was crushed with a sense of my own impotence.
I was astonished to find myself indifferent to the critidsm
made of me but the truth is that, from the day when my legs
’l::ad trembled s as I descended the stairs, I had become in-
Sl IR '

amams an pen ot « —ane while

. . 'y
. . - 13
not due to the expectation that my work would not receive
yntil afear e an it Lr 1 s e CL 1%t me sra—ed to mE O
d- . . - what they
w ' . - that. In
seality, If T thought of my work and not at all of the letters
to be answered, this was no longer because I recognised any

great difference in importance between the two objects, 33
had dOI'IC in the days of my idleness and then in the time o
my active work up to the evening when I was obliged to
seize hold of the railing of the staircase, The organisation
of my memory and my preoccupations was closely bound up
* Allusion o the author's first book, Les Plaisies etles Jours (N

in the French edition.) ’ -
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with my work, perhaps because, whereas the letters were for-
gotten immediately after being received, the idea of my work
Wwas in my mind, always the same, in a perpetual state of
development, But it also had become irksome to me. It
was to me like a son whose dying mother must still take
upon herself the fatigue of looking after him between injec~
tions and cuppings, Possibly she still loves him but she now
hnows it only through the exhausting obligation she is under
to take care of him. In me the powers of the writer were
0 longer equal to the inconsiderate demands of the work.
Since that day on the staircase, nothing concerning the social
world, no happiness, whether it came from the friendliness
of people, the progress of my work, the hope of fame, any
onger penetrated to my consciousness except as such a pale
ray of sunlight that it no longer had the power to warm me,
put hife into me, give me any desire whatsoever; and even at
hat, wan though it was, it was still too dazzling for my eyes
and I preferred to close them and turn my head toward the
wall. It seems to me, as far as I was able to feel the move-
ment of my lips, that I must have had an imperceptible little
smile at one corner of my mouth when a lady wrote me, “1
was furprised not get a reply to my letter.” Neverthe-
ess, that reminded me of the letter and I answered her. In
order that I might not be thought an ingrate, I tried to place
my present courtesy on a par with the courtesy people might
have had for me. And 1 was crushed under the super-
humanly wearisome burdens of life which I imposed upon my
existence as it ebbed to its agonising close.

This idea of death took up its permanent abode within me
as does love for 2 woman. Not that I loved death, I detested
it. But, doubtless because I had pondered over it from
time to time as over 2 woman one does not yet love, now the
thought of it adhered to the deepest stratum of my brain so
completely that [ could not turn my attention to anything
without first relating it to the idea of dcgth and, even if I
was not occupied with anything but was in 2 state of com-
plete reposc, the idea of death was with me as continuously
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as the idea of myself. I do not think that, on the day I be-
came half-dead, it was the accompanying symptoms, such a$
my inability to descend the staircase, to recall 2 name, to
get up, which gave rise, even by an unconscious process of
reasoning, to the idea of death, the idea that I was already
nearly dead, but rather that all this had come at the sam¢
time, that inevitably the great mirror of the mind was r¢
flecung a new reality. And yet I did not see how one could
pass without warning from the ills I was enduring to ac!ugd
death. But then I thought of others, of all those who di¢
every day without the hiatus between their illness and their
death seeming to us extraordinary. I even thought it was
only because I saw them from within (still more than
through the consequent disappointment of my hopes) that
certain ailments did not appear to me fatal when considere
singly, although I believed in my death, just as those who
are the most firmly convinced that their term has come ar¢
nevertheless easily persuaded that, if they cannot pronounc
certain words, it has nothing to do with a stroke or an attack
of aphasia, but comes from a fatigue of the tongue, from 2
pervous affection akin to stammering or from exhaustion
consequent upon an attack of indigestion. .
As for me, it was something quite other than 2 dyiog
man’s farewell to his wife which I had to write, somethins
long and addressed to more than one person. Long 0
wnte! Only in the daytime, at best, might L try t© slcc;:i
If T worked, it would be only at night. ButI should n“d
many nights, possibly a hundred, possibly a thousand. A;
I would live in the anxiety of not knowing whether .':
:v’:j}‘ﬂ’rqf my destiny, less indulgent than die,:Su“I’t\:i‘l;lAS:::;x;
n g.
N ! ;
Nights, any more than the Mémoires of Saint-Simon, WLl
likewise were written at night, any more than any "{d'm
books T had laved so deeply that, supcrsﬁ(iously devol.Td,sh .
them as to the women I loved, I could not, in oY child:
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#aiveté, imagine without horror a book that might be differ.
eot from them, But like Elstir and Chardin, one canaot re-
produce what one loves without abandonag it. Daubtless
1y books also, like my earthly being, would finally some day
die, But one must resign oneself to the idea of death, One
accepts the idea that in ten years one’s self, and in a hundred
years ene's books, will no longer exist. Eternal existence is
not promised to books any more than to men. It might be a
book as long as The drabian Nights but entirely different.
ftis quite true that, when one is enamoured of a book, one
would fike to create samething exactly like it but one must
sactifice one’s love of the moment and think, not of one’s
predulection but of a truth which does not sk our preferences
and forbids us to give them a thought. And it is only by
following this tsuth that one happens occasionally to come
upon what one sbandoned ang, even while keeping them ovr
of one’s mind, 10 write the Arabian Nights or the Mémorres
of Sant-Simon of another period. But had I still ume?
Was 1t not too Jate?

In any event, if I still had the strength to accomplish my
wotk, I realised that the nature of the circumstances which
to-day, even durmg the progress of this reception at the
Princesse de Guermantes', had given me at one and the
same ume the idea of my work and the fear of not being
able to cacry it out would assuredly before all else imprint
upon it the form I had once dimly sensed in the church at
Combray, dusing certain days which had deeply influenced
me, a form which vsually remains invisible to us, the form of
Tune. This dimension of Time which I had once vaguely
fele in the church at Combray I would try to make continy-
ally pereeptible in a transeription of human life necessarily
very dificrent from that conveyed 10 us by our deceptive
semses, ‘There afe, it is truemthis was proven to me, as has
been seen, by sundry eﬁisodcs in this narrative—many ather
errors of our senses whick distort far us the true aspect of
this world. Dut after all, in the more accurate vranseription
which 1 wonld do my wtmaost te give, T wauld at least be
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able not to change the location of sounds, to take care not to
detach them from their cause, with which the intelligence
ively fates th Ithough to make rain hum in
the middle of a room and our boiling fisane come down in
torrents in the courtyard cannot, when all is said and done,
be more disconcerting than what artists have so often done
in representing as very near us or very far away, according
as the laws of perspective, the intensity of the colours and
the illusion of the first glance make them appear to us, 3
sail or a mountain peak which our reason will later move,
tometimes an enormous distance, farther away or nearer
1o us. .
1 might, although this error is more serious, continue, 251
customary, to assign features to the countenance of a passing
g shee T * ¢ = e nose, checks and
. . o = a vacant space a8
. . A And even if I did
not have the leisure for that far more important matter
namely, to prepare the hundred masks that needs must b¢
?ttached 10 a single face—even if one would merely portray
it according to the various pairs of eyes that look at it 42
the meanings they read into its features and, in the cas¢ of
one and the same pair of eyes, according to the hope an
fear (or, on the contrary, the fove and confidence) whid
over so many years hide the changes due to age; even, mor-
over, if I did not (although my liaison with Albertine suf-
ﬁC.Cd 10 prove to me that otherwise all is spurious and €°
ceitful) undertake to represent certain persons, mot out-

wardly but as they exist within us, where their slightest adts
oy indoea faast 30 LR deueals gls0 10

. - . e to the
- - .ot . -tothe
serenity of our confidence, which makes an object 5“,‘“1.:
small, whereas the mere shadow of @ risk instantly M7 3
its size; even if 1 could not introduce these ¢

anges a0 "
many others (the necessity for which, if one desires t0 P:::c
things as they really are, has become apparent in the co
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| of this narrative) into the sranscription of a universe which
tequiced to be entirely redrawn, at any rate 1 would not fai,
;}!ove all else, 0 describe raan as having the length, notac‘:;
h'" body bug of his years, which he must drag about with

im from place 10 place, an ever incressing burden which
overcomes hum in the end.  Mereover, everyone reallses that
we occupy 2 steadily growing place in Time and this uni-
versality could not fail to rejoice me, since it was truth, the
truth vaguely sensed by each, which T munt seck 10 make
dear to all, “Not only is everyone conscious that we occupy
4 place in "Time, but this place even the most simple-minded
person measures approximately, just as he would measure
the place we vccupy in space. 'True, the measunng is often
Incarrect, but the fact that it was considered possible shews
that age was thought of as something measurable.

1 also asked myself, “ Not oaly bave 1 26l time, but am [
going 1o be able to complete my work?” By forcing me,
like a stern spiritual adviser, to declare myself dead to the
world, illness had done me a great service—tor, an the grain
of wheat die nat after it hath been sown, it will abide alone;
but if it die, it will bear much fruiteand after indo!cnce’
had protected me fsom my facility in writing, ill healch was
pechaps going 1o save me from my indoleace; but this same
liness had exhausted my mental faculties and (as I had
nouced long before, when I ceased 10 Jove Albertine} alse
the power of my memory. But tecreating through the
memory impressions which must then be plumbed 1o their
depths, brought into the light and transformed into intel
lectual equivalents, was this not one of the prerequisites,
almost the very essence, of 2 wack of art such as 1 had con~
celved it in the library a few moments ago? Ab, if only 1
still had the mental power that was intact on that evening
the memory of which I evoked when my eyve felt on Fran-
ois le Champi! %t was that evening, when my mother
abdicated her authority, which marked the commencement

of my will-power 3md my health, as well as
hers it

of the waning
the bagianing of my d gering death,  Every-
=

¢
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thing was predetermined from the moment when, unable
any longer to endure the idea of waiting until the morning
to press a kiss upon my mother’s face, 1 ‘made up my mind,
jumped out of bed and, in my nightshirt, went and sat by
the window through which the moonlight came, until I heard
M. Swann leave. My parents had accompanied bim 10 the
door; 1 heard the door open, the bell tinkle and the doot
shut ‘again. Even at this moment, in the mansion of the
Prince de Guermantes, 1 heard the sound of my p:rcms‘
footsteps as they accompanied M, Swann and the reverberat=
ing, ferruginous, interminable, sharp, jangling tinkle of the
Titdle bell which announced to me that at last M. Swanz had
gone and Mamma was going to come upstairs—]1 heard these
sounds again, the very identical sounds themselves, although
situated so far back'in the past. Then, thinking over
the events that necessarily ranged themselves betweert the
moment when I heard those sounds and the Guerménit
reception, 1 was startled at the thought that it was, In ee

ghis bcll' which was still tiskling within me and that coul

in no wise change its sharp janglings, since, having forgotit®
just how they died away, to recapture it and hear it di%*
tinctly, I was forced to close my ears to the sound of the
conversations the masks were carrying on around me. 10
endeavour to listen to it from nearby, T had to descend a2
into my own consciousness. It must be, then, that B
tinkling was still there and also, between it and the present
moment, all the infinitely unrolling past which T had bee?
unconsciously carrying within me. When the bell tinkled,
I was already in existence and, since that night, fof me !
have been able to hear the sound again, there must
been no break of continuity, not a moment of rest for &
no cessation of existence, of thought, of consciousness ©
myself, since this distant moment still clung to 1€ e
could recapture it, go back to it, merely by descendind “““!
deeply within myself, It was this conception © um;.:
incarnate, of past years as still close held within us, ';v{‘in
1 was now determined to bring out into such bold selie
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uy book, And it is becayse they thus contain all the hours
of days gone by thar human bodies can do such injury to
thase who fove them, because they contain so many past
Bemories, joys and desices, already effaced for them but
%o cruel for one who contemplates and rarsies back in the
fomain of Time the cherishad body of which he is jealous,
jealous even to the paint of desining its destrucnon. For
alter death Time withdraws from the body, and the memoaries
=0 pale and insignificant—are effaced from her who no
longer exists, and soon will be from him whom they still
torture, and the memories themselves will perish in the end
when the desite of 2 living body is no longer there to keep
them alive.

There came over me a feeling of profound fatigue at the
tealisation that all this long strach of time not only had
been umntesruptedly lived, 1hought, secreted by me, that it
was my life, my very self, but also that I must, zvery minute
of my hife, keep it closely by me, that it upheld me, that T
was perched on its dizzying summit, that T could net move
without earrying it about with me,

The date when 1 heard the sound—so distant and yet so
deep within me—of the title bell in the garden at Combray
was a landmark I did not know I had available in this
enormous dimension of Time. Ay head swam to see so
many years below me, and jer within me, as if T were
thousands of Jeagues in height.

1 pow understood why it was that the Duc de Guermantes,
whom, as 1 looked at him sitting in a chair, 1 marvelled to
find shewing kis age so little, although he had so many more
years than | beneath ham, as soon as he rose and tried to
stand erect, had tottered on trembling Timbs {Jike those of
aged archbishops who have nothg fu.hd on them except
therr metallic cross, suth the young diviaity students flocking
asssduously about them) and had wavered 23 be made bis
way along the difficult summit o(. his exghtv:-lhret years, as
it men were perched on glant stilts, sometimes tal_ler that
church spires, constanty growng and finally rendering thetr
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progress so difficult and perilous that they suddenly fall. I
was alarmed that mine were already so tall beneath my
feet; it did not seem as if I should have the strength to carry
much longer attached to me that past which already ex-
tended so far down and which 1 was bearing so painfully
within me! If, at lcast, there were granted me time enough
to complete my work, I would not fail to stamp it with the
seal of that Time the understanding of which was this day
so forcibly impressing itself upon me, and I would thereis
describe men—even should that give them the semblance
of monstrous creatures—as occupying in Time a place fat
more considerable than the so restricted one allotted them
in space, a place, on the contrary, extending boundlessly
since, giant-like, reaching far back into the years, they Eouth
simultaneously epochs of their lives—with countless inter-
yeq}ng days between—so widely separated from one another
in Time.

The End.
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