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PREFACE

‘HIS MASTERPIECE,’ wh�ch �n the or�g�nal French bears the t�tle
of L’Œuvre, �s a str�k�ngly accurate story of art�st�c l�fe �n Par�s dur�ng
the latter years of the Second Emp�re. Amus�ng at t�mes, extremely
pathet�c and even pa�nful at others, �t not only contr�butes a
necessary element to the Rougon-Macquart ser�es of novels—a
ser�es �llustrat�ve of all phases of l�fe �n France w�th�n certa�n dates—
but �t also represents a part�cular per�od of M. Zola’s own career and
work. Some years, �ndeed, before the latter had made h�mself known
at all w�dely as a novel�st, he had acqu�red among Par�s�an pa�nters
and sculptors cons�derable notor�ety as a revolut�onary art cr�t�c, a
fervent champ�on of that ‘Open-a�r’ school wh�ch came �nto be�ng
dur�ng the Second Emp�re, and wh�ch found �ts f�rst real master �n
Edouard Manet, whose then der�ded works are regarded, �n these
later days, as masterp�eces. Manet d�ed before h�s gen�us was fully
recogn�sed; st�ll he l�ved long enough to reap some measure of
recogn�t�on and to see h�s �nfluence tr�umph �n more than one
respect among h�s brother art�sts. Indeed, few �f any pa�nters left a
stronger mark on the art of the second half of the n�neteenth century
than he d�d, even though the school, wh�ch he suggested rather than
establ�shed, lapsed largely �nto mere �mpress�on�sm—a term, by the
way, wh�ch he h�mself co�ned already �n 1858; for �t �s an error to
attr�bute �t—as �s often done—to h�s fr�end and jun�or, Claude Monet.

It was at the t�me of the Salon of 1866 that M. Zola, who cr�t�c�sed
that exh�b�t�on �n the Evenement newspaper,* f�rst came to the front
as an art cr�t�c, slash�ng out, to r�ght and left, w�th all the v�gour of a
born combatant, and champ�on�ng M. Manet—whom he d�d not as
yet know personally—w�th a fervour born of the strongest
conv�ct�ons. He had come to the conclus�on that the der�ded pa�nter



was be�ng treated w�th �njust�ce, and that op�n�on suff�ced to throw
h�m �nto the fray; even as, �n more recent years, the bel�ef that
Capta�n Dreyfus was �nnocent �mpelled h�m �n l�ke manner to plead
that unfortunate off�cer’s cause. When M. Zola f�rst champ�oned
Manet and h�s d�sc�ples he was only twenty-s�x years old, yet he d�d
not hes�tate to p�t h�mself aga�nst men who were regarded as the
most em�nent pa�nters and cr�t�cs of France; and although (even as
�n the Dreyfus case) the only �mmed�ate result of h�s campa�gn was
to br�ng h�m hatred and contumely, t�me, wh�ch always has �ts
revenges, has long s�nce shown how r�ght he was �n forecast�ng the
ult�mate v�ctory of Manet and h�s pr�nc�pal methods.

* Some of the art�cles w�ll be found �n the volume of h�s
m�scellaneous wr�t�ngs ent�tled Mes Ha�nes.

In those days M. Zola’s most �nt�mate fr�end—a compan�on of h�s
boyhood and youth—was Paul Cézanne, a pa�nter who developed
talent as an �mpress�on�st; and the l�ves of Cézanne and Manet, as
well as that of a certa�n rather d�ssolute engraver, who sat for the
latter’s famous p�cture Le Bon Bock, suggested to M. Zola the novel
wh�ch he has called L’Œuvre. Claude Lant�er, the ch�ef character �n
the book, �s, of course, ne�ther Cézanne nor Manet, but from the
careers of those two pa�nters, M. Zola has borrowed many l�ttle
touches and �nc�dents.* The poverty wh�ch falls to Claude’s lot �s
taken from the l�fe of Cézanne, for Manet—the only son of a judge—
was almost wealthy. Moreover, Manet marr�ed very happ�ly, and �n no
w�se led the p�t�ful ex�stence wh�ch �n the novel �s ascr�bed to Claude
Lant�er and h�s helpmate, Chr�st�ne. The or�g�nal of the latter was a
poor woman who for many years shared the l�fe of the engraver to
whom I have alluded; and, �n that connect�on, �t as well to ment�on
that what may be called the Bennecourt ep�sode of the novel �s
v�rtually photographed from l�fe.

* So far as Manet �s concerned, the cur�ous reader may consult M.
Anton�n Proust’s �nterest�ng ‘Souven�rs,’ publ�shed �n the Revue
Blanche, early �n 1897.

Wh�lst, however, Claude Lant�er, the hero of L’Œuvre, �s unl�ke
Manet �n so many respects, there �s a close analogy between the



art�st�c theor�es and pract�ces of the real pa�nter and the �mag�nary
one. Several of Claude’s p�ctures are Manet’s, sl�ghtly mod�f�ed. For
�nstance, the former’s pa�nt�ng, ‘In the Open A�r,’ �s almost a repl�ca
of the latter’s Déjeuner sur l’Herbe (‘A Lunch on the Grass’), shown
at the Salon of the Rejected �n 1863. Aga�n, many of the say�ngs put
�nto Claude’s mouth �n the novel are really say�ngs of Manet’s. And
Claude’s fate, at the end of the book, �s v�rtually that of a moody
young fellow who long ass�sted Manet �n h�s stud�o, prepar�ng h�s
palette, clean�ng h�s brushes, and so forth. Th�s lad, whom Manet
pa�nted �n L’Enfant aux Cer�ses (‘The Boy w�th the Cherr�es’), had
art�st�c asp�rat�ons of h�s own and, be�ng unable to just�fy them,
ended by hang�ng h�mself.

I had just a sl�ght acqua�ntance w�th Manet, whose stud�o I f�rst
v�s�ted early �n my youth, and though the ex�genc�es of l�fe led me
long ago to cast as�de all art�st�c amb�t�on of my own, I have been for
more than th�rty years on fr�endly terms w�th members of the French
art world. Thus �t would be comparat�vely easy for me to �dent�fy a
large number of the characters and the �nc�dents f�gur�ng �n ‘H�s
Masterp�ece’; but I doubt �f such �dent�f�cat�on would have any
part�cular �nterest for Engl�sh readers. I w�ll just ment�on that
Mahoudeau, the sculptor, �s, �n a measure, Solar�, another fr�end of
M. Zola’s boyhood and youth; that Fagerolles, �n h�s ma�n features, �s
Gervex; and that Bongrand �s a comm�ngl�ng of Courbet, Cabanel
and Gustave Flaubert. For �nstance, h�s so-called ‘V�llage Wedd�ng’
�s suggested by Courbet’s ‘Funeral at Ornans’; h�s fr�endsh�p for
Claude �s Cabanel’s fr�endsh�p for Manet; wh�lst some of h�s
manner�sms, such as h�s d�sl�ke for the pra�se accorded to certa�n of
h�s works, are s�mply those of Flaubert, who (l�ke Balzac �n the case
of Eugen�e Grandet) almost �nvar�ably lost h�s temper �f one ventured
to extol Madame Bovary �n h�s presence. Courbet, by the way, so far
as d�spos�t�on goes, crops up aga�n �n M. Zola’s pages �n the person
of Champbouvard, a sculptor, who, art�st�cally, �s a presentment of
Cles�nger.

I now come to a personage of a very d�fferent character, P�erre
Sandoz, clerk, journal�st, and novel�st; and Sandoz, �t may be frankly
adm�tted, �s s�mply M. Zola h�mself. Personal appearance, l�fe,
hab�ts, op�n�ons, all are those of the novel�st at a certa�n per�od of h�s



career; and for th�s reason, no doubt, many readers of ‘H�s
Masterp�ece’ w�ll f�nd Sandoz the most �nterest�ng personage �n the
book. It �s needless, I th�nk, to enter �nto part�culars on the subject.
The reader may take �t from me that everyth�ng attr�buted �n the
follow�ng pages to P�erre Sandoz was done, exper�enced, felt or sa�d
by Ém�le Zola. In th�s respect, then ‘H�s Masterp�ece’ �s v�rtually M.
Zola’s ‘Dav�d Copperf�eld’—the book �nto wh�ch he has put most of
h�s real l�fe. I may also ment�on, perhaps, that the long walks on the
quays of Par�s wh�ch �n the narrat�ve are attr�buted to Claude Lant�er
are really M. Zola’s walks; for, �n h�s youth, when he va�nly sought
employment after fa�l�ng �n h�s exam�nat�ons, he was wont, at t�mes
of great d�scouragement, to roam the Par�s quays, study�ng the�r
busy l�fe and the�r p�cturesque v�stas, whenever he was not por�ng
over the second-hand books set out for sale upon the�r parapets.
From a purely l�terary standpo�nt, the p�ctures of the quays and the
Se�ne to be found �n L’Œuvre are perhaps the best b�ts of the book,
though �t �s all of �nterest, because �t �s essent�ally a l�vre vecu, a
work really ‘l�ved’ by �ts author. And �f �n the major�ty of �ts characters,
those readers possess�ng some real knowledge of French art l�fe f�nd
one man’s qual�t�es blended w�th another’s defects, the appearance
of a th�rd, and the hab�ts of a fourth, the whole none the less makes
a p�cture of great f�del�ty to l�fe and truth. Th�s �s the Par�s�an art
world as �t really was, w�th noth�ng �mprobable or overstra�ned �n the
narrat�ve, save �ts very f�rst chapter, �n wh�ch romant�c�sm �s certa�nly
allowed full play.

It �s qu�te poss�ble that some readers may not judge Claude
Lant�er, the ‘hero,’ very favourably; he �s l�ke the dog �n the fable who
forsakes the substance for the shadow; but �t should be borne �n
m�nd that he �s only �n part respons�ble for h�s act�ons, for the fatal
germ of �nsan�ty has been transm�tted to h�m from h�s great-
grandmother. He �s, �ndeed, the son of Gerva�se, the hero�ne of
L’Assommo�r (‘The Dram Shop’), by her lover Lant�er. And Gerva�se,
�t may be remembered, was the daughter of Anto�ne Macquart (of
‘The Fortune of the Rougons’ and ‘Dr. Pascal’), the latter be�ng the
�lleg�t�mate son of Adela�de Fouque, from whom sprang the �nsan�ty
of the Rougon-Macquarts. At the same t�me, whatever v�ew may be
taken of Claude’s art�st�c theor�es, whatever �nterest h�s ult�mate fate



may �nsp�re, �t cannot be den�ed that h�s op�n�ons on pa�nt�ng are
very ably expressed, and that h�s ‘case,’ from a patholog�cal po�nt of
v�ew, �s d�agnost�cated by M. Zola w�th all the sk�ll of a phys�c�an.
Moreover, there can be but one op�n�on concern�ng the helpmate of
h�s l�fe, the poor devoted Chr�st�ne; and no one possessed of feel�ng
w�ll be able to read the h�story of l�ttle Jacques unmoved.

Stor�es of art�st�c l�fe are not as a rule part�cularly popular w�th
Engl�sh readers, but th�s �s not surpr�s�ng when one remembers that
those who take a genu�ne �nterest �n art, �n th�s country, are st�ll a
small m�nor�ty. Qu�te apart from art�st�c matters, however, there �s, I
th�nk, an abundance of human �nterest �n the pages of ‘H�s
Masterp�ece,’ and thus I venture to hope that the present vers�on,
wh�ch I have prepared as carefully as my powers perm�t, w�ll meet
w�th the favour of those who have supported me, for a good many
years now, �n my endeavours to make the major�ty of M. Zola’s
works access�ble �n th�s country.

E. A. V.

MERTON, SURREY.



HIS MASTERPIECE



I

CLAUDE was pass�ng �n front of the Hôtel de V�lle, and the clock
was str�k�ng two o’clock �n the morn�ng when the storm burst forth.
He had been roam�ng forgetfully about the Central Markets, dur�ng
that burn�ng July n�ght, l�ke a lo�ter�ng art�st enamoured of nocturnal
Par�s. Suddenly the ra�ndrops came down, so large and th�ck, that he
took to h�s heels and rushed, w�ldly bew�ldered, along the Qua� de la
Grève. But on reach�ng the Pont Lou�s Ph�l�ppe he pulled up,
ragefully breathless; he cons�dered th�s fear of the ra�n to be �d�ot�c;
and so am�d the p�tch-l�ke darkness, under the lash�ng shower wh�ch
drowned the gas-jets, he crossed the br�dge slowly, w�th h�s hands
dangl�ng by h�s s�de.

He had only a few more steps to go. As he was turn�ng on to the
Qua� Bourbon, on the Isle of St. Lou�s, a sharp flash of l�ghtn�ng
�llum�ned the stra�ght, monotonous l�ne of old houses border�ng the
narrow road �n front of the Se�ne. It blazed upon the panes of the
h�gh, shutterless w�ndows, show�ng up the melancholy frontages of
the old-fash�oned dwell�ngs �n all the�r deta�ls; here a stone balcony,
there the ra�l�ng of a terrace, and there a garland sculptured on a
fr�eze. The pa�nter had h�s stud�o close by, under the eaves of the old
Hôtel du Martoy, nearly at the corner of the Rue de la Femme-sans-
Tête.* So he went on wh�le the quay, after flash�ng forth for a
moment, relapsed �nto darkness, and a terr�ble thunder-clap shook
the drowsy quarter.

* The street of the Headless woman.—ED.

When Claude, bl�nded by the ra�n, got to h�s door—a low, rounded
door, studded w�th �ron—he fumbled for the bell knob, and he was
exceed�ngly surpr�sed—�ndeed, he started—on f�nd�ng a l�v�ng,



breath�ng body huddled aga�nst the woodwork. Then, by the l�ght of
a second flash, he perce�ved a tall young g�rl, dressed �n black, and
drenched already, who was sh�ver�ng w�th fear. When a second
thunder-clap had shaken both of them, Claude excla�med:

‘How you fr�ghten one! Who are you, and what do you want?’
He could no longer see her; he only heard her sob, and stammer:
‘Oh, mons�eur, don’t hurt me. It’s the fault of the dr�ver, whom I

h�red at the stat�on, and who left me at th�s door, after �ll-treat�ng me.
Yes, a tra�n ran off the ra�ls, near Nevers. We were four hours late,
and a person who was to wa�t for me had gone. Oh, dear me; I have
never been �n Par�s before, and I don’t know where I am....’

Another bl�nd�ng flash cut her short, and w�th d�lated eyes she
stared, terror-str�cken, at that part of the strange cap�tal, that v�olet-
t�nted appar�t�on of a fantast�c c�ty. The ra�n had ceased fall�ng. On
the oppos�te bank of the Se�ne was the Qua� des Ormes, w�th �ts
small grey houses var�egated below by the woodwork of the�r shops
and w�th the�r �rregular roofs boldly outl�ned above, wh�le the hor�zon
suddenly became clear on the left as far as the blue slate eaves of
the Hôtel de V�lle, and on the r�ght as far as the leaden-hued dome
of St. Paul. What startled her most of all, however, was the hollow of
the stream, the deep gap �n wh�ch the Se�ne flowed, black and
turg�d, from the heavy p�les of the Pont Mar�e, to the l�ght arches of
the new Pont Lou�s Ph�l�ppe. Strange masses peopled the r�ver, a
sleep�ng flot�lla of small boats and yawls, a float�ng washhouse, and
a dredger moored to the quay. Then, farther down, aga�nst the other
bank, were l�ghters, laden w�th coals, and barges full of m�ll stone,
dom�nated as �t were by the g�gant�c arm of a steam crane. But,
suddenly, everyth�ng d�sappeared aga�n.

Claude had an �nst�nct�ve d�strust of women—that story of an
acc�dent, of a belated tra�n and a brutal cabman, seemed to h�m a
r�d�culous �nvent�on. At the second thunder-clap the g�rl had shrunk
farther st�ll �nto her corner, absolutely terr�f�ed.

‘But you cannot stop here all n�ght,’ he sa�d.
She sobbed st�ll more and stammered, ‘I beseech you, mons�eur,

take me to Passy. That’s where I was go�ng.’



He shrugged h�s shoulders. D�d she take h�m for a fool?
Mechan�cally, however, he turned towards the Qua� des Célest�ns,
where there was a cabstand. Not the fa�ntest gl�mmer of a lamp to be
seen.

‘To Passy, my dear? Why not to Versa�lles? Where do you th�nk
one can p�ck up a cab at th�s t�me of n�ght, and �n such weather?’

Her only answer was a shr�ek; for a fresh flash of l�ghtn�ng had
almost bl�nded her, and th�s t�me the trag�c c�ty had seemed to her to
be spattered w�th blood. An �mmense chasm had been revealed, the
two arms of the r�ver stretch�ng far away am�dst the lur�d flames of a
conflagrat�on. The smallest deta�ls had appeared: the l�ttle closed
shutters of the Qua� des Ormes, and the two open�ngs of the Rue de
la Masure, and the Rue du Paon-Blanc, wh�ch made breaks �n the
l�ne of frontages; then near the Pont Mar�e one could have counted
the leaves on the lofty plane trees, wh�ch there form a bouquet of
magn�f�cent verdure; wh�le on the other s�de, beneath the Pont Lou�s
Ph�l�ppe, at the Ma�l, the barges, ranged �n a quadruple l�ne, had
flared w�th the p�les of yellow apples w�th wh�ch they were heav�ly
laden. And there was also the r�pple of the water, the h�gh ch�mney
of the float�ng washhouse, the t�ghtened cha�n of the dredger, the
heaps of sand on the banks, �ndeed, an extraord�nary agglomerat�on
of th�ngs, qu�te a l�ttle world f�ll�ng the great gap wh�ch seemed to
stretch from one hor�zon to the other. But the sky became dark
aga�n, and the r�ver flowed on, all obscur�ty, am�d the crash�ng of the
thunder.

‘Thank heaven �t’s over. Oh, heaven! what’s to become of me?’
Just then the ra�n began to fall aga�n, so st�ffly and �mpelled by so

strong a w�nd that �t swept along the quay w�th the v�olence of water
escap�ng through an open lock.

‘Come, let me get �n,’ sa�d Claude; ‘I can stand th�s no longer.’
Both were gett�ng drenched. By the fl�cker�ng l�ght of the gas lamp

at the corner of the Rue de la Femme-sans-Tête the young man
could see the water dr�pp�ng from the g�rl’s dress, wh�ch was cl�ng�ng
to her sk�n, �n the deluge that swept aga�nst the door. He was se�zed
w�th compass�on. Had he not once p�cked up a cur on such a stormy
n�ght as th�s? Yet he felt angry w�th h�mself for soften�ng. He never



had anyth�ng to do w�th women; he treated them all as �f �gnorant of
the�r ex�stence, w�th a pa�nful t�m�d�ty wh�ch he d�sgu�sed under a
mask of bravado. And that g�rl must really th�nk h�m a downr�ght fool,
to bamboozle h�m w�th that story of adventure—only f�t for a farce.
Nevertheless, he ended by say�ng, ‘That’s enough. You had better
come �n out of the wet. You can sleep �n my rooms.’

But at th�s the g�rl became even more fr�ghtened, and threw up her
arms.

‘In your rooms? Oh! good heavens. No, no; �t’s �mposs�ble. I
beseech you, mons�eur, take me to Passy. Let me beg of you.’

But Claude became angry. Why d�d she make all th�s fuss, when
he was w�ll�ng to g�ve her shelter? He had already rung the bell
tw�ce. At last the door opened and he pushed the g�rl before h�m.

‘No, no, mons�eur; I tell you, no—’
But another flash dazzled her, and when the thunder growled she

bounded �ns�de, scarce know�ng what she was about. The heavy
door had closed upon them, she was stand�ng under a large
archway �n complete darkness.

‘It’s I, Madame Joseph,’ cr�ed Claude to the doorkeeper. Then he
added, �n a wh�sper, ‘G�ve me your hand, we have to cross the
courtyard.’

The g�rl d�d as she was told; she no longer res�sted; she was
overwhelmed, worn out. Once more they encountered the d�luv�an
ra�n, as they ran s�de by s�de as hard as they could across the yard.
It was a baron�al courtyard, huge, and surrounded w�th stone
arcades, �nd�st�nct am�dst the gloom. However, they came to a
narrow passage w�thout a door, and he let go her hand. She could
hear h�m try�ng to str�ke some matches, and swear�ng. They were all
damp. It was necessary for them to grope the�r way upsta�rs.

‘Take hold of the ban�sters, and be careful,’ sa�d Claude; ‘the steps
are very h�gh.’

The sta�rcase, a very narrow one, a former servants’ sta�rcase,
was d�v�ded �nto three lofty fl�ghts, wh�ch she cl�mbed, stumbl�ng,
w�th unsk�lful, weary l�mbs. Then he warned her that they had to turn
down a long passage. She kept beh�nd h�m, touch�ng the walls on



both s�des w�th her outstretched hands, as she advanced along that
endless passage wh�ch bent and came back to the front of the
bu�ld�ng on the quay. Then there were st�ll other sta�rs r�ght under the
roof—creak�ng, shaky wooden sta�rs, wh�ch had no ban�ster, and
suggested the unplaned rungs of a m�ller’s ladder. The land�ng at the
top was so small that the g�rl knocked aga�nst the young man, as he
fumbled �n h�s pocket for h�s key. At last, however, he opened the
door.

‘Don’t come �n, but wa�t, else you’ll hurt yourself aga�n.’
She d�d not st�r. She was pant�ng for breath, her heart was beat�ng

fast, there was a buzz�ng �n her ears, and she felt �ndeed exhausted
by that ascent �n the dense gloom. It seemed to her as �f she had
been cl�mb�ng for hours, �n such a maze, am�dst such a turn�ng and
tw�st�ng of sta�rs that she would never be able to f�nd her way down
aga�n. Ins�de the stud�o there was a shuffl�ng of heavy feet, a rustl�ng
of hands grop�ng �n the dark, a clatter of th�ngs be�ng tumbled about,
accompan�ed by st�fled objurgat�ons. At last the doorway was l�ghted
up.

‘Come �n, �t’s all r�ght now.’
She went �n and looked around her, w�thout d�st�ngu�sh�ng

anyth�ng. The sol�tary candle burned d�m �n that garret, more than
f�fteen feet h�gh, and f�lled w�th a confused jumble of th�ngs whose
b�g shadows showed fantast�cally on the walls, wh�ch were pa�nted �n
grey d�stemper. No, she d�d not d�st�ngu�sh anyth�ng. She
mechan�cally ra�sed her eyes to the large stud�o-w�ndow, aga�nst
wh�ch the ra�n was beat�ng w�th a deafen�ng roll l�ke that of a drum,
but at that moment another flash of l�ghtn�ng �llum�ned the sky,
followed almost �mmed�ately by a thunder-clap that seemed to spl�t
the roof. Dumb-str�cken, pale as death, she dropped upon a cha�r.

‘The dev�l!’ muttered Claude, who also was rather pale. ‘That clap
wasn’t far off. We were just �n t�me. It’s better here than �n the
streets, �sn’t �t?’

Then he went towards the door, closed �t w�th a bang and turned
the key, wh�le she watched h�m w�th a dazed look.

‘There, now, we are at home.’



But �t was all over. There were only a few more thunder-claps �n
the d�stance, and the ra�n soon ceased altogether. Claude, who was
now grow�ng embarrassed, had exam�ned the g�rl, askance. She
seemed by no means bad look�ng, and assuredly she was young:
twenty at the most. Th�s scrut�ny had the effect of mak�ng h�m more
susp�c�ous of her st�ll, �n sp�te of an unconsc�ous feel�ng, a vague
�dea, that she was not altogether dece�v�ng h�m. In any case, no
matter how clever she m�ght be, she was m�staken �f she �mag�ned
she had caught h�m. To prove th�s he w�lfully exaggerated h�s
gruffness and curtness of manner.

Her very angu�sh at h�s words and demeanour made her r�se, and
�n her turn she exam�ned h�m, though w�thout dar�ng to look h�m
stra�ght �n the face. And the aspect of that bony young man, w�th h�s
angular jo�nts and w�ld bearded face, �ncreased her fears. W�th h�s
black felt hat and h�s old brown coat, d�scoloured by long usage, he
looked l�ke a k�nd of br�gand.

D�rectly he told her to make herself at home and go to bed, for he
placed h�s bed at her d�sposal, she shr�nk�ngly repl�ed: ‘Thank you;
I’ll do very well as I am; I’ll not undress.’

‘But your clothes are dr�pp�ng,’ he retorted. ‘Come now, don’t make
an �d�ot of yourself.’

And thereupon he began to knock about the cha�rs, and flung
as�de an old screen, beh�nd wh�ch she not�ced a washstand and a
t�ny �ron bedstead, from wh�ch he began to remove the coverlet.

‘No, no, mons�eur, �t �sn’t worth wh�le; I assure you that I shall stay
here.’

At th�s, however, Claude became angry, gest�culat�ng and shak�ng
h�s f�sts.

‘How much more of th�s comedy are we to have?’ sa�d he. ‘As I
g�ve you my bed, what have you to compla�n of? You need not pay
any attent�on to me. I shall sleep on that couch.’

He strode towards her w�th a threaten�ng look, and thereupon,
bes�de herself w�th fear, th�nk�ng that he was go�ng to str�ke her, she
trembl�ngly unfastened her hat. The water was dr�pp�ng from her



sk�rts. He kept on growl�ng. Nevertheless, a sudden scruple seemed
to come to h�m, for he ended by say�ng, condescend�ngly:

‘Perhaps you don’t l�ke to sleep �n my sheets. I’ll change them.’
He at once began dragg�ng them from the bed and fl�ng�ng them

on to the couch at the other end of the stud�o. And afterwards he
took a clean pa�r from the wardrobe and began to make the bed w�th
all the deftness of a bachelor accustomed to that k�nd of th�ng. He
carefully tucked �n the clothes on the s�de near the wall, shook the
p�llows, and turned back a corner of the coverlet.

‘There, that’ll do; won’t �t?’ sa�d he.
And as she d�d not answer, but rema�ned mot�onless, he pushed

her beh�nd the screen. ‘Good heavens! what a lot of fuss,’ he
thought. And after spread�ng h�s own sheets on the couch, and
hang�ng h�s clothes on an easel, he qu�ckly went to bed h�mself.
When he was on the po�nt of blow�ng out the candle, however, he
reflected that �f he d�d so she would have to undress �n the dark, and
so he wa�ted. At f�rst he had not heard her st�r; she had no doubt
rema�ned stand�ng aga�nst the �ron bedstead. But at last he detected
a sl�ght rustl�ng, a slow, fa�nt movement, as �f am�dst her
preparat�ons she also were l�sten�ng, fr�ghtened perchance by the
candle wh�ch was st�ll al�ght. At last, after several m�nutes, the spr�ng
mattress creaked, and then all became st�ll.

‘Are you comfortable, mademo�selle?’ now asked Claude, �n a
much more gentle vo�ce.

‘Yes, mons�eur, very comfortable,’ she repl�ed, �n a scarcely
aud�ble vo�ce, wh�ch st�ll qu�vered w�th emot�on.

‘Very well, then. Good-n�ght.’
‘Good-n�ght.’
He blew out the candle, and the s�lence became more �ntense. In

sp�te of h�s fat�gue, h�s eyes soon opened aga�n, and gazed upward
at the large w�ndow of the stud�o. The sky had become very clear
aga�n, the stars were tw�nkl�ng �n the sultry July n�ght, and, desp�te
the storm, the heat rema�ned oppress�ve. Claude was th�nk�ng about
the g�rl—ag�tated for a moment by contrary feel�ngs, though at last
contempt ga�ned the mastery. He �ndeed bel�eved h�mself to be very



strong-m�nded; he �mag�ned a romance concocted to destroy h�s
tranqu�ll�ty, and he g�bed contentedly at hav�ng frustrated �t. H�s
exper�ence of women was very sl�ght, nevertheless he endeavoured
to draw certa�n conclus�ons from the story she had told h�m, struck
as he was at present by certa�n petty deta�ls, and feel�ng perplexed.
But why, after all, should he worry h�s bra�n? What d�d �t matter
whether she had told h�m the truth or a l�e? In the morn�ng she would
go off; there would be an end to �t all, and they would never see each
other aga�n. Thus Claude lay cog�tat�ng, and �t was only towards
daybreak, when the stars began to pale, that he fell asleep. As for
the g�rl beh�nd the screen, �n sp�te of the crush�ng fat�gue of her
journey, she cont�nued toss�ng about uneas�ly, oppressed by the
heav�ness of the atmosphere beneath the hot z�nc-work of the roof;
and doubtless, too, she was rendered nervous by the strangeness of
her surround�ngs.

In the morn�ng, when Claude awoke, h�s eyes kept bl�nk�ng. It was
very late, and the sunsh�ne streamed through the large w�ndow. One
of h�s theor�es was, that young landscape pa�nters should take
stud�os desp�sed by the academ�cal f�gure pa�nters—stud�os wh�ch
the sun flooded w�th l�v�ng beams. Nevertheless he felt dazzled, and
fell back aga�n on h�s couch. Why the dev�l had he been sleep�ng
there? H�s eyes, st�ll heavy w�th sleep, wandered mechan�cally round
the stud�o, when, all at once, bes�de the screen he not�ced a heap of
pett�coats. Then he at once remembered the g�rl. He began to l�sten,
and heard a sound of long-drawn, regular breath�ng, l�ke that of a
ch�ld comfortably asleep. Ah! so she was st�ll slumber�ng, and so
calmly, that �t would be a p�ty to d�sturb her. He felt dazed and
somewhat annoyed at the adventure, however, for �t would spo�l h�s
morn�ng’s work. He got angry at h�s own good nature; �t would be
better to shake her, so that she m�ght go at once. Nevertheless he
put on h�s trousers and sl�ppers softly, and walked about on t�ptoes.

The cuckoo clock struck n�ne, and Claude made a gesture of
annoyance. Noth�ng had st�rred; the regular breath�ng cont�nued.
The best th�ng to do, he thought, would be to set to work on h�s large
p�cture; he would see to h�s breakfast later on, when he was able to
move about. But, after all, he could not make up h�s m�nd. He who
l�ved am�d chron�c d�sorder felt worr�ed by that heap of pett�coats



ly�ng on the floor. Some water had dr�pped from them, but they were
damp st�ll. And so, wh�le grumbl�ng �n a low tone, he ended by
p�ck�ng them up one by one and spread�ng them over the cha�rs �n
the sunl�ght. Had one ever seen the l�ke, clothes thrown about
anyhow? They would never get dry, and she would never go off! He
turned all that fem�n�ne apparel over very awkwardly, got entangled
w�th the black dress-body, and went on all fours to p�ck up the
stock�ngs that had fallen beh�nd an old canvas. They were
Balbr�ggan stock�ngs of a dark grey, long and f�ne, and he exam�ned
them, before hang�ng them up to dry. The water ooz�ng from the
edge of the dress had soaked them, so he wrung and stretched them
w�th h�s warm hands, �n order that he m�ght be able to send her away
the qu�cker.

S�nce he had been on h�s legs, Claude had felt sorely tempted to
push as�de the screen and to take a look at h�s guest. Th�s self-
condemned cur�os�ty only �ncreased h�s bad temper. At last, w�th h�s
hab�tual shrug of the shoulders, he was tak�ng up h�s brushes, when
he heard some words stammered am�dst a rustl�ng of bed-clothes.
Then, however, soft breath�ng was heard aga�n, and th�s t�me he
y�elded to the temptat�on, dropp�ng h�s brushes, and peep�ng from
beh�nd the screen. The s�ght that met h�s eyes rooted h�m to the
spot, so fasc�nated that he muttered, ‘Good grac�ous! good grac�ous!’

The g�rl, am�dst the hot-house heat that came from the w�ndow,
had thrown back her coverlet, and, overcome w�th the fat�gue of a
restless n�ght, lay steeped �n a flood of sunsh�ne, unconsc�ous of
everyth�ng. In her fever�sh slumbers a shoulder button had become
unfastened, and a sleeve sl�pp�ng down allowed her bosom to be
seen, w�th sk�n wh�ch looked almost g�lded and soft l�ke sat�n. Her
r�ght arm rested beneath her neck, her head was thrown back, and
her black unwound tresses enwrapped her l�ke a dusky cloak.

‘Good grac�ous! But she’s a beauty!’ muttered Claude once more.
There, �n every po�nt, was the f�gure he had va�nly sought for h�s

p�cture, and �t was almost �n the r�ght pose. She was rather spare,
perhaps, but then so l�the and fresh.

W�th a l�ght step, Claude ran to take h�s box of crayons, and a
large sheet of paper. Then, squatt�ng on a low cha�r, he placed a



portfol�o on h�s knees and began to sketch w�th an a�r of perfect
happ�ness. All else van�shed am�dst art�st�c surpr�se and enthus�asm.
No thought of sex came to h�m. It was all a mere quest�on of chaste
outl�nes, splend�d flesh t�nts, well-set muscles. Face to face w�th
nature, an uneasy m�strust of h�s powers made h�m feel small; so,
squar�ng h�s elbows, he became very attent�ve and respectful. Th�s
lasted for about a quarter of an hour, dur�ng wh�ch he paused every
now and then, bl�nk�ng at the f�gure before h�m. As he was afra�d,
however, that she m�ght change her pos�t�on, he speed�ly set to work
aga�n, hold�ng h�s breath, lest he should awaken her.

And yet, wh�le stead�ly apply�ng h�mself to h�s work, vague fanc�es
aga�n assa�led h�s m�nd. Who could she be? Assuredly no mere
hussy. But why had she told h�m such an unbel�evable tale?
Thereupon he began to �mag�ne other stor�es. Perhaps she had but
lately arr�ved �n Par�s w�th a lover, who had abandoned her; perhaps
she was some young woman of the m�ddle classes led �nto bad
company by a female fr�end, and not dar�ng to go home to her
relat�ves; or else there was some st�ll more �ntr�cate drama beneath �t
all; someth�ng horr�ble, �nexpl�cable, the truth of wh�ch he would
never fathom. All these hypotheses �ncreased h�s perplex�ty.
Meanwh�le, he went on sketch�ng her face, study�ng �t w�th care. The
whole of the upper part, the clear forehead, as smooth as a pol�shed
m�rror, the small nose, w�th �ts del�cately ch�selled and nervous
nostr�ls, denoted great k�ndl�ness and gentleness. One d�v�ned the
sweet sm�le of the eyes beneath the closed l�ds; a sm�le that would
l�ght up the whole of the features. Unfortunately, the lower part of the
face marred that express�on of sweetness; the jaw was prom�nent,
and the l�ps, rather too full, showed almost blood-l�ke over the strong
wh�te teeth. There was here, l�ke a flash of pass�on, someth�ng that
spoke of awaken�ng womanhood, st�ll unconsc�ous of �tself am�dst
those other tra�ts of ch�ldl�ke softness.

But suddenly a sh�ver r�ppled over the g�rl’s sat�ny sk�n. Perhaps
she had felt the we�ght of that gaze thus mentally d�ssect�ng her. She
opened her eyes very w�de and uttered a cry.

‘Ah! great heavens!’



Sudden terror paralysed her at the s�ght of that strange room, and
that young man crouch�ng �n h�s sh�rt-sleeves �n front of her and
devour�ng her w�th h�s eyes. Flush�ng hotly, she �mpuls�vely pulled up
the counterpane.

‘Well, what’s the matter?’ cr�ed Claude, angr�ly, h�s crayon
suspended �n m�d-a�r; ‘what wasp has stung you now?’

He, whose knowledge of womank�nd was largely l�m�ted to
profess�onal models, was at a loss to understand the g�rl’s act�on.

She ne�ther spoke nor st�rred, but rema�ned w�th the counterpane
t�ghtly wrapped round her throat, her body almost doubled up, and
scarcely show�ng an outl�ne beneath her cover�ngs.

‘I won’t eat you, w�ll I?’ urged Claude. ‘Come, just l�e as you were,
there’s a good g�rl.’

Aga�n she blushed to her very ears. At last she stammered, ‘Oh,
no, mons�eur, no—pray!’

But he began to lose h�s temper altogether. One of the angry f�ts to
wh�ch he was subject was com�ng upon h�m. He thought her
obst�nacy stup�d. And as �n response to h�s urgent requests she only
began to sob, he qu�te lost h�s head �n despa�r before h�s sketch,
th�nk�ng that he would never be able to f�n�sh �t, and would thus lose
a cap�tal study for h�s p�cture.

‘Well, you won’t, eh? But �t’s �d�ot�c. What do you take me for?
Have I annoyed you at all? You know I haven’t. Bes�des, l�sten, �t �s
very unk�nd of you to refuse me th�s serv�ce, because, after all, I
sheltered you—I gave up my bed to you.’

She only cont�nued to cry, w�th her head bur�ed �n the p�llow.
‘I assure you that I am very much �n want of th�s sketch, else I

wouldn’t worry you.’
He grew surpr�sed at the g�rl’s abundant tears, and ashamed at

hav�ng been so rough w�th her, so he held h�s tongue at last, feel�ng
embarrassed, and w�sh�ng too that she m�ght have t�me to recover a
b�t. Then he began aga�n, �n a very gentle tone:

‘Well, as �t annoys you, let’s say no more about �t. But �f you only
knew. I’ve got a f�gure �n my p�cture yonder wh�ch doesn’t make
head-way at all, and you were just �n the very note. As for me, when



�t’s a quest�on of pa�nt�ng, I’d k�ll father and mother, you know. Well,
you’ll excuse me, won’t you? And �f you’d l�ke me to be very n�ce,
you’d just g�ve me a few m�nutes more. No, no; keep qu�et as you
are; I only want the head—noth�ng but the head. If I could f�n�sh that,
�t would be all r�ght. Really now, be k�nd; put your arm as �t was
before, and I shall be very grateful to you—grateful all my l�fe long.’

It was he who was entreat�ng now, p�t�fully wav�ng h�s crayon am�d
the emot�on of h�s art�st�c crav�ng. Bes�des, he had not st�rred, but
rema�ned crouch�ng on h�s low cha�r, at a d�stance from the bed. At
last she r�sked the ordeal, and uncovered her tranqu�ll�sed face.
What else could she do? She was at h�s mercy, and he looked so
wretchedly unhappy.

Nevertheless, she st�ll hes�tated, she felt some last scruples. But
eventually, w�thout say�ng a word, she slowly brought her bare arm
from beneath the cover�ngs, and aga�n sl�pped �t under her head,
tak�ng care, however, to keep the counterpane t�ghtly round her
throat.

‘Ah! how k�nd you are! I’ll make haste, you w�ll be free �n a m�nute.’
He bent over h�s draw�ng, and only looked at her now and then

w�th the glance of a pa�nter who s�mply regards the woman before
h�m as a model. At f�rst she became p�nk aga�n; the consc�ousness
that she was show�ng her bare arm—wh�ch she would have shown
�n a ball-room w�thout th�nk�ng at all about �t—f�lled her w�th
confus�on. Nevertheless, the young man seemed so reasonable that
she became reassured. The blush left her cheeks, and her l�ps
parted �n a vague conf�d�ng sm�le. And from between her half-
opened eyel�ds she began to study h�m. How he had fr�ghtened her
the prev�ous n�ght w�th h�s th�ck brown beard, h�s large head, and h�s
�mpuls�ve gestures. And yet he was not ugly; she even detected
great tenderness �n the depths of h�s brown eyes, wh�le h�s nose
altogether surpr�sed her. It was a f�nely-cut woman’s nose, almost
lost am�dst the br�stl�ng ha�r on h�s l�ps. He shook sl�ghtly w�th a
nervous anx�ety wh�ch made h�s crayon seem a l�v�ng th�ng �n h�s
slender hand, and wh�ch touched her though she knew not why. She
felt sure he was not bad-natured, h�s rough, surly ways arose from
bashfulness. She d�d not dec�pher all th�s very clearly, but she



d�v�ned �t, and began to put herself at her ease, as �f she were w�th a
fr�end.

Nevertheless, the stud�o cont�nued to fr�ghten her a l�ttle. She cast
s�delong glances around �t, aston�shed at so much d�sorder and
carelessness. Before the stove the c�nders of the prev�ous w�nter st�ll
lay �n a heap. Bes�des the bed, the small washstand, and the couch,
there was no other furn�ture than an old d�lap�dated oaken wardrobe
and a large deal table, l�ttered w�th brushes, colours, d�rty plates, and
a sp�r�t lamp, atop of wh�ch was a saucepan, w�th shreds of verm�cell�
st�ck�ng to �ts s�des. Some rush-bottomed cha�rs, the�r seats the
worse for wear, were scattered about bes�de spav�ned easels. Near
the couch the candlest�ck used on the prev�ous n�ght stood on the
floor, wh�ch looked as �f �t had not been swept for fully a month.
There was only the cuckoo clock, a huge one, w�th a d�al �llum�nated
w�th cr�mson flowers, that looked clean and br�ght, t�ck�ng sonorously
all the wh�le. But what espec�ally fr�ghtened her were some sketches
�n o�ls that hung frameless from the walls, a serr�ed array of sketches
reach�ng to the floor, where they m�ngled w�th heaps of canvases
thrown about anyhow. She had never seen such terr�ble pa�nt�ng, so
coarse, so glar�ng, show�ng a v�olence of colour, that jarred upon her
nerves l�ke a carter’s oath heard on the doorstep of an �nn. She cast
her eyes down for a moment, and then became attracted by a
p�cture, the back of wh�ch was turned to her. It was the large canvas
at wh�ch the pa�nter was work�ng, and wh�ch he pushed aga�nst the
wall every n�ght, the better to judge �t on the morrow �n the surpr�se
of the f�rst glance. What could �t be, that one, she wondered, s�nce
he dared not even show �t? And, meant�me, through the vast room, a
sheet of burn�ng sunl�ght, fall�ng stra�ght from the w�ndow panes,
unchecked by any bl�nd, spread w�th the flow of molten gold over all
the broken-down furn�ture, whose dev�l-may-care shabb�ness �t threw
�nto bold rel�ef.

Claude began to feel the s�lence oppress�ve; he wanted to say
someth�ng, no matter what, f�rst, �n order to be pol�te, and more
espec�ally to d�vert her attent�on from her pose. But cudgel h�s bra�n
as he would, he could only th�nk of ask�ng: ‘Pray, what �s your
name?’



She opened her eyes, wh�ch she had closed, as �f she were
feel�ng sleepy.

‘Chr�st�ne,’ she sa�d.
At wh�ch he seemed surpr�sed. Ne�ther had he told her h�s name.

S�nce the n�ght before they had been together, s�de by s�de, w�thout
know�ng one another.

‘My name �s Claude.’
And, hav�ng looked at her just at that moment, he saw her burst

�nto a pretty laugh. It was the sudden, merry peal of a b�g g�rl, st�ll
scarcely more than a hoyden. She cons�dered th�s tardy exchange of
names rather droll. Then someth�ng else amused her.

‘How funny—Claude, Chr�st�ne—they beg�n w�th the same letter.’
They both became s�lent once more. He was bl�nk�ng at h�s work,

grow�ng absorbed �n �t, and at a loss how to cont�nue the
conversat�on. He fanc�ed that she was beg�nn�ng to feel t�red and
uncomfortable, and �n h�s fear lest she should st�r, he remarked at
random, merely to occupy her thoughts, ‘It feels rather warm.’

Th�s t�me she checked her laughter, her natural ga�ety that rev�ved
and burst forth �n sp�te of herself ever s�nce she had felt eas�er �n
m�nd. Truth to tell, the heat was �ndeed so oppress�ve that �t seemed
to her as �f she were �n a bath, w�th sk�n mo�st and pale w�th the
m�lky pallor of a camell�a.

‘Yes, �t feels rather warm,’ she sa�d, ser�ously, though m�rth was
danc�ng �n her eyes.

Thereupon Claude cont�nued, w�th a good-natured a�r:
‘It’s the sun fall�ng stra�ght �n; but, after all, a flood of sunsh�ne on

one’s sk�n does one good. We could have done w�th some of �t last
n�ght at the door, couldn’t we?’

At th�s both burst out laugh�ng, and he, del�ghted at hav�ng h�t
upon a subject of conversat�on, quest�oned her about her adventure,
w�thout, however, feel�ng �nqu�s�t�ve, for he cared l�ttle about
d�scover�ng the real truth, and was only �ntent upon prolong�ng the
s�tt�ng.



Chr�st�ne s�mply, and �n a few words, related what had befallen
her. Early on the prev�ous morn�ng she had left Clermont for Par�s,
where she was to take up a s�tuat�on as reader and compan�on to
the w�dow of a general, Madame Vanzade, a r�ch old lady, who l�ved
at Passy. The tra�n was t�med to reach Par�s at ten m�nutes past n�ne
�n the even�ng, and a ma�d was to meet her at the stat�on. They had
even settled by letter upon a means of recogn�t�on. She was to wear
a black hat w�th a grey feather �n �t. But, a l�ttle above Nevers, her
tra�n had come upon a goods tra�n wh�ch had run off the ra�ls, �ts
l�tter of smashed trucks st�ll obstruct�ng the l�ne. There was qu�te a
ser�es of m�shaps and delays. F�rst an �nterm�nable wa�t �n the
carr�ages, wh�ch the passengers had to qu�t at last, luggage and all,
�n order to trudge to the next stat�on, three k�lometres d�stant, where
the author�t�es had dec�ded to make up another tra�n. By th�s t�me
they had lost two hours, and then another two were lost �n the
general confus�on wh�ch the acc�dent had caused from one end of
the l�ne to the other, �n such w�se that they reached the Par�s
term�nus four hours beh�nd t�me, that �s, at one o’clock �n the
morn�ng.

‘Bad luck, �ndeed,’ �nterrupted Claude, who was st�ll scept�cal,
though half d�sarmed, �n h�s surpr�se at the neat way �n wh�ch the g�rl
arranged the deta�ls of her story.

‘And, of course, there was no one at the stat�on to meet you?’ he
added.

Chr�st�ne had, �ndeed, m�ssed Madame Vanzade’s ma�d, who, no
doubt, had grown t�red of wa�t�ng. She told Claude of her utter
helplessness at the Lyons term�nus—that large, strange, dark
stat�on, deserted at that late hour of n�ght. She had not dared to take
a cab at f�rst, but had kept on walk�ng up and down, carry�ng her
small bag, and st�ll hop�ng that somebody would come for her. When
at last she made up her m�nd there only rema�ned one dr�ver, very
d�rty and smell�ng of dr�nk, who prowled round her, offer�ng h�s cab �n
a know�ng, �mpudent way.

‘Yes, I know, a dawdler,’ sa�d Claude, gett�ng as �nterested as �f he
were l�sten�ng to a fa�ry tale. ‘So you got �nto h�s cab?’



Look�ng up at the ce�l�ng, Chr�st�ne cont�nued, w�thout sh�ft�ng her
pos�t�on: ‘He made me; he called me h�s l�ttle dear, and fr�ghtened
me. When he found out that I was go�ng to Passy, he became very
angry, and wh�pped h�s horse so hard that I was obl�ged to hold on
by the doors. After that I felt more easy, because the cab trundled
along all r�ght through the l�ghted streets, and I saw people about. At
last I recogn�sed the Se�ne, for though I was never �n Par�s before, I
had often looked at a map. Naturally I thought he would keep along
the quay, so I became very fr�ghtened aga�n on not�c�ng that we
crossed a br�dge. Just then �t began to ra�n, and the cab, wh�ch had
got �nto a very dark turn�ng, suddenly stopped. The dr�ver got down
from h�s seat, and declared �t was ra�n�ng too hard for h�m to rema�n
on the box—’

Claude burst out laugh�ng. He no longer doubted. She could not
have �nvented that dr�ver. And as she suddenly stopped, somewhat
confused, he sa�d, ‘All r�ght, the cabman was hav�ng a joke.’

‘I jumped out at once by the other door,’ resumed Chr�st�ne. ‘Then
he began to swear at me, say�ng that we had arr�ved at Passy, and
that he would tear my hat from my head �f I d�d not pay h�m. It was
ra�n�ng �n torrents, and the quay was absolutely deserted. I was
los�ng my head, and when I had pulled out a f�ve-franc p�ece, he
wh�pped up h�s horse and drove off, tak�ng my l�ttle bag, wh�ch luck�ly
only conta�ned two pocket-handkerch�efs, a b�t of cake, and the key
of my trunk, wh�ch I had been obl�ged to leave beh�nd �n the tra�n.’

‘But you ought to have taken h�s number,’ excla�med the art�st
�nd�gnantly. In fact he now remembered hav�ng been brushed
aga�nst by a pass�ng cab, wh�ch had rattled by fur�ously wh�le he was
cross�ng the Pont Lou�s Ph�l�ppe, am�d the downpour of the storm.
And he reflected how �mprobable truth often was. The story he had
conjured up as be�ng the most s�mple and log�cal was utterly stup�d
bes�de the natural cha�n of l�fe’s many comb�nat�ons.

‘You may �mag�ne how I felt under the doorway,’ concluded
Chr�st�ne. ‘I knew well enough that I was not at Passy, and that I
should have to spend the n�ght there, �n th�s terr�ble Par�s. And there
was the thunder and the l�ghtn�ng—those horr�ble blue and red
flashes, wh�ch showed me th�ngs that made me tremble.’



She closed her eyel�ds once more, she sh�vered, and the colour
left her cheeks as, �n her fancy, she aga�n beheld the trag�c c�ty—that
l�ne of quays stretch�ng away �n a furnace-l�ke blaze, the deep moat
of the r�ver, w�th �ts leaden waters obstructed by huge black masses,
l�ghters look�ng l�ke l�feless whales, and br�stl�ng w�th mot�onless
cranes wh�ch stretched forth gallows-l�ke arms. Was that a welcome
to Par�s?

Aga�n d�d s�lence fall. Claude had resumed h�s draw�ng. But she
became restless, her arm was gett�ng st�ff.

‘Just put your elbow a l�ttle lower, please,’ sa�d Claude. Then, w�th
an a�r of concern, as �f to excuse h�s curtness: ‘Your parents w�ll be
very uneasy, �f they have heard of the acc�dent.’

‘I have no parents.’
‘What! ne�ther father nor mother? You are all alone �n the world?’
‘Yes; all alone.’
She was e�ghteen years old, and had been born �n Strasburg,

qu�te by chance, though, between two changes of garr�son, for her
father was a sold�er, Capta�n Hallegra�n. Just as she entered upon
her twelfth year, the capta�n, a Gascon, ha�l�ng from Montauban, had
d�ed at Clermont, where he had settled when paralys�s of the legs
had obl�ged h�m to ret�re from act�ve serv�ce. For nearly f�ve years
afterwards, her mother, a Par�s�an by b�rth, had rema�ned �n that dull
prov�nc�al town, manag�ng as well as she could w�th her scanty
pens�on, but ek�ng �t out by fan-pa�nt�ng, �n order that she m�ght br�ng
up her daughter as a lady. She had, however, now been dead for
f�fteen months, and had left her ch�ld penn�less and unprotected,
w�thout a fr�end, save the Super�or of the S�sters of the V�s�tat�on,
who had kept her w�th them. Chr�st�ne had come stra�ght to Par�s
from the convent, the Super�or hav�ng succeeded �n procur�ng her a
s�tuat�on as reader and compan�on to her old fr�end, Madame
Vanzade, who was almost bl�nd.

At these add�t�onal part�culars, Claude sat absolutely speechless.
That convent, that well-bred orphan, that adventure, all tak�ng so
romant�c a turn, made h�m relapse �nto embarrassment aga�n, �nto all
h�s former awkwardness of gesture and speech. He had left off
draw�ng, and sat look�ng, w�th downcast eyes, at h�s sketch.



‘Is Clermont pretty?’ he asked, at last.
‘Not very; �t’s a gloomy town. Bes�des, I don’t know; I scarcely ever

went out.’
She was rest�ng on her elbow, and cont�nued, as �f talk�ng to

herself �n a very low vo�ce, st�ll tremulous from the thought of her
bereavement.

‘Mamma, who wasn’t strong, k�lled herself w�th work. She spo�lt
me; noth�ng was too good for me. I had all sorts of masters, but I d�d
not get on very well; f�rst, because I fell �ll, then because I pa�d no
attent�on. I was always laugh�ng and sk�pp�ng about l�ke a
featherbra�n. I d�dn’t care for mus�c, p�ano play�ng gave me a cramp
�n my arms. The only th�ng I cared about at all was pa�nt�ng.’

He ra�sed h�s head and �nterrupted her. ‘You can pa�nt?’
‘Oh, no; I know noth�ng, noth�ng at all. Mamma, who was very

talented, made me do a l�ttle water-colour, and I somet�mes helped
her w�th the backgrounds of her fans. She pa�nted some lovely
ones.’

In sp�te of herself, she then glanced at the startl�ng sketches w�th
wh�ch the walls seemed ablaze, and her l�mp�d eyes assumed an
uneasy express�on at the s�ght of that rough, brutal style of pa�nt�ng.
From where she lay she obta�ned a topsy-turvy v�ew of the study of
herself wh�ch the pa�nter had begun, and her consternat�on at the
v�olent tones she not�ced, the rough crayon strokes, w�th wh�ch the
shadows were dashed off, prevented her from ask�ng to look at �t
more closely. Bes�des, she was grow�ng very uncomfortable �n that
bed, where she lay bro�l�ng; she f�dgetted w�th the �dea of go�ng off
and putt�ng an end to all these th�ngs wh�ch, ever s�nce the n�ght
before, had seemed to her so much of a dream.

Claude, no doubt, became aware of her d�scomfort. A sudden
feel�ng of shame brought w�th �t one of compunct�on.

He put h�s unf�n�shed sketch as�de, and hast�ly excla�med: ‘Much
obl�ged for your k�ndness, mademo�selle. Forg�ve me, I have really
abused �t. Yes, �ndeed, pray get up; �t’s t�me for you to look for your
fr�ends.’



And w�thout appear�ng to understand why she d�d not follow h�s
adv�ce, but h�d more and more of her bare arm �n proport�on as he
drew nearer, he st�ll �ns�sted upon adv�s�ng her to r�se. All at once, as
the real state of th�ngs struck h�m, he swung h�s arms about l�ke a
madman, set the screen �n pos�t�on, and went to the far end of the
stud�o, where he began no�s�ly sett�ng h�s crockery �n order, so that
she m�ght jump out and dress herself, w�thout fear of be�ng
overheard.

Am�dst the d�n he had thus ra�sed, he fa�led to hear her hes�tat�ng
vo�ce, ‘Mons�eur, mons�eur—’

At last he caught her words.
‘Mons�eur, would you be so k�nd—I can’t f�nd my stock�ngs.’
Claude hurr�ed forward. What had he been th�nk�ng of? What was

she to do beh�nd that screen, w�thout her stock�ngs and pett�coats,
wh�ch he had spread out �n the sunl�ght? The stock�ngs were dry, he
assured h�mself of that by gently rubb�ng them together, and he
handed them to her over the part�t�on; aga�n not�c�ng her arm, bare,
plump and rosy l�ke that of a ch�ld. Then he tossed the sk�rts on to
the foot of the bed and pushed her boots forward, leav�ng noth�ng
but her bonnet suspended from the easel. She had thanked h�m and
that was all; he scarcely d�st�ngu�shed the rustl�ng of her clothes and
the d�screet splash�ng of water. St�ll he cont�nued to concern h�mself
about her.

‘You w�ll f�nd the soap �n a saucer on the table. Open the drawer
and take a clean towel. Do you want more water? I’ll g�ve you the
p�tcher.’

Suddenly the �dea that he was blunder�ng aga�n exasperated h�m.
‘There, there, I am only worry�ng you. I w�ll leave you to your own

dev�ces. Do as �f you were at home.’
And he cont�nued to potter about among the crockery. He was

debat�ng w�th h�mself whether he should ask her to stay to breakfast.
He ought not to let her go l�ke that. On the other hand, �f she d�d stay,
he would never get done; �t would mean a loss of h�s whole morn�ng.
W�thout dec�d�ng anyth�ng, as soon as he had l�ghted h�s sp�r�t lamp,
he washed h�s saucepan and began to make some chocolate. He



thought �t more d�st�ngué, feel�ng rather ashamed of h�s verm�cell�,
wh�ch he m�xed w�th bread and soused w�th o�l as people do �n the
South of France. However, he was st�ll break�ng the chocolate �nto
b�ts, when he uttered a cry of surpr�se, ‘What, already?’

It was Chr�st�ne, who had pushed back the screen, and who
appeared look�ng neat and correct �n her black dress, duly laced and
buttoned up, equ�pped, as �t were, �n a tw�nkle. Her rosy face d�d not
even show traces of the water, her th�ck ha�r was tw�sted �n a knot at
the back of her head, not a s�ngle lock out of place. And Claude
rema�ned open-mouthed before that m�racle of qu�ckness, that proof
of fem�n�ne sk�ll �n dress�ng well and promptly.

‘The deuce, �f you go about everyth�ng �n that way!’ sa�d he.
He found her taller and handsomer than he had fanc�ed. But what

struck h�m most was her look of qu�et dec�s�on. She was ev�dently no
longer afra�d of h�m. It seemed as though she had re-donned her
armour and become an amazon aga�n. She sm�led and looked h�m
stra�ght �n the face. Whereupon he sa�d what he was st�ll reluctant to
say:

‘You’ll breakfast w�th me, won’t you?’
But she refused the offer. ‘No, thank you. I am go�ng to the stat�on,

where my trunk must have arr�ved by now, and then I shall dr�ve to
Passy.’

It was �n va�n that he told her that she must be hungry, that �t was
unreasonable for her to go out w�thout eat�ng someth�ng.

‘Well, �f you won’t, I’ll go down and fetch you a cab,’ he ended by
excla�m�ng.

‘Pray don’t take such trouble.’
‘But you can’t go such a d�stance on foot. Let me at least take you

to the cabstand, as you don’t know Par�s.’
‘No, really I do not need you. If you w�sh to obl�ge me, let me go

away by myself.’
She had ev�dently made up her m�nd. She no doubt shrank from

the �dea of be�ng seen w�th a man, even by strangers. She meant to
rema�n s�lent about that strange n�ght, she meant to tell some
falsehood, and keep the recollect�on of her adventure ent�rely to



herself. He made a fur�ous gesture, wh�ch was tantamount to
send�ng her to the dev�l. Good r�ddance; �t su�ted h�m better not to
have to go down. But, all the same, he felt hurt at heart, and
cons�dered that she was ungrateful.

‘As you please, then. I sha’n’t resort to force,’ he sa�d.
At these words, Chr�st�ne’s vague sm�le became more

accentuated. She d�d not reply, but took her bonnet and looked
round �n search of a glass. Fa�l�ng to f�nd one, she t�ed the str�ngs as
best she could. W�th her arms upl�fted, she le�surely arranged and
smoothed the r�bbons, her face turned towards the golden rays of
the sun. Somewhat surpr�sed, Claude looked �n va�n for the tra�ts of
ch�ld�sh softness that he had just portrayed; the upper part of her
face, her clear forehead, her gentle eyes had become less
consp�cuous; and now the lower part stood out, w�th �ts somewhat
sensual jaw, ruddy mouth, and superb teeth. And st�ll she sm�led w�th
that en�gmat�cal, g�rl�sh sm�le, wh�ch was, perhaps, an �ron�cal one.

‘At any rate,’ he sa�d, �n a vexed tone, ‘I do not th�nk you have
anyth�ng to reproach me w�th.’

At wh�ch she could not help laugh�ng, w�th a sl�ght, nervous laugh.
‘No, no, mons�eur, not �n the least.’
He cont�nued star�ng at her, f�ght�ng the battle of �nexper�ence and

bashfulness over aga�n, and fear�ng that he had been r�d�culous.
Now that she no longer trembled before h�m, had she become
contemptuously surpr�sed at hav�ng trembled at all? What! he had
not made the sl�ghtest attempt at courtsh�p, not even pressed a k�ss
on her f�nger-t�ps. The young fellow’s bear�sh �nd�fference, of wh�ch
she had assuredly been consc�ous, must have hurt her budd�ng
womanly feel�ngs.

‘You were say�ng,’ she resumed, becom�ng sedate once more,
‘that the cabstand �s at the end of the br�dge on the oppos�te quay?’

‘Yes; at the spot where there �s a clump of trees.’
She had f�n�shed ty�ng her bonnet str�ngs, and stood ready gloved,

w�th her hands hang�ng by her s�de, and yet she d�d not go, but
stared stra�ght �n front of her. As her eyes met the b�g canvas turned
to the wall she felt a w�sh to see �t, but d�d not dare to ask. Noth�ng



deta�ned her; st�ll she seemed to be look�ng around as �f she had
forgotten someth�ng there, someth�ng wh�ch she could not name. At
last she stepped towards the door.

Claude was already open�ng �t, and a small loaf placed erect
aga�nst the post tumbled �nto the stud�o.

‘You see,’ he sa�d, ‘you ought to have stopped to breakfast w�th
me. My doorkeeper br�ngs the bread up every morn�ng.’

She aga�n refused w�th a shake of the head. When she was on the
land�ng she turned round, and for a moment rema�ned qu�te st�ll. Her
gay sm�le had come back; she was the f�rst to hold out her hand.

‘Thank you, thank you very much.’
He had taken her small gloved hand w�th�n h�s large one, all

pastel-sta�ned as �t was. Both hands rema�ned l�ke that for a few
moments, closely and cord�ally pressed. The young g�rl was st�ll
sm�l�ng at h�m, and he had a quest�on on the t�p of h�s tongue: ‘When
shall I see you aga�n?’ But he felt ashamed to ask �t, and after
wa�t�ng a wh�le she w�thdrew her hand.

‘Good-bye, mons�eur.’
‘Good-bye, mademo�selle.’
Chr�st�ne, w�thout another glance, was already descend�ng the

steep ladder-l�ke sta�rway whose steps creaked, when Claude turned
abruptly �nto h�s stud�o, clos�ng the door w�th a bang, and shout�ng to
h�mself: ‘Ah, those confounded women!’

He was fur�ous—fur�ous w�th h�mself, fur�ous w�th everyone.
K�ck�ng about the furn�ture, he cont�nued to ease h�s feel�ngs �n a
loud vo�ce. Was not he r�ght �n never allow�ng them to cross h�s
threshold? They only turned a fellow’s head. What proof had he after
all that yonder ch�t w�th the �nnocent look, who had just gone, had
not fooled h�m most abom�nably? And he had been s�lly enough to
bel�eve �n her cock-and-bull stor�es! All h�s susp�c�ons rev�ved. No
one would ever make h�m swallow that fa�ry tale of the general’s
w�dow, the ra�lway acc�dent, and espec�ally the cabman. D�d such
th�ngs ever happen �n real l�fe? Bes�des, that mouth of hers told a
strange tale, and her looks had been very s�ngular just as she was
go�ng. Ah! �f he could only have understood why she had told h�m all



those l�es; but no, they were prof�tless, �nexpl�cable. It was art for
art’s sake. How she must be laugh�ng at h�m by th�s t�me.

He roughly folded up the screen and sent �t fly�ng �nto a corner.
She had no doubt left all �n d�sorder. And when he found that
everyth�ng was �n �ts proper place—bas�n, towel, and soap—he flew
�nto a rage because she had not made the bed. W�th a great deal of
fuss he began to make �t h�mself, l�ft�ng the mattress �n h�s arms,
bang�ng the p�llow about w�th h�s f�sts, and feel�ng oppressed by the
pure scent of youth that rose from everyth�ng. Then he had a good
wash to cool h�mself, and �n the damp towel he found the same
v�rg�n fragrance, wh�ch seemed to spread through the stud�o.
Swear�ng the wh�le, he drank h�s chocolate from the saucepan, so
exc�ted, so eager to set to work, as to swallow large mouthfuls of
bread w�thout tak�ng breath.

‘Why, �t’s enough to k�ll one here,’ he suddenly excla�med. ‘It must
be th�s confounded heat that’s mak�ng me �ll.’

After all, the sun had sh�fted, and �t was far less hot. But he
opened a small w�ndow on a level w�th the roof, and �nhaled, w�th an
a�r of profound rel�ef, the wh�ff of warm a�r that entered. Then he took
up h�s sketch of Chr�st�ne’s head and for a long wh�le he l�ngered
look�ng at �t.



II

IT had struck twelve, and Claude was work�ng at h�s p�cture when
there was a loud, fam�l�ar knock at the door. W�th an �nst�nct�ve yet
�nvoluntary �mpulse, the art�st sl�pped the sketch of Chr�st�ne’s head,
by the a�d of wh�ch he was remodell�ng the pr�nc�pal f�gure of h�s
p�cture, �nto a portfol�o. After wh�ch he dec�ded to open the door.

‘You, P�erre!’ he excla�med, ‘already!’
P�erre Sandoz, a fr�end of h�s boyhood, was about twenty-two,

very dark, w�th a round and determ�ned head, a square nose, and
gentle eyes, set �n energet�c features, g�rt round w�th a sprout�ng
beard.

‘I breakfasted earl�er than usual,’ he answered, ‘�n order to g�ve
you a long s�tt�ng. The dev�l! you are gett�ng on w�th �t.’

He had stat�oned h�mself �n front of the p�cture, and he added
almost �mmed�ately: ‘Hallo! you have altered the character of your
woman’s features!’

Then came a long pause; they both kept star�ng at the canvas. It
measured about s�xteen feet by ten, and was ent�rely pa�nted over,
though l�ttle of the work had gone beyond the rough�ng-out. Th�s
rough�ng-out, hast�ly dashed off, was superb �n �ts v�olence and
ardent v�tal�ty of colour. A flood of sunl�ght streamed �nto a forest
clear�ng, w�th th�ck walls of verdure; to the left, stretched a dark
glade w�th a small lum�nous speck �n the far d�stance. On the grass,
am�dst all the summer vegetat�on, lay a nude woman w�th one arm
support�ng her head, and though her eyes were closed she sm�led
am�dst the golden shower that fell around her. In the background,
two other women, one fa�r, and the other dark, wrestled playfully,
sett�ng l�ght flesh t�nts am�dst all the green leaves. And, as the



pa�nter had wanted someth�ng dark by way of contrast �n the
foreground, he had contented h�mself w�th seat�ng there a
gentleman, dressed �n a black velveteen jacket. Th�s gentleman had
h�s back turned and the only part of h�s flesh that one saw was h�s
left hand, w�th wh�ch he was support�ng h�mself on the grass.

‘The woman prom�ses well,’ sa�d Sandoz, at last; ‘but, dash �t,
there w�ll be a lot of work �n all th�s.’

Claude, w�th h�s eyes blaz�ng �n front of h�s p�cture, made a
gesture of conf�dence. ‘I’ve lots of t�me from now t�ll the Salon. One
can get through a deal of work �n s�x months. And perhaps th�s t�me
I’ll be able to prove that I am not a brute.’

Thereupon he set up a wh�stle, �nwardly pleased at the sketch he
had made of Chr�st�ne’s head, and buoyed up by one of those
flashes of hope whence he so often dropped �nto tortur�ng angu�sh,
l�ke an art�st whom pass�on for nature consumed.

‘Come, no more �dl�ng,’ he shouted. ‘As you’re here, let us set to.’
Sandoz, out of pure fr�endsh�p, and to save Claude the cost of a

model, had offered to pose for the gentleman �n the foreground. In
four or f�ve Sundays, the only day of the week on wh�ch he was free,
the f�gure would be f�n�shed. He was already donn�ng the velveteen
jacket, when a sudden reflect�on made h�m stop.

‘But, I say, you haven’t really lunched, s�nce you were work�ng
when I came �n. Just go down and have a cutlet wh�le I wa�t here.’

The �dea of los�ng t�me revolted Claude. ‘I tell you I have
breakfasted. Look at the saucepan. Bes�des, you can see there’s a
crust of bread left. I’ll eat �t. Come, to work, to work, lazy-bones.’

And he snatched up h�s palette and caught h�s brushes, say�ng, as
he d�d so, ‘Dubuche �s com�ng to fetch us th�s even�ng, �sn’t he?’

‘Yes, about f�ve o’clock.’
‘Well, that’s all r�ght then. We’ll go down to d�nner d�rectly he

comes. Are you ready? The hand more to the left, and your head a
l�ttle more forward.’

Hav�ng arranged some cush�ons, Sandoz settled h�mself on the
couch �n the requ�red att�tude. H�s back was turned, but all the same
the conversat�on cont�nued for another moment, for he had that very



morn�ng rece�ved a letter from Plassans, the l�ttle Provençal town
where he and the art�st had known each other when they were
wear�ng out the�r f�rst pa�rs of trousers on the e�ghth form of the local
college. However, they left off talk�ng. The one was work�ng w�th h�s
m�nd far away from the world, wh�le the other grew st�ff and cramped
w�th the sleepy wear�ness of protracted �mmob�l�ty.

It was only when Claude was n�ne years old that a lucky chance
had enabled h�m to leave Par�s and return to the l�ttle place �n
Provence, where he had been born. H�s mother, a hardwork�ng
laundress,* whom h�s ne’er-do-well father had scandalously
deserted, had afterwards marr�ed an honest art�san who was madly
�n love w�th her. But �n sp�te of the�r endeavours, they fa�led to make
both ends meet. Hence they gladly accepted the offer of an elderly
and well-to-do townsman to send the lad to school and keep h�m
w�th h�m. It was the generous freak of an eccentr�c amateur of
pa�nt�ng, who had been struck by the l�ttle f�gures that the urch�n had
often daubed. And thus for seven years Claude had rema�ned �n the
South, at f�rst board�ng at the college, and afterwards l�v�ng w�th h�s
protector. The latter, however, was found dead �n h�s bed one
morn�ng. He left the lad a thousand francs a year, w�th the faculty of
d�spos�ng of the pr�nc�pal when he reached the age of twenty-f�ve.
Claude, already se�zed w�th a pass�on for pa�nt�ng, �mmed�ately left
school w�thout even attempt�ng to secure a bachelor’s degree, and
rushed to Par�s wh�ther h�s fr�end Sandoz had preceded h�m.

* Gerva�se of ‘The Dram Shop’(L’Assommo�r).—ED.

At the College of Plassans, wh�le st�ll �n the lowest form, Claude
Lant�er, P�erre Sandoz, and another lad named Lou�s Dubuche, had
been three �nseparables. Sprung from three d�fferent classes of
soc�ety, by no means s�m�lar �n character, but s�mply born �n the
same year at a few months’ �nterval, they had become fr�ends at
once and for aye, �mpelled thereto by certa�n secret aff�n�t�es, the st�ll
vague prompt�ngs of a common amb�t�on, the dawn�ng
consc�ousness of possess�ng greater �ntell�gence than the set of
dunces who maltreated them. Sandoz’s father, a Span�ard, who had
taken refuge �n France �n consequence of some pol�t�cal
d�sturbances �n wh�ch he had been m�xed up, had started, near



Plassans, a paper m�ll w�th new mach�nery of h�s own �nvent�on.
When he had d�ed, heart-broken by the petty local jealousy that had
sought to hamper h�m �n every way, h�s w�dow had found herself �n
so �nvolved a pos�t�on, and burdened w�th so many tangled law su�ts,
that the whole of her rema�n�ng means were swallowed up. She was
a nat�ve of Burgundy. Y�eld�ng to her hatred of the Provençals, and
lay�ng at the�r door even the slow paralys�s from wh�ch she was
suffer�ng, she removed to Par�s w�th her son, who then supported
her out of a meagre clerk’s salary, he h�mself haunted by the v�s�on
of l�terary glory. As for Dubuche, he was the son of a baker of
Plassans. Pushed by h�s mother, a covetous and amb�t�ous woman,
he had jo�ned h�s fr�ends �n Par�s later on. He was attend�ng the
courses at the School of Arts as a pup�l arch�tect, l�v�ng as best he
m�ght upon the last f�ve-franc p�eces that h�s parents staked on h�s
chances, w�th the obst�nacy of usurers d�scount�ng the future at the
rate of a hundred per cent.

‘Dash �t!’ at last excla�med Sandoz, break�ng the �ntense s�lence
that hung upon the room. ‘Th�s pos�t�on �sn’t at all easy; my wr�st
feels broken. Can I move for a moment?’

Claude let h�m stretch h�mself w�thout answer�ng. He was now
work�ng at the velveteen jacket, lay�ng on the colour w�th th�ck
strokes, However, stepp�ng backward and bl�nk�ng, he suddenly
burst �nto loud laughter at some rem�n�scence.

‘I say, do you recollect, when we were �n the s�xth form, how, one
day, Pou�llaud l�ghted the candles �n that �d�ot Lalub�e’s cupboard?
And how fr�ghtened Lalub�e was when, before go�ng to h�s desk, he
opened the cupboard to take h�s books, and found �t transformed �nto
a mortuary chapel? F�ve hundred l�nes to every one �n the form.’

Sandoz, unable to w�thstand the contag�on of the other’s ga�ety,
flung h�mself back on the couch. As he resumed h�s pose, he
remarked, ‘Ah, that brute of a Pou�llaud. You know that �n h�s letter
th�s morn�ng he tells me of Lalub�e’s forthcom�ng marr�age. The old
hack �s marry�ng a pretty g�rl. But you know her, she’s the daughter
of Gall�ssard, the haberdasher—the l�ttle fa�r-ha�red g�rl whom we
used to serenade!’



Once on the subject of the�r recollect�ons there was no stopp�ng
them, though Claude went on pa�nt�ng w�th grow�ng fever�shness,
wh�le P�erre, st�ll turned towards the wall, spoke over h�s shoulders,
shak�ng every now and then w�th exc�tement.

F�rst of all came recollect�ons of the college, the old, dank convent,
that extended as far as the town ramparts; the two courtyards w�th
the�r huge plane trees; the sl�my sedge-covered pond, where they
had learned to sw�m, and the class-rooms w�th dr�pp�ng plaster walls
on the ground floor; then the refectory, w�th �ts atmosphere
constantly po�soned by the fumes of d�sh-water; the dorm�tory of the
l�ttle ones, famous for �ts horrors, the l�nen room, and the �nf�rmary,
full of gentle s�sters, nuns �n black gowns who looked so sweet
beneath the�r wh�te co�fs. What a to-do there had been when S�ster
Angela, she whose Madonna-l�ke face had turned the heads of all
the b�g fellows, d�sappeared one morn�ng w�th Hermel�ne, a stalwart
f�rst-form lad, who, from sheer love, purposely cut h�s hands w�th h�s
penkn�fe so as to get an opportun�ty of see�ng and speak�ng to her
wh�le she dressed h�s self-�nfl�cted �njur�es w�th gold-beater’s sk�n.

Then they passed the whole college staff �n rev�ew; a p�t�ful,
grotesque, and terr�ble process�on �t was, w�th such heads as are
seen on meerschaum p�pes, and prof�les �nst�nct w�th hatred and
suffer�ng. There was the head master, who ru�ned h�mself �n g�v�ng
part�es, �n order to marry h�s daughters—two tall, elegant g�rls, the
butt of constant and abom�nable �nsults, wr�tten and sketched on
every wall; there was the comptroller P�fard, whose wonderful nose
betrayed h�s presence beh�nd every door, when he went
eavesdropp�ng; and there were all the teachers, each befouled w�th
some �nsult�ng n�ckname: the severe ‘Rhadamantus,’ who had never
been seen to sm�le; ‘F�lth,’ who by the constant rubb�ng of h�s head
had left h�s mark on the wall beh�nd every profess�onal seat he
occup�ed; ‘Thou-hast-dece�ved-me-Adèle,’ the professor of phys�cs,
at whom ten generat�ons of schoolboys had taunt�ngly flung the
name of h�s unfa�thful w�fe. There were others st�ll: Spont�n�, the
feroc�ous usher, w�th h�s Cors�can kn�fe, rusty w�th the blood of three
cous�ns; l�ttle Chanteca�lle, who was so good-natured that he allowed
the pup�ls to smoke when out walk�ng; and also a scull�on and a
scullery ma�d, two ugly creatures who had been n�cknamed



Paraboulomenos and Paralleluca, and who were accused of k�ss�ng
one another over the vegetable par�ngs.

Then came com�cal rem�n�scences; the sudden recollect�on of
pract�cal jokes, at wh�ch they shook w�th laughter after all those
years. Oh! the morn�ng when they had burned the shoes of M�m�-la-
Mort, al�as the Skeleton Day Boarder, a lank lad, who smuggled
snuff �nto the school for the whole of the form. And then that w�nter
even�ng when they had bagged some matches ly�ng near the lamp �n
the chapel, �n order to smoke dry chestnut leaves �n reed p�pes.
Sandoz, who had been the r�ngleader on that occas�on, now frankly
avowed h�s terror; the cold persp�rat�on that had come upon h�m
when he had scrambled out of the cho�r, wrapt �n darkness. And
aga�n there was the day when Claude had h�t upon the subl�me �dea
of roast�ng some cockchafers �n h�s desk to see whether they were
good to eat, as people sa�d they were. So terr�ble had been the
stench, so dense the smoke that poured from the desk, that the
usher had rushed to the water p�tcher, under the �mpress�on that the
place was on f�re. And then the�r maraud�ng exped�t�ons; the p�llag�ng
of on�on beds wh�le they were out walk�ng; the stones thrown at
w�ndows, the correct th�ng be�ng to make the breakage resemble a
well-known geograph�cal map. Also the Greek exerc�ses, wr�tten
beforehand �n large characters on the blackboard, so that every
dunce m�ght eas�ly read them though the master rema�ned unaware
of �t; the wooden seats of the courtyard sawn off and carr�ed round
the bas�n l�ke so many corpses, the boys march�ng �n process�on and
s�ng�ng funeral d�rges. Yes! that had been a cap�tal prank. Dubuche,
who played the pr�est, had tumbled �nto the bas�n wh�le try�ng to
scoop some water �nto h�s cap, wh�ch was to serve as a holy water
pot. But the most com�cal and amus�ng of all the pranks had perhaps
been that dev�sed by Pou�llaud, who one n�ght had fastened all the
unment�onable crockery of the dorm�tory to one long str�ng passed
under the beds. At dawn—�t was the very morn�ng when the long
vacat�on began—he had pulled the str�ng and skedaddled down the
three fl�ghts of sta�rs w�th th�s fr�ghtful ta�l of crockery bound�ng and
smash�ng to p�eces beh�nd h�m.

At the recollect�on of th�s last �nc�dent, Claude rema�ned gr�nn�ng
from ear to ear, h�s brush suspended �n m�d-a�r. ‘That brute of a



Pou�llaud!’ he laughed. ‘And so he has wr�tten to you. What �s he
do�ng now?’

‘Why, noth�ng at all, old man,’ answered Sandoz, seat�ng h�mself
more comfortably on the cush�ons. ‘H�s letter �s �d�ot�c. He �s just
f�n�sh�ng h�s law stud�es, and he w�ll �nher�t h�s father’s pract�ce as a
sol�c�tor. You ought to see the style he has already assumed—all the
�d�ot�c auster�ty of a ph�l�st�ne, who has turned over a new leaf.’

They were s�lent once more unt�l Sandoz added, ‘You see, old boy,
we have been protected aga�nst that sort of th�ng.’

Then they relapsed aga�n �nto rem�n�scences, but such as made
the�r hearts thump; the remembrance of the many happy days they
had spent far away from the college, �n the open a�r and the full
sunl�ght. When st�ll very young, and only �n the s�xth form, the three
�nseparables had become pass�onately fond of tak�ng long walks.
The shortest hol�days were eagerly se�zed upon to tramp for m�les
and m�les; and, gett�ng bolder as they grew up, they f�n�shed by
scour�ng the whole of the country-s�de, by mak�ng journeys that
somet�mes lasted for days. They slept where they could, �n the cleft
of a rock, on some thresh�ng-floor, st�ll burn�ng hot, where the straw
of the beaten corn made them a soft couch, or �n some deserted hut,
the ground of wh�ch they covered w�th w�ld thyme and lavender.
Those were fl�ghts far from the everyday world, when they became
absorbed �n healthy mother Nature herself, ador�ng trees and
streams and mounta�ns; revell�ng �n the supreme joy of be�ng alone
and free.

Dubuche, who was a boarder, had only jo�ned them on half-
hol�days and dur�ng the long vacat�on. Bes�des, h�s legs were heavy,
and he had the qu�et nature of a stud�ous lad. But Claude and
Sandoz never wear�ed; they awakened each other every Sunday
morn�ng by throw�ng stones at the�r respect�ve shutters. In summer,
above all, they were haunted by the thought of the V�orne, the
torrent, whose t�ny stream waters the low-ly�ng pastures of Plassans.
When scarcely twelve they already knew how to sw�m, and �t
became a pass�on w�th them to potter about �n the holes where the
water accumulated; to spend whole days there, stark naked, dry�ng
themselves on the burn�ng sand, and then replung�ng �nto the r�ver,



l�v�ng there as �t were, on the�r backs, on the�r stomachs, search�ng
among the reeds on the banks, �mmersed up to the�r ears, and
watch�ng the h�d�ng-places of the eels for hours at a stretch. That
constant contact of water beneath a burn�ng sun prolonged the�r
ch�ldhood, as �t were, and lent them the joyous laughter of truant
urch�ns, though they were almost young men, when of an even�ng
they returned to the town am�dst the st�ll oppress�ve heat of a
summer sunset. Later on they became very fond of shoot�ng, but
shoot�ng such as �s carr�ed on �n a reg�on devo�d of game, where
they had to trudge a score of m�les to p�ck off half a dozen
pettychaps, or f�g-peckers; wonderful exped�t�ons, whence they
returned w�th the�r bags empty, or w�th a mere bat, wh�ch they had
managed to br�ng down wh�le d�scharg�ng the�r guns at the outsk�rts
of the town. The�r eyes mo�stened at the recollect�on of those happy
days; they once more beheld the wh�te endless roads, covered w�th
layers of dust, as �f there had been a fall of snow. They paced them
aga�n and aga�n �n the�r �mag�nat�on, happy to hear the fanc�ed
creak�ng of the�r heavy shoes. Then they cut across the f�elds, over
the redd�sh-brown ferrug�nous so�l, career�ng madly on and on; and
there was a sky of molten lead above them, not a shadow anywhere,
noth�ng but dwarf ol�ve trees and almond trees w�th scanty fol�age.
And then the del�c�ous drows�ness of fat�gue on the�r return, the�r
tr�umphant bravado at hav�ng covered yet more ground than on the
prec�ous journey, the del�ght of be�ng no longer consc�ous of effort, of
advanc�ng solely by d�nt of strength acqu�red, spurr�ng themselves
on w�th some terr�ble mart�al stra�n wh�ch helped to make everyth�ng
l�ke a dream.

Already at that t�me Claude, �n add�t�on to h�s powder-flask and
cartr�dge-belt, took w�th h�m an album, �n wh�ch he sketched l�ttle b�ts
of country, wh�le Sandoz, on h�s s�de, always had some favour�te
poet �n h�s pocket. They l�ved �n a perfect frenzy of romant�c�sm,
w�nged strophes alternated w�th coarse garr�son stor�es, odes were
flung upon the burn�ng, flash�ng, lum�nous atmosphere that enwrapt
them. And when perchance they came upon a small r�vulet, bordered
by half a dozen w�llows, cast�ng grey shadows on the so�l all ablaze
w�th colour, they at once went �nto the seventh heaven. They there
by themselves performed the dramas they knew by heart, �nflat�ng



the�r vo�ces when repeat�ng the speeches of the heroes, and
reduc�ng them to the merest wh�sper when they repl�ed as queens
and love-s�ck ma�dens. On such days the sparrows were left �n
peace. In that remote prov�nce, am�dst the sleepy stup�d�ty of that
small town, they had thus l�ved on from the age of fourteen, full of
enthus�asm, devoured by a pass�on for l�terature and art. The
magn�f�cent scenar�os dev�sed by V�ctor Hugo, the g�gant�c
phantas�es wh�ch fought there�n am�dst a ceaseless cross-f�re of
ant�thes�s, had at f�rst transported them �nto the fulness of ep�c glory;
gest�culat�ng, watch�ng the sun decl�ne beh�nd some ru�ns, see�ng
l�fe pass by am�dst all the superb but false gl�tter of a f�fth act. Then
Musset had come to unman them w�th h�s pass�on and h�s tears;
they heard the�r own hearts throb �n response to h�s, a new world
opened to them—a world more human—that conquered them by �ts
cr�es for p�ty, and of eternal m�sery, wh�ch henceforth they were to
hear r�s�ng from all th�ngs. Bes�des, they were not d�ff�cult to please;
they showed the vorac�ty of youth, a fur�ous appet�te for all k�nds of
l�terature, good and bad al�ke. So eager were they to adm�re
someth�ng, that often the most execrable works threw them �nto a
state of exaltat�on s�m�lar to that wh�ch the purest masterp�eces
produce.

And as Sandoz now remarked, �t was the�r great love of bod�ly
exerc�se, the�r very revels of l�terature that had protected them
aga�nst the numb�ng �nfluence of the�r ord�nary surround�ngs. They
never entered a café, they had a horror of the streets, even
pretend�ng to moult �n them l�ke caged eagles, whereas the�r
schoolfellows were already rubb�ng the�r elbows over the small
marble tables and play�ng at cards for dr�nks. Prov�nc�al l�fe, wh�ch
dragged other lads, when st�ll young, w�th�n �ts cogged mechan�sm,
that hab�t of go�ng to one’s club, of spell�ng out the local paper from
�ts head�ng to the last advert�sement, the everlast�ng game of
dom�noes no sooner f�n�shed than renewed, the same walk at the
self-same hour and ever along the same roads—all that brut�f�es the
m�nd, l�ke a gr�ndstone crush�ng the bra�n, f�lled them w�th
�nd�gnat�on, called forth the�r protestat�ons. They preferred to scale
the ne�ghbour�ng h�lls �n search of some unknown sol�tary spot,
where they decla�med verses even am�dst drench�ng showers,



w�thout dream�ng of shelter �n the�r very hatred of town-l�fe. They had
even planned an encampment on the banks of the V�orne, where
they were to l�ve l�ke savages, happy w�th constant bath�ng, and the
company of f�ve or s�x books, wh�ch would amply suff�ce for the�r
wants. Even womank�nd was to be str�ctly ban�shed from that camp.
Be�ng very t�m�d and awkward �n the presence of the gentler sex,
they pretended to the ascet�c�sm of super�or �ntellects. For two years
Claude had been �n love w�th a ‘prent�ce hat-tr�mmer, whom every
even�ng he had followed at a d�stance, but to whom he had never
dared to address a word. Sandoz nursed dreams of lad�es met wh�le
travell�ng, beaut�ful g�rls who would suddenly spr�ng up �n some
unknown wood, charm h�m for a whole day, and melt �nto a�r at dusk.
The only love adventure wh�ch they had ever met w�th st�ll evoked
the�r laughter, so s�lly d�d �t seem to them now. It cons�sted of a
ser�es of serenades wh�ch they had g�ven to two young lad�es dur�ng
the t�me when they, the serenaders, had formed part of the college
band. They passed the�r n�ghts beneath a w�ndow play�ng the
clar�net and the cornet-à-p�ston, and thus ra�s�ng a d�scordant d�n
wh�ch fr�ghtened all the folk of the ne�ghbourhood, unt�l one
memorable even�ng the �nd�gnant parents had empt�ed all the water
p�tchers of the fam�ly over them.

Ah! those were happy days, and how lov�ng was the laughter w�th
wh�ch they recalled them. On the walls of the stud�o hung a ser�es of
sketches, wh�ch Claude, �t so happened, had made dur�ng a recent
tr�p southward. Thus �t seemed as �f they were surrounded by the
fam�l�ar v�stas of br�ght blue sky overhang�ng a tawny country-s�de.
Here stretched a pla�n dotted w�th l�ttle grey�sh ol�ve trees as far as a
rosy network of d�stant h�lls. There, between sunburnt russet slopes,
the exhausted V�orne was almost runn�ng dry beneath the span of an
old dust-bepowdered br�dge, w�thout a b�t of green, noth�ng save a
few bushes, dy�ng for want of mo�sture. Farther on, the mounta�n
gorge of the Infernets showed �ts yawn�ng chasm am�dst tumbled
rocks, struck down by l�ghtn�ng, a huge chaos, a w�ld desert, roll�ng
stony b�llows as far as the eye could reach. Then came all sorts of
well remembered nooks: the valley of Repentance, narrow and
shady, a refresh�ng oas�s am�d calc�ned f�elds; the wood of Les Tro�s
Bons-D�eux, w�th hard, green, varn�shed p�nes shedd�ng p�tchy tears



beneath the burn�ng sun; the sheep walk of Bouffan, show�ng wh�te,
l�ke a mosque, am�dst a far-stretch�ng blood-red pla�n. And there
were yet b�ts of bl�nd�ng, s�nuous roads; rav�nes, where the heat
seemed even to wr�ng bubbl�ng persp�rat�on from the pebbles;
stretches of ar�d, th�rsty sand, dr�nk�ng up r�vers drop by drop; mole
h�lls, goat paths, and h�ll crests, half lost �n the azure sky.

‘Hallo!’ excla�med Sandoz, turn�ng towards one sketch, ‘what’s
that?’

Claude, �nd�gnant, waved h�s palette. ‘What! don’t you remember?
We were very n�gh break�ng our necks there. Surely you recollect the
day we clambered from the very bottom of Jaumegarde w�th
Dubuche? The rock was as smooth as your hand, and we had to
cl�ng to �t w�th our na�ls, so that at one moment we could ne�ther get
up nor go down aga�n. When we were once atop and about to cook
our cutlets, we, you and I, nearly came to blows.’

Sandoz now remembered. ‘Yes, yes; each had to roast h�s own
cutlet on rosemary st�cks, and, as m�ne took f�re, you exasperated
me by chaff�ng my cutlet, wh�ch was be�ng reduced to c�nders.’

They both shook w�th laughter, unt�l the pa�nter resumed h�s work,
gravely conclud�ng, ‘That’s all over, old man. There �s to be no more
�dl�ng at present.’

He spoke the truth. S�nce the three �nseparables had real�sed the�r
dream of meet�ng together �n Par�s, wh�ch they were bent upon
conquer�ng, the�r l�fe had been terr�bly hard. They had tr�ed to renew
the long walks of old. On certa�n Sunday morn�ngs they had started
on foot from the Fonta�nebleau gate, had scoured the copses of
Verr�ères, gone as far as the B�èvre, crossed the woods of Meudon
and Bellevue, and returned home by way of Grenelle. But they taxed
Par�s w�th spo�l�ng the�r legs; they scarcely ever left the pavement
now, ent�rely taken up as they were w�th the�r struggle for fortune and
fame.

From Monday morn�ng t�ll Saturday n�ght Sandoz sat fum�ng and
frett�ng at the mun�c�pal bu�ld�ng of the f�fth Arrond�ssement �n a dark
corner of the reg�stry off�ce for b�rths, rooted to h�s stool by the
thought of h�s mother, whom h�s salary of a hundred and f�fty francs
a month helped �n some fash�on to keep. Dubuche, anx�ous to pay



h�s parents the �nterest of the money placed on h�s head, was ever
on the look-out for some petty jobs among arch�tects, outs�de h�s
stud�es at the School of Arts. As for Claude, thanks to h�s thousand
francs a year, he had h�s full l�berty; but the latter days of each month
were terr�ble enough, espec�ally �f he had to share the fag-end of h�s
allowance. Luck�ly he was beg�nn�ng to sell a l�ttle; d�spos�ng of t�ny
canvases, at the rate of ten and twelve francs a-p�ece, to Papa
Malgras, a wary p�cture dealer. After all, he preferred starvat�on to
turn�ng h�s art �nto mere commerce by manufactur�ng portra�ts of
tradesmen and the�r w�ves; concoct�ng convent�onal rel�g�ous
p�ctures or daub�ng bl�nds for restaurants or s�gn-boards for
accoucheuses. When f�rst he had returned to Par�s, he had rented a
very large stud�o �n the Impasse des Bourdonna�s; but he had moved
to the Qua� de Bourbon from mot�ves of economy. He l�ved there l�ke
a savage, w�th an absolute contempt for everyth�ng that was not
pa�nt�ng. He had fallen out w�th h�s relat�ves, who d�sgusted h�m; he
had even ceased v�s�t�ng h�s aunt, who kept a pork-butcher’s shop
near the Central Markets, because she looked too flour�sh�ng and
plump.* Respect�ng the downfall of h�s mother, who was be�ng eaten
out of doors and dr�ven �nto the streets, he nursed a secret gr�ef.

* Th�s aunt �s L�sa of ‘The Fat and the Th�n’ (Le Ventre de Par�s) �n
a few chapters of wh�ch Claude f�gures.—ED.

Suddenly he shouted to Sandoz, ‘W�ll you be k�nd enough not to
tumble to p�eces?’ But Sandoz declared that he was gett�ng st�ff, and
jumped from the couch to stretch h�s legs a b�t. They took ten
m�nutes’ rest, talk�ng meanwh�le about many th�ngs. Claude felt
condescend�ngly good-tempered. When h�s work went smoothly he
br�ghtened up and became talkat�ve; he, who pa�nted w�th h�s teeth
set, and raged �nwardly d�rectly he felt that nature was escap�ng h�m.
Hence h�s fr�end had scarcely resumed h�s att�tude before he went
on chatter�ng, w�thout, however, m�ss�ng a stroke of h�s brush.

‘It’s go�ng on all r�ght, old boy, �sn’t �t? You look all there �n �t. Oh,
the brutes, I’ll just see whether they’ll refuse me th�s t�me. I am more
severe for myself than they are for themselves, I’m sure of �t; and
whenever I pass one of my own p�ctures, �t’s more ser�ous than �f �t
had passed before all the hang�ng comm�ttees on earth. You know



my p�cture of the markets, w�th the two urch�ns tumbl�ng about on a
heap of vegetables? Well, I’ve scratched �t all out, �t d�dn’t come
r�ght. I found that I had got hold of a beastly mach�ne,* a deal too
heavy for my strength. But, never you fear, I’ll take the subject up
aga�n some day, when I know better, and I’ll take up others,
mach�nes wh�ch w�ll knock them all cock-a-hoop w�th surpr�se.’

* In fam�l�ar conversat�on, French art�sts, playwr�ghts, and
novel�sts �nvar�ably call the�r product�ons by the slang term
‘mach�nes.’—ED.

He made a magn�f�cent gesture, as �f to sweep a whole crowd
away; empt�ed a tube of cobalt on h�s palette; and then began to
jeer, ask�ng what h�s f�rst master would say to a p�cture l�ke th�s? H�s
f�rst master �ndeed, Papa Belloque, a ret�red �nfantry capta�n, w�th
one arm, who for a quarter of a century had taught draw�ng to the
youth of Plassans �n one of the galler�es of the Museum! Then, �n
Par�s, hadn’t the celebrated Berthou, the pa�nter of ‘Nero �n the
C�rcus’—Berthou, whose lessons he had attended for s�x long
months—told h�m a score of t�mes that he would never be able to do
anyth�ng? How he now regretted those s�x months wasted �n �d�ot�c
efforts, absurd ‘stud�es,’ under the �ron rule of a man whose �deas
d�ffered so much from h�s own. He at last began to hold forth aga�nst
work�ng at the Louvre. He would, he sa�d, sooner chop h�s hand off
than return there to spo�l h�s percept�on of nature by undertak�ng one
of those cop�es wh�ch for ever d�m the v�s�on of the world �n wh�ch
one l�ves.

Was there aught else �n art than the render�ng of what one felt
w�th�n oneself? Was not the whole of art reduced to plac�ng a woman
�n front of one—and then portray�ng her accord�ng to the feel�ngs that
she �nsp�red? Was not a bunch of carrots—yes, a bunch of carrots—
stud�ed from nature, and pa�nted unaffectedly, �n a personal style,
worth all the ever-last�ng smudges of the School of Arts, all that
tobacco-ju�ce pa�nt�ng, cooked up accord�ng to certa�n g�ven
rec�pes? The day would come when one carrot, or�g�nally rendered,
would lead to a revolut�on. It was because of th�s that he now
contented h�mself w�th go�ng to the Bout�n stud�o, a free stud�o, kept
by a former model, �n the Rue de la Huchette. When he had pa�d h�s



twenty francs he was put �n front of as many men and women as he
cared for, and set about h�s work w�th a w�ll, never th�nk�ng of eat�ng
or dr�nk�ng, but struggl�ng unrest�ngly w�th nature, mad almost w�th
the exc�tement of work, by the s�de of a pack of dand�es who
accused h�m of �gnorant laz�ness, and arrogantly prated about the�r
‘stud�es,’ because they cop�ed noses and mouths, under the eye of a
master.

‘L�sten to th�s, old man: when one of those wh�pper-snappers can
bu�ld up a torso l�ke that one over yonder, he may come up and tell
me, and we’ll have a talk together.’

W�th the end of h�s brush he po�nted to a study of the nude,
suspended from the wall near the door. It was really magn�f�cent, full
of masterly breadth of colour�ng. By �ts s�de were some other
adm�rable b�ts, a g�rl’s feet exqu�s�te �n the�r del�cate truthfulness, and
a woman’s trunk w�th qu�ver�ng sat�n-l�ke sk�n. In h�s rare moments of
content he felt proud of those few stud�es, the only ones wh�ch
sat�sf�ed h�m, wh�ch, as �t were, foretold a great pa�nter, adm�rably
g�fted, but hampered by sudden and �nexpl�cable f�ts of �mpotency.

Deal�ng sabre-l�ke strokes at the velveteen jacket, he cont�nued
lash�ng h�mself �nto exc�tement w�th h�s uncomprom�s�ng theor�es
wh�ch respected nobody:

‘They are all so many daubers of penny pr�nts, who have stolen
the�r reputat�ons; a set of �d�ots or knaves on the�r knees before
publ�c �mbec�l�ty! Not one among them dares to g�ve the ph�l�st�nes a
slap �n the face. And, wh�le we are about �t, you know that old Ingres
turns me s�ck w�th h�s gla�ry pa�nt�ng. Nevertheless, he’s a br�ck, and
a plucky fellow, and I take off my hat to h�m, for he d�d not care a
curse for anybody, and he used to draw l�ke the very dev�l. He ended
by mak�ng the �d�ots, who nowadays bel�eve they understand h�m,
swallow that draw�ng of h�s. After h�m there are only two worth
speak�ng of, Delacro�x and Courbet. The others are only numskulls.
Oh, that old romant�c l�on, the carr�age of h�m! He was a decorator
who knew how to make the colours blaze. And what a grasp he had!
He would have covered every wall �n Par�s �f they had let h�m; h�s
palette bo�led, and bo�led over. I know very well that �t was only so
much phantasmagor�a. Never m�nd, I l�ke �t for all that, as �t was



needed to set the School on f�re. Then came the other, a stout
workman—that one, the truest pa�nter of the century, and altogether
class�cal bes�des, a fact wh�ch not one of the dullards understood.
They yelled, of course; they shouted about profanat�on and real�sm,
when, after all, the real�sm was only �n the subject. The percept�on
rema�ned that of the old masters, and the execut�on resumed and
cont�nued the best b�ts of work one can f�nd �n our publ�c galler�es.
Both Delacro�x and Courbet came at the proper t�me. Each made a
str�de forward. And now—ah, now!’

He ceased speak�ng and drew back a few steps to judge of the
effect of h�s p�cture, becom�ng absorbed �n contemplat�on for a
moment, and then resum�ng:

‘Yes, nowadays we want someth�ng d�fferent—what, I don’t exactly
know. If I d�d, and could do �t, I should be clever �ndeed. No one else
would be �n the race w�th me. All I do know and feel �s that
Delacro�x’s grand romant�c scenes are founder�ng and spl�tt�ng, that
Courbet’s black pa�nt�ng already reeks of the must�ness of a stud�o
wh�ch the sun never penetrates. You understand me, don’t you? We,
perhaps, want the sun, the open a�r, a clear, youthful style of
pa�nt�ng, men and th�ngs such as they appear �n the real l�ght. In
short, I myself am unable to say what our pa�nt�ng should be; the
pa�nt�ng that our eyes of to-day should execute and behold.’

H�s vo�ce aga�n fell; he stammered and found h�mself unable to
expla�n the formulas of the future that were r�s�ng w�th�n h�m. Deep
s�lence came wh�le he cont�nued work�ng at the velveteen jacket,
qu�ver�ng all the t�me.

Sandoz had been l�sten�ng to h�m w�thout st�rr�ng from h�s pos�t�on.
H�s back was st�ll turned, and he sa�d slowly, as �f speak�ng to the
wall �n a k�nd of dream:

‘No; one does not know, and st�ll we ought to know. But each t�me
a professor has wanted to �mpress a truth upon me, I have
m�strustfully revolted, th�nk�ng: “He �s e�ther dece�v�ng h�mself or
dece�v�ng me.” The�r �deas exasperate me. It seems to me that truth
�s larger, more general. How beaut�ful would �t be �f one could devote
the whole of one’s ex�stence to one s�ngle work, �nto wh�ch one
would endeavour to put everyth�ng, the beasts of the f�eld as well as



mank�nd; �n short, a k�nd of �mmense ark. And not �n the order
�nd�cated by manuals of ph�losophy, or accord�ng to the �d�ot�c
h�erarchy on wh�ch we pr�de ourselves, but accord�ng to the full
current of l�fe; a world �n wh�ch we should be noth�ng more than an
acc�dent, �n wh�ch the pass�ng cur, even the stones of the roads,
would complete and expla�n us. In sum, the grand whole, w�thout low
or h�gh, or clean or unclean, such as �t �ndeed �s �n real�ty. It �s
certa�nly to sc�ence that poets and novel�sts ought to address
themselves, for �t �s the only poss�ble source of �nsp�rat�on to-day.
But what are we to borrow from �t? How are we to march �n �ts
company? The moment I beg�n to th�nk about that sort of th�ng I feel
that I am flounder�ng. Ah, �f I only knew, what a ser�es of books I
would hurl at the heads of the crowd!’

He also became s�lent. The prev�ous w�nter he had publ�shed h�s
f�rst book: a ser�es of l�ttle sketches, brought from Plassans, among
wh�ch only a few rougher notes �nd�cated that the author was a
mut�neer, a pass�onate lover of truth and power. And lately he had
been feel�ng h�s way, quest�on�ng h�mself wh�le all sorts of confused
�deas throbbed �n h�s bra�n. At f�rst, sm�tten w�th the thought of
undertak�ng someth�ng herculean, he had planned a genes�s of the
un�verse, �n three phases or parts; the creat�on narrated accord�ng to
sc�ence; mank�nd superven�ng at the appo�nted hour and play�ng �ts
part �n the cha�n of be�ngs and events; then the future—be�ngs
constantly follow�ng one another, and f�n�sh�ng the creat�on of the
world by the endless labour of l�fe. But he had calmed down �n
presence of the venturesome hypotheses of th�s th�rd phase; and he
was now look�ng out for a more restr�cted, more human framework,
�n wh�ch, however, h�s vast amb�t�on m�ght f�nd room.

‘Ah, to be able to see and pa�nt everyth�ng,’ excla�med Claude,
after a long �nterval. ‘To have m�les upon m�les of walls to cover, to
decorate the ra�lway stat�ons, the markets, the mun�c�pal off�ces,
everyth�ng that w�ll be bu�lt, when arch�tects are no longer �d�ots.
Only strong heads and strong muscles w�ll be wanted, for there w�ll
be no lack of subjects. L�fe such as �t runs about the streets, the l�fe
of the r�ch and the poor, �n the market places, on the race-courses,
on the boulevards, �n the populous alleys; and every trade be�ng
pl�ed, and every pass�on portrayed �n full dayl�ght, and the peasants,



too, and the beasts of the f�elds and the landscapes—ah! you’ll see �t
all, unless I am a downr�ght brute. My very hands are �tch�ng to do �t.
Yes! the whole of modern l�fe! Frescoes as h�gh as the Pantheon! A
ser�es of canvases b�g enough to burst the Louvre!’

Whenever they were thrown together the pa�nter and the author
generally reached th�s state of exc�tement. They spurred each other
mutually, they went mad w�th dreams of glory; and there was such a
burst of youth, such a pass�on for work about the�r plans, that they
themselves often sm�led afterwards at those great, proud dreams
wh�ch seemed to endow them w�th suppleness, strength, and sp�r�t.

Claude, who had stepped back as far as the wall, rema�ned
lean�ng aga�nst �t, and gaz�ng at h�s work. See�ng wh�ch, Sandoz,
overcome by fat�gue, left the couch and jo�ned h�m. Then both
looked at the p�cture w�thout say�ng a word. The gentleman �n the
velveteen jacket was ent�rely roughed �n. H�s hand, more advanced
than the rest, furn�shed a pretty fresh patch of flesh colour am�d the
grass, and the dark coat stood out so v�gorously that the l�ttle
s�lhouettes �n the background, the two l�ttle women wrestl�ng �n the
sunl�ght, seemed to have retreated further �nto the lum�nous
qu�ver�ng of the glade. The pr�nc�pal f�gure, the recumbent woman,
as yet scarcely more than outl�ned, floated about l�ke some aer�al
creature seen �n dreams, some eagerly des�red Eve spr�ng�ng from
the earth, w�th her features vaguely sm�l�ng and her eyel�ds closed.

‘Well, now, what are you go�ng to call �t?’ asked Sandoz.
‘The Open A�r,’ repl�ed Claude, somewhat curtly.
The t�tle sounded rather techn�cal to the wr�ter, who, �n sp�te of

h�mself, was somet�mes tempted to �ntroduce l�terature �nto p�ctor�al
art.

‘The Open A�r! that doesn’t suggest anyth�ng.’
‘There �s no occas�on for �t to suggest anyth�ng. Some women and

a man are repos�ng �n a forest �n the sunl�ght. Does not that suff�ce?
Don’t fret, there’s enough �n �t to make a masterp�ece.’

He threw back h�s head and muttered between h�s teeth: ‘Dash �t
all! �t’s very black st�ll. I can’t get Delacro�x out of my eye, do what I
w�ll. And then the hand, that’s Courbet’s manner. Everyone of us



dabs h�s brush �nto the romant�c sauce now and then. We had too
much of �t �n our youth, we floundered �n �t up to our very ch�ns. We
need a jolly good wash to get clear of �t.’

Sandoz shrugged h�s shoulders w�th a gesture of despa�r. He also
bewa�led the fact that he had been born at what he called the
confluence of Hugo and Balzac. Nevertheless, Claude rema�ned
sat�sf�ed, full of the happy exc�tement of a successful s�tt�ng. If h�s
fr�end could g�ve h�m two or three more Sundays the man �n the
jacket would be all there. He had enough of h�m for the present. Both
began to joke, for, as a rule, Claude almost k�lled h�s models, only
lett�ng them go when they were fa�nt�ng, half dead w�th fat�gue. He
h�mself now very n�gh dropped, h�s legs bend�ng under h�m, and h�s
stomach empty. And as the cuckoo clock struck f�ve, he snatched at
h�s crust of bread and devoured �t. Thoroughly worn out, he broke �t
w�th trembl�ng f�ngers, and scarcely chewed �t, aga�n stand�ng before
h�s p�cture, pursued by h�s pass�on to such a degree as to be
unconsc�ous even that he was eat�ng.

‘F�ve o’clock,’ sa�d Sandoz, as he stretched h�mself, w�th h�s arms
upra�sed. ‘Let’s go and have d�nner. Ah! here comes Dubuche, just �n
t�me.’

There was a knock at the door, and Dubuche came �n. He was a
stout young fellow, dark, w�th regular but heavy features, close-
cropped ha�r, and moustaches already full-blown. He shook hands
w�th both h�s fr�ends, and stopped before the p�cture, look�ng
nonplussed. In real�ty that harum-scarum style of pa�nt�ng upset h�m,
such was the even balance of h�s nature, such h�s reverence as a
steady student for the establ�shed formulas of art; and �t was only h�s
feel�ng of fr�endsh�p wh�ch, as a rule, prevented h�m from cr�t�c�s�ng.
But th�s t�me h�s whole be�ng revolted v�s�bly.

‘Well, what’s the matter? Doesn’t �t su�t you?’ asked Sandoz, who
was watch�ng h�m.

‘Yes, oh yes, �t’s very well pa�nted—but—’
‘Well, sp�t �t out. What �s �t that ruffles you?’
‘Not much, only the gentleman �s fully dressed, and the women are

not. People have never seen anyth�ng l�ke that before.’



Th�s suff�ced to make both the others w�ld. Why, were there not a
hundred p�ctures �n the Louvre composed �n prec�sely the same
way? Hadn’t all Par�s and all the pa�nters and tour�sts of the world
seen them? And bes�des, �f people had never seen anyth�ng l�ke �t,
they would see �t now. After all, they d�dn’t care a f�g for the publ�c!

Not �n the least d�sconcerted by these v�olent repl�es, Dubuche
repeated qu�etly: ‘The publ�c won’t understand—the publ�c w�ll th�nk �t
�ndecorous—and so �t �s!’

‘You wretched bourgeo�s ph�l�st�ne!’ excla�med Claude,
exasperated. ‘They are mak�ng a famous �d�ot of you at the School of
Arts. You weren’t such a fool formerly.’

These were the current amen�t�es of h�s two fr�ends s�nce Dubuche
had attended the School of Arts. He thereupon beat a retreat, rather
afra�d of the turn the d�spute was tak�ng, and saved h�mself by
belabour�ng the pa�nters of the School. Certa�nly h�s fr�ends were
r�ght �n one respect, the School pa�nters were real �d�ots. But as for
the arch�tects, that was a d�fferent matter. Where was he to get h�s
tu�t�on, �f not there? Bes�des h�s tu�t�on would not prevent h�m from
hav�ng �deas of h�s own, later on. Wherew�th he assumed a very
revolut�onary a�r.

‘All r�ght,’ sa�d Sandoz, ‘the moment you apolog�se, let’s go and
d�ne.’

But Claude had mechan�cally taken up a brush and set to work
aga�n. Bes�de the gentleman �n the velveteen jacket the f�gure of the
recumbent woman seemed to be fad�ng away. Fever�sh and
�mpat�ent, he traced a bold outl�ne round her so as to br�ng her
forward.

‘Are you com�ng?’
‘In a m�nute; hang �t, what’s the hurry? Just let me set th�s r�ght,

and I’ll be w�th you.’
Sandoz shook h�s head and then remarked very qu�etly, lest he

should st�ll further annoy h�m: ‘You do wrong to worry yourself l�ke
that, old man. Yes, you are knocked up, and have had noth�ng to eat,
and you’ll only spo�l your work, as you d�d the other day.’



But the pa�nter waved h�m off w�th a peev�sh gesture. It was the
old story—he d�d not know when to leave off; he �ntox�cated h�mself
w�th work �n h�s crav�ng for an �mmed�ate result, �n order to prove to
h�mself that he held h�s masterp�ece at last. Doubts had just dr�ven
h�m to despa�r �n the m�dst of h�s del�ght at hav�ng term�nated a
successful s�tt�ng. Had he done r�ght, after all, �n mak�ng the
velveteen jacket so prom�nent, and would he not afterwards fa�l to
secure the br�ll�ancy wh�ch he w�shed the female f�gure to show?
Rather than rema�n �n suspense he would have dropped down dead
on the spot. Fever�shly draw�ng the sketch of Chr�st�ne’s head from
the portfol�o where he had h�dden �t, he compared �t w�th the pa�nt�ng
on the canvas, ass�st�ng h�mself, as �t were, by means of th�s
document der�ved from l�fe.

‘Hallo!’ excla�med Dubuche, ‘where d�d you get that from? Who �s
�t?’

Claude, startled by the quest�ons, d�d not answer; then, w�thout
reflect�ng, he who usually told them everyth�ng, brusquely l�ed,
prompted by a del�cate �mpulse to keep s�lent respect�ng the
adventure of the n�ght.

‘Tell us who �t �s?’ repeated the arch�tect.
‘Nobody at all—a model.’
‘A model! a very young one, �sn’t she? She looks very n�ce. I w�sh

you would g�ve me her address. Not for myself, but for a sculptor I
know who’s on the look-out for a Psyche. Have you got the address
there?’

Thereupon Dubuche turned to a corner of the grey�sh wall on
wh�ch the addresses of several models were wr�tten �n chalk,
haphazard. The women part�cularly left the�r cards �n that way, �n
awkward, ch�ld�sh handwr�t�ng. Zoé P�edefer, 7 Rue Campagne-
Prem�ère, a b�g brunette, who was gett�ng rather too stout, had
scrawled her s�gn manual r�ght across the names of l�ttle Flore
Beauchamp, 32 Rue de Laval, and Jud�th Vaquez, 69 Rue du
Rocher, a Jewess, both of whom were too th�n.

‘I say, have you got the address?’ resumed Dubuche.



Then Claude flew �nto a pass�on. ‘Don’t pester me! I don’t know
and don’t care. You’re a nu�sance, worry�ng l�ke that just when a
fellow wants to work.’

Sandoz had not sa�d a word. Surpr�sed at f�rst, he had soon
sm�led. He was g�fted w�th more penetrat�on than Dubuche, so he
gave h�m a know�ng nod, and they then began to chaff. They begged
Claude’s pardon; the moment he wanted to keep the young person
for h�s personal use, they would not ask h�m to lend her. Ha! ha! the
scamp went hunt�ng about for pretty models. And where had he
p�cked up that one?

More and more embarrassed by these remarks, Claude went on
f�dgett�ng. ‘What a couple of �d�ots you are!’ he excla�med, ‘If you
only knew what fools you are mak�ng of yourselves. That’ll do. You
really make me sorry for both of you.’

H�s vo�ce sounded so stern that they both became s�lent
�mmed�ately, wh�le he, after once more scratch�ng out the woman’s
head, drew �t anew and began to pa�nt �t �n, follow�ng h�s sketch of
Chr�st�ne, but w�th a fever�sh, unsteady touch wh�ch went at random.

‘Just g�ve me another ten m�nutes, w�ll you?’ he repeated. ‘I w�ll
rough �n the shoulders to be ready for to-morrow, and then we’ll go
down.’

Sandoz and Dubuche, know�ng that �t was of no use to prevent
h�m from k�ll�ng h�mself �n th�s fash�on, res�gned themselves to the
�nev�table. The latter l�ghted h�s p�pe, and flung h�mself on the couch.
He was the only one of the three who smoked; the others had never
taken k�ndly to tobacco, always feel�ng qualm�sh after a c�gar. And
when Dubuche was stretched on h�s back, h�s eyes turned towards
the clouds of smoke he ra�sed, he began to talk about h�mself �n an
�nterm�nable monotonous fash�on. Ah! that confounded Par�s, how
one had to work one’s f�ngers to the bone �n order to get on. He
recalled the f�fteen months of apprent�cesh�p he had spent w�th h�s
master, the celebrated Dequersonn�ère, a former grand-pr�ze man,
now arch�tect of the C�v�l Branch of Publ�c Works, an off�cer of the
Leg�on of Honour and a member of the Inst�tute, whose ch�ef
arch�tectural performance, the church of St. Math�eu, was a cross
between a pastry-cook’s mould and a clock �n the so-called F�rst



Emp�re style. A good sort of fellow, after all, was th�s Dequersonn�ère
whom Dubuche chaffed, wh�le �nwardly shar�ng h�s reverence for the
old class�cal formulas. However, but for h�s fellow-pup�ls, the young
man would not have learnt much at the stud�o �n the Rue du Four, for
the master only pa�d a runn�ng v�s�t to the place some three t�mes a
week. A set of feroc�ous brutes, were those comrades of h�s, who
had made h�s l�fe jolly hard �n the beg�nn�ng, but who, at least, had
taught h�m how to prepare a surface, outl�ne, and wash �n a plan.
And how often had he had to content h�mself w�th a cup of chocolate
and a roll for déjeuner �n order to pay the necessary f�ve-and-twenty
francs to the super�ntendent! And the sheets of paper he had
labor�ously smudged, and the hours he had spent �n por�ng over
books before he had dared to present h�mself at the School! And he
had narrowly escaped be�ng plucked �n sp�te of all h�s ass�duous
endeavours. He lacked �mag�nat�on, and the draw�ngs he subm�tted,
a caryat�de and a summer d�n�ng-room, both extremely med�ocre
performances, had classed h�m at the bottom of the l�st. Fortunately,
he had made up for th�s �n h�s oral exam�nat�on w�th h�s logar�thms,
geometry, and h�story of arch�tecture, for he was very strong �n the
sc�ent�f�c parts. Now that he was attend�ng the School as a second-
class student, he had to to�l and mo�l �n order to secure a f�rst-class
d�ploma. It was a dog’s l�fe, there was no end to �t, sa�d he.

He stretched h�s legs apart, h�gh upon the cush�ons, and smoked
v�gorously and regularly.

‘What w�th the�r courses of perspect�ve, of descr�pt�ve geometry, of
stereotomy, of bu�ld�ng, and of the h�story of art—ah! upon my word,
they do make one blacken paper w�th notes. And every month there
�s a compet�t�ve exam�nat�on �n arch�tecture, somet�mes a s�mple
sketch, at others a complete des�gn. There’s no t�me for pleasure �f a
fellow w�shes to pass h�s exam�nat�ons and secure the necessary
honourable ment�ons, espec�ally �f, bes�des all that, he has to f�nd
t�me to earn h�s bread. As for myself, �t’s almost k�ll�ng me.’

One of the cush�ons hav�ng sl�pped upon the floor, he f�shed �t up
w�th h�s feet. ‘All the same, I’m lucky. There are so many of us
scour�ng the town every day w�thout gett�ng the smallest job. The
day before yesterday I d�scovered an arch�tect who works for a large



contractor. You can have no �dea of such an �gnoramus of an
arch�tect—a downr�ght numskull, �ncapable even of trac�ng a plan.
He g�ves me twenty-f�ve sous an hour, and I set h�s houses stra�ght
for h�m. It came just �n t�me, too, for my mother sent me word that
she was qu�te cleared out. Poor mother, what a lot of money I have
to refund her!’

As Dubuche was ev�dently talk�ng to h�mself, chew�ng the cud of
h�s everyday thoughts—h�s constant thoughts of mak�ng a rap�d
fortune—Sandoz d�d not even trouble to l�sten to h�m. He had
opened the l�ttle w�ndow, and seated h�mself on a level w�th the roof,
for he felt oppressed by the heat �n the stud�o. But all at once he
�nterrupted the arch�tect.

‘I say, are you com�ng to d�nner on Thursday? All the other fellows
w�ll be there—Fagerolles, Mahoudeau, Jory, Gagn�ère.’

Every Thursday, qu�te a band met at Sandoz’s: fr�ends from
Plassans and others met �n Par�s—revolut�onar�es to a man, and all
an�mated by the same pass�onate love of art.

‘Next Thursday? No, I th�nk not,’ answered Dubuche.
‘I am obl�ged to go to a dance at a fam�ly’s I know.’
‘Where you expect to get hold of a dowry, I suppose?’
‘Well, �t wouldn’t be such a bad spec.’
He shook the ashes from h�s p�pe on to h�s left palm, and then,

suddenly ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce—‘I almost forgot. I have had a letter from
Pou�llaud.’

‘You, too!—well, I th�nk he’s pretty well done for, Pou�llaud.
Another good fellow gone wrong.’

‘Why gone wrong? He’ll succeed h�s father; he’ll spend h�s money
qu�etly down there. He wr�tes rat�onally enough. I always sa�d he’d
show us a th�ng or two, �n sp�te of all h�s pract�cal jokes. Ah! that
beast of a Pou�llaud.’

Sandoz, fur�ous, was about to reply, when a despa�r�ng oath from
Claude stopped h�m. The latter had not opened h�s l�ps s�nce he had
so obst�nately resumed h�s work. To all appearance he had not even
l�stened.



‘Curse �t—I have fa�led aga�n. Dec�dedly, I’m a brute, I shall never
do anyth�ng.’ And �n a f�t of mad rage he wanted to rush at h�s p�cture
and dash h�s f�st through �t. H�s fr�ends had to hold h�m back. Why, �t
was s�mply ch�ld�sh to get �nto such a pass�on. Would matters be
�mproved when, to h�s mortal regret, he had destroyed h�s work? St�ll
shak�ng, he relapsed �nto s�lence, and stared at the canvas w�th an
ardent f�xed gaze that blazed w�th all the horr�ble agony born of h�s
powerlessness. He could no longer produce anyth�ng clear or l�fe-
l�ke; the woman’s breast was grow�ng pasty w�th heavy colour�ng;
that flesh wh�ch, �n h�s fancy, ought to have glowed, was s�mply
becom�ng gr�my; he could not even succeed �n gett�ng a correct
focus. What on earth was the matter w�th h�s bra�n that he heard �t
burst�ng asunder, as �t were, am�dst h�s va�n efforts? Was he los�ng
h�s s�ght that he was no longer able to see correctly? Were h�s hands
no longer h�s own that they refused to obey h�m? And thus he went
on w�nd�ng h�mself up, �rr�tated by the strange hered�tary les�on
wh�ch somet�mes so greatly ass�sted h�s creat�ve powers, but at
others reduced h�m to a state of ster�le despa�r, such as to make h�m
forget the f�rst elements of draw�ng. Ah, to feel g�ddy w�th vert�g�nous
nausea, and yet to rema�n there full of a fur�ous pass�on to create,
when the power to do so fled w�th everyth�ng else, when everyth�ng
seemed to founder around h�m—the pr�de of work, the dreamt-of
glory, the whole of h�s ex�stence!

‘Look here, old boy,’ sa�d Sandoz at last, ‘we don’t want to worry
you, but �t’s half-past s�x, and we are starv�ng. Be reasonable, and
come down w�th us.’

Claude was clean�ng a corner of h�s palette. Then he empt�ed
some more tubes on �t, and, �n a vo�ce l�ke thunder, repl�ed w�th one
s�ngle word, ‘No.’

For the next ten m�nutes nobody spoke; the pa�nter, bes�de
h�mself, wrestled w�th h�s p�cture, wh�lst h�s fr�ends rema�ned anx�ous
at th�s attack, wh�ch they d�d not know how to allay. Then, as there
came a knock at the door, the arch�tect went to open �t.

‘Hallo, �t’s Papa Malgras.’
Malgras, the p�cture-dealer, was a th�ck-set �nd�v�dual, w�th close-

cropped, brush-l�ke, wh�te ha�r, and a red splotchy face. He was



wrapped �n a very d�rty old green coat, that made h�m look l�ke an
unt�dy cabman. In a husky vo�ce, he excla�med: ‘I happened to pass
along the quay, on the other s�de of the way, and I saw that
gentleman at the w�ndow. So I came up.’

Claude’s cont�nued s�lence made h�m pause. The pa�nter had
turned to h�s p�cture aga�n w�th an �mpat�ent gesture. Not that th�s
s�lence �n any way embarrassed the new comer, who, stand�ng erect
on h�s sturdy legs and feel�ng qu�te at home, carefully exam�ned the
new p�cture w�th h�s bloodshot eyes. W�thout any ceremony, he
passed judgment upon �t �n one phrase—half �ron�c, half affect�onate:
‘Well, well, there’s a mach�ne.’

Then, see�ng that nobody sa�d anyth�ng, he began to stroll round
the stud�o, look�ng at the pa�nt�ngs on the walls.

Papa Malgras, beneath h�s th�ck layer of grease and gr�me, was
really a very cute customer, w�th taste and scent for good pa�nt�ng.
He never wasted h�s t�me or lost h�s way among mere daubers; he
went stra�ght, as �f from �nst�nct, to �nd�v�dual�sts, whose talent was
contested st�ll, but whose future fame h�s flam�ng, drunkard’s nose
sn�ffed from afar. Added to th�s he was a feroc�ous hand at
barga�n�ng, and d�splayed all the cunn�ng of a savage �n h�s efforts to
secure, for a song, the p�ctures that he coveted. True, he h�mself
was sat�sf�ed w�th very honest prof�ts, twenty per cent., th�rty at the
most. He based h�s calculat�ons on qu�ckly turn�ng over h�s small
cap�tal, never purchas�ng �n the morn�ng w�thout know�ng where to
d�spose of h�s purchase at n�ght. As a superb l�ar, moreover, he had
no equal.

Paus�ng near the door, before the stud�es from the nude, pa�nted
at the Bout�n stud�o, he contemplated them �n s�lence for a few
moments, h�s eyes gl�sten�ng the wh�le w�th the enjoyment of a
conno�sseur, wh�ch h�s heavy eyel�ds tr�ed to h�de. Assuredly, he
thought, there was a great deal of talent and sent�ment of l�fe about
that b�g crazy fellow Claude, who wasted h�s t�me �n pa�nt�ng huge
stretches of canvas wh�ch no one would buy. The g�rl’s pretty legs,
the adm�rably pa�nted woman’s trunk, f�lled the dealer w�th del�ght.
But there was no sale for that k�nd of stuff, and he had already made
h�s cho�ce—a t�ny sketch, a nook of the country round Plassans, at



once del�cate and v�olent—wh�ch he pretended not to not�ce. At last
he drew near, and sa�d, �n an off-hand way:

‘What’s th�s? Ah! yes, I know, one of the th�ngs you brought back
w�th you from the South. It’s too crude. I st�ll have the two I bought of
you.’

And he went on �n mellow, long-w�nded phrases. ‘You’ll perhaps
not bel�eve me, Mons�eur Lant�er, but that sort of th�ng doesn’t sell at
all—not at all. I’ve a set of rooms full of them. I’m always afra�d of
smash�ng someth�ng when I turn round. I can’t go on l�ke that,
honour br�ght; I shall have to go �nto l�qu�dat�on, and I shall end my
days �n the hosp�tal. You know me, eh? my heart �s b�gger than my
pocket, and there’s noth�ng I l�ke better than to obl�ge young men of
talent l�ke yourself. Oh, for the matter of that, you’ve got talent, and I
keep on tell�ng them so—nay, shout�ng �t to them—but what’s the
good? They won’t n�bble, they won’t n�bble!’

He was try�ng the emot�onal dodge; then, w�th the sp�r�t of a man
about to do someth�ng rash: ‘Well, �t sha’n’t be sa�d that I came �n to
waste your t�me. What do you want for that rough sketch?’

Claude, st�ll �rr�tated, was pa�nt�ng nervously. He dryly answered,
w�thout even turn�ng h�s head: ‘Twenty francs.’

‘Nonsense; twenty francs! you must be mad. You sold me the
others ten francs a-p�ece—and to-day I won’t g�ve a copper more
than e�ght francs.’

As a rule the pa�nter closed w�th h�m at once, ashamed and
humbled at th�s m�serable chaffer�ng, glad also to get a l�ttle money
now and then. But th�s t�me he was obst�nate, and took to �nsult�ng
the p�cture-dealer, who, g�v�ng t�t for tat, all at once dropped the
formal ‘you’ to assume the gl�b ‘thou,’ den�ed h�s talent, overwhelmed
h�m w�th �nvect�ve, and taxed h�m w�th �ngrat�tude. Meanwh�le,
however, he had taken from h�s pocket three success�ve f�ve-franc
p�eces, wh�ch, as �f play�ng at chuck-farth�ng, he flung from a
d�stance upon the table, where they rattled among the crockery.

‘One, two, three—not one more, dost hear? for there �s already
one too many, and I’ll take care to get �t back; I’ll deduct �t from
someth�ng else of th�ne, as I l�ve. F�fteen francs for that! Thou art
wrong, my lad, and thou’lt be sorry for th�s d�rty tr�ck.’



Qu�te exhausted, Claude let h�m take down the l�ttle canvas, wh�ch
d�sappeared as �f by mag�c �n h�s capac�ous green coat. Had �t
dropped �nto a spec�al pocket, or was �t repos�ng on Papa Malgras’
ample chest? Not the sl�ghtest protuberance �nd�cated �ts
whereabouts.

Hav�ng accompl�shed h�s stroke of bus�ness, Papa Malgras
abruptly calmed down and went towards the door. But he suddenly
changed h�s m�nd and came back. ‘Just l�sten, Lant�er,’ he sa�d, �n
the honeyest of tones; ‘I want a lobster pa�nted. You really owe me
that much after fleec�ng me. I’ll br�ng you the lobster, you’ll pa�nt me
a b�t of st�ll l�fe from �t, and keep �t for your pa�ns. You can eat �t w�th
your fr�ends. It’s settled, �sn’t �t?’

At th�s proposal Sandoz and Dubuche, who had h�therto l�stened
�nqu�s�t�vely, burst �nto such loud laughter that the p�cture-dealer
h�mself became gay. Those confounded pa�nters, they d�d
themselves no good, they s�mply starved. What would have become
of the lazy beggars �f he, Papa Malgras, hadn’t brought a leg of
mutton now and then, or a n�ce fresh pla�ce, or a lobster, w�th �ts
garn�sh of parsley?

‘You’ll pa�nt me my lobster, eh, Lant�er? Much obl�ged.’ And he
stat�oned h�mself anew before the large canvas, w�th h�s wonted
sm�le of m�ngled der�s�on and adm�rat�on. And at last he went off,
repeat�ng, ‘Well, well, there’s a mach�ne.’

Claude wanted to take up h�s palette and brushes once more. But
h�s legs refused the�r serv�ce; h�s arms fell to h�s s�de, st�ff, as �f
p�n�oned there by some occult force. In the �ntense melancholy
s�lence that had followed the d�n of the d�spute he staggered,
d�stracted, bereft of s�ght before h�s shapeless work.

‘I’m done for, I’m done for,’ he gasped. ‘That brute has f�n�shed me
off!’

The clock had just struck seven; he had been at work for e�ght
mortal hours w�thout tast�ng anyth�ng but a crust of bread, w�thout
tak�ng a moment’s rest, ever on h�s legs, shaken by fever�sh
exc�tement. And now the sun was sett�ng, shadows began to darken
the stud�o, wh�ch �n the gloam�ng assumed a most melancholy
aspect. When the l�ght went down l�ke th�s on the cr�s�s of a bad



day’s work, �t seemed to Claude as �f the sun would never r�se aga�n,
but had for ever carr�ed l�fe and all the jub�lant ga�ety of colour away.

‘Come,’ �mplored Sandoz, w�th all the gentleness of brotherly
compass�on. ‘Come, there’s a good fellow.’

Even Dubuche added, ‘You’ll see more clearly �nto �t to-morrow.
Come and d�ne.’

For a moment Claude refused to surrender. He stood rooted to the
spot, deaf to the�r fr�endly vo�ces, and f�ercely obst�nate.

What d�d he want to do then, s�nce h�s t�red f�ngers were no longer
able to grasp the brush? He d�d not know, but, however powerless
he m�ght be, he was gnawed by a mad crav�ng to go on work�ng st�ll
and to create �n sp�te of everyth�ng. Even �f he d�d noth�ng, he would
at least stay there, he would not vacate the spot. All at once,
however, he made up h�s m�nd, shaken the wh�le as by a b�g sob. He
clutched f�rmly hold of h�s broadest palette-kn�fe, and, w�th one deep,
slow sweep, he obl�terated the woman’s head and bosom. It was
ver�table murder, a pound�ng away of human flesh; the whole
d�sappeared �n a murky, muddy mash. By the s�de of the gentleman
�n the dark jacket, am�dst the br�ght verdure, where the two l�ttle
wrestlers so l�ghtly t�nted were d�sport�ng themselves, there
rema�ned naught of the nude, headless, breastless woman but a
mut�lated trunk, a vague cadaverous stump, an �nd�st�nct, l�feless
patch of v�s�onary flesh.

Sandoz and Dubuche were already descend�ng the sta�rs w�th a
great clatter, and Claude followed them, flee�ng h�s work, �n agony at
hav�ng to leave �t thus scarred w�th a gap�ng gash.



III

THE beg�nn�ng of the week proved d�sastrous to Claude. He had
relapsed �nto one of those per�ods of self-doubt that made h�m hate
pa�nt�ng, w�th the hatred of a lover betrayed, who overwhelms the
fa�thless one w�th �nsults although tortured by an uncontrollable
des�re to worsh�p her yet aga�n. So on the Thursday, after three
fr�ghtful days of fru�tless and sol�tary battl�ng, he left home as early
as e�ght �n the morn�ng, bang�ng h�s door v�olently, and feel�ng so
d�sgusted w�th h�mself that he swore he would never take up a brush
aga�n. When he was unh�nged by one of these attacks there was but
one remedy, he had to forget h�mself, and, to do so, �t was needful
that he should look up some comrades w�th whom to quarrel, and,
above all, walk about and trudge across Par�s, unt�l the heat and
odour of battle r�s�ng from her pav�ng-stones put heart �nto h�m
aga�n.

That day, l�ke every other Thursday, he was to d�ne at Sandoz’s, �n
company w�th the�r fr�ends. But what was he to do unt�l the even�ng?
The �dea of rema�n�ng by h�mself, of eat�ng h�s heart out, d�sgusted
h�m. He would have gone stra�ght to h�s fr�end, only he knew that the
latter must be at h�s off�ce. Then the thought of Dubuche occurred to
h�m, but he hes�tated, for the�r old fr�endsh�p had lately been cool�ng
down. He felt that the fratern�ty of the earl�er t�mes of effort no longer
ex�sted between them. He guessed that Dubuche lacked
�ntell�gence, had become covertly host�le, and was occup�ed w�th
amb�t�ons d�fferent from h�s own. However, he, Claude, must go
somewhere. So he made up h�s m�nd, and repa�red to the Rue
Jacob, where the arch�tect rented a small room on the s�xth floor of a
b�g fr�g�d-look�ng house.



Claude was already on the land�ng of the second floor, when the
doorkeeper, call�ng h�m back, snapp�shly told h�m that M. Dubuche
was not at home, and had, �n fact, stayed out all n�ght. The young
man slowly descended the sta�rs and found h�mself �n the street,
stupef�ed, as �t were, by so prod�g�ous an event as an escapade on
the part of Dubuche. It was a p�ece of �nconce�vable bad luck. For a
moment he strolled along a�mlessly; but, as he paused at the corner
of the Rue de Se�ne, not know�ng wh�ch way to go, he suddenly
recollected what h�s fr�end had told h�m about a certa�n n�ght spent at
the Dequersonn�ère stud�o—a n�ght of terr�ble hard work, the eve of
the day on wh�ch the pup�ls’ des�gns had to be depos�ted at the
School of Arts. At once he walked towards the Rue du Four, where
the stud�o was s�tuated. H�therto he had carefully absta�ned from
call�ng there for Dubuche, from fear of the yells w�th wh�ch outs�ders
were greeted. But now he made stra�ght for the place w�thout
fl�nch�ng, h�s t�m�d�ty d�sappear�ng so thoroughly before the angu�sh
of lonel�ness that he felt ready to undergo any amount of �nsult could
he but secure a compan�on �n m�sfortune.

The stud�o was s�tuated �n the narrowest part of the Rue du Four,
at the far end of a decrep�t, tumble-down bu�ld�ng. Claude had to
cross two ev�l-smell�ng courtyards to reach a th�rd, across wh�ch ran
a sort of b�g closed shed, a huge out-house of board and plaster
work, wh�ch had once served as a pack�ng-case maker’s workshop.
From outs�de, through the four large w�ndows, whose panes were
daubed w�th a coat�ng of wh�te lead, noth�ng could be seen but the
bare wh�tewashed ce�l�ng.

Hav�ng pushed the door open, Claude rema�ned mot�onless on the
threshold. The place stretched out before h�m, w�th �ts four long
tables ranged lengthw�se to the w�ndows—broad double tables they
were, wh�ch had swarms of students on e�ther s�de, and were l�ttered
w�th mo�st sponges, pa�nt saucers, �ron candlest�cks, water bowls,
and wooden boxes, �n wh�ch each pup�l kept h�s wh�te l�nen blouse,
h�s compasses, and colours. In one corner, the stove, neglected
s�nce the prev�ous w�nter, stood rust�ng by the s�de of a p�le of coke
that had not been swept away; wh�le at the other end a large �ron
c�stern w�th a tap was suspended between two towels. And am�dst
the bare unt�d�ness of th�s shed, the eye was espec�ally attracted by



the walls wh�ch, above, d�splayed a l�tter of plaster casts ranged �n
haphazard fash�on on shelves, and d�sappeared lower down beh�nd
forests of T-squares and bevels, and p�les of draw�ng boards, t�ed
together w�th webb�ng straps. B�t by b�t, such parts of the part�t�ons
as had rema�ned unoccup�ed had become covered w�th �nscr�pt�ons
and draw�ngs, a constantly r�s�ng flotsam and jetsam of scrawls
traced there as on the marg�n of an ever-open book. There were
car�catures of the students themselves, coarse w�tt�c�sms f�t to make
a gendarme turn pale, ep�grammat�c sentences, add�t�on sums,
addresses, and so forth; wh�le, above all else, wr�tten �n b�g letters,
and occupy�ng the most prom�nent place, appeared th�s �nscr�pt�on:
‘On the 7th of June, Gorfu declared that he d�dn’t care a hang for
Rome.—S�gned, Godemard.‘*

* The allus�on �s to the French Art School at Rome, and the
compet�t�ons �nto wh�ch students enter to obta�n adm�ss�on to �t, or
to secure the pr�zes offered for the best exh�b�ts wh�ch, dur�ng
the�r term of res�dence, they send to Par�s.—ED.

Claude was greeted w�th a growl l�ke that of w�ld beasts d�sturbed
�n the�r la�r. What kept h�m mot�onless was the strange aspect of th�s
place on the morn�ng of the ‘truck n�ght,’ as the embryo arch�tects
termed the cruc�al n�ght of labour. S�nce the prev�ous even�ng, the
whole stud�o, some s�xty pup�ls, had been shut up there; those who
had no des�gns to exh�b�t—‘the n�ggers,’ as they were called
rema�n�ng to help the others, the compet�tors who, be�ng beh�nd
t�me, had to knock off the work of a week �n a dozen hours. Already,
at m�dn�ght, they had stuffed themselves w�th brawn, saveloys, and
s�m�lar v�ands, washed down w�th cheap w�ne. Towards one o’clock
they had secured the company of some ‘lad�es’; and, w�thout the
work abat�ng, the feast had turned �nto a Roman orgy, blended w�th a
smok�ng compet�t�on. On the damp, sta�ned floor there rema�ned a
great l�tter of greasy paper and broken bottles; wh�le the atmosphere
reeked of burnt tallow, musk, h�ghly seasoned sausages, and cheap
blu�sh w�ne.

And now many vo�ces savagely yelled: ‘Turn h�m out. Oh, that
mug! What does he want, that guy? Turn h�m out, turn h�m out.’



For a moment Claude, qu�te dazed, staggered beneath the
v�olence of the onslaught. But the ep�thets became v�ler, for the
acme of elegance, even for the more ref�ned among these young
fellows, was to r�val one’s fr�ends �n beastly language. He was,
nevertheless, recover�ng and beg�nn�ng to answer, when Dubuche
recogn�sed h�m. The latter turned cr�mson, for he detested that k�nd
of adventure. He felt ashamed of h�s fr�end, and rushed towards h�m,
am�dst the jeers, wh�ch were now levelled at h�mself:

‘What, �s �t you?’ he gasped. ‘I told you never to come �n. Just wa�t
for me a m�nute �n the yard.’

At that moment, Claude, who was stepp�ng back, narrowly
escaped be�ng knocked down by a l�ttle hand-truck wh�ch two b�g
full-bearded fellows brought up at a gallop. It was from th�s truck that
the n�ght of heavy to�l der�ved �ts name: and for the last week the
students who had got beh�ndhand w�th the�r work, through tak�ng up
petty pa�d jobs outs�de, had been repeat�ng the cry, ‘Oh! I’m �n the
truck and no m�stake.’ The moment the veh�cle appeared, a clamour
arose. It was a quarter to n�ne o’clock, there was barely t�me to reach
the School of Arts. However, a helter-skelter rush empt�ed the stud�o;
each brought out h�s chases, am�dst a general jostl�ng; those who
obst�nately w�shed to g�ve the�r des�gns a last f�n�sh�ng touch were
knocked about and carr�ed away w�th the�r comrades. In less than
f�ve m�nutes every frame was p�led upon the truck, and the two
bearded fellows, the most recent add�t�ons to the stud�o, harnessed
themselves to �t l�ke cattle and drew �t along w�th all the�r strength,
the others voc�ferat�ng, and push�ng from beh�nd. It was l�ke the rush
of a slu�ce; the three courtyards were crossed am�dst a torrent�al
crash, and the street was �nvaded, flooded by the howl�ng throng.

Claude, nevertheless, had set up runn�ng by the s�de of Dubuche,
who came at the fag-end, very vexed at not hav�ng had another
quarter of an hour to f�n�sh a t�nted draw�ng more carefully.

‘What are you go�ng to do afterwards?’ asked Claude.
‘Oh! I’ve errands wh�ch w�ll take up my whole day.’
The pa�nter was gr�eved to see that even th�s fr�end escaped h�m.

‘All r�ght, then,’ sa�d he; ‘�n that case I leave you. Shall we see you at
Sandoz’s to-n�ght?’



‘Yes, I th�nk so; unless I’m kept to d�nner elsewhere.’
Both were gett�ng out of breath. The band of embryo arch�tects,

w�thout slacken�ng the�r pace, had purposely taken the longest way
round for the pleasure of prolong�ng the�r uproar. After rush�ng down
the Rue du Four, they dashed across the Place Gozl�n and swept
�nto the Rue de l’Echaude. Head�ng the process�on was the truck,
drawn and pushed along more and more v�gorously, and constantly
rebound�ng over the rough pav�ng-stones, am�d the jolt�ng of the
frames w�th wh�ch �t was laden. Its escort galloped along madly,
compell�ng the passers-by to draw back close to the houses �n order
to save themselves from be�ng knocked down; wh�le the shop-
keepers, stand�ng open-mouthed on the�r doorsteps, bel�eved �n a
revolut�on. The whole ne�ghbourhood seemed topsy-turvy. In the
Rue Jacob, such was the rush, so fr�ghtful were the yells, that
several house shutters were hast�ly closed. As the Rue Bonaparte
was, at last, be�ng reached, one tall, fa�r fellow thought �t a good joke
to catch hold of a l�ttle servant g�rl who stood bew�ldered on the
pavement, and drag her along w�th them, l�ke a w�sp of straw caught
�n a torrent.

‘Well,’ sa�d Claude, ‘good-bye, then; I’ll see you to-n�ght.’
‘Yes, to-n�ght.’
The pa�nter, out of breath, had stopped at the corner of the Rue

des Beaux Arts. The court gates of the Art School stood w�de open
�n front of h�m, and the process�on plunged �nto the yard.

After draw�ng breath, Claude retraced h�s steps to the Rue de
Se�ne. H�s bad luck was �ncreas�ng; �t seemed orda�ned that he
should not be able to begu�le a chum from work that morn�ng. So he
went up the street, and slowly walked on as far as the Place du
Pantheon, w�thout any def�n�te a�m. Then �t occurred to h�m that he
m�ght just look �nto the Mun�c�pal Off�ces, �f only to shake hands w�th
Sandoz. That would, at any rate, mean ten m�nutes well spent. But
he pos�t�vely gasped when he was told by an attendant that M.
Sandoz had asked for a day off to attend a funeral. However, he
knew the tr�ck of old. H�s fr�end always found the same pretext
whenever he wanted to do a good day’s work at home. He had
already made up h�s m�nd to jo�n h�m there, when a feel�ng of art�st�c



brotherl�ness, the scruple of an honest worker, made h�m pause; yes,
�t would be a cr�me to go and d�sturb that good fellow, and �nfect h�m
w�th the d�scouragement born of a d�ff�cult task, at the very moment
when he was, no doubt, manfully accompl�sh�ng h�s own work.

So Claude had to res�gn h�mself to h�s fate. He dragged h�s black
melancholy along the quays unt�l m�d-day, h�s head so heavy, so full
of thoughts of h�s lack of power, that he only esp�ed the well-loved
hor�zons of the Se�ne through a m�st. Then he found h�mself once
more �n the Rue de la Femme-sans-Tête, where he breakfasted at
Gomard’s w�ne shop, whose s�gn ‘The Dog of Montarg�s,’ �nsp�red
h�m w�th �nterest. Some stonemasons, �n the�r work�ng blouses,
bespattered w�th mortar, were there at table, and, l�ke them, and w�th
them, he ate h�s e�ght sous’ ‘ord�nary’—some beef broth �n a bowl, �n
wh�ch he soaked some bread, followed by a sl�ce of bo�led soup-
beef, garn�shed w�th har�cot beans, and served up on a plate damp
w�th d�sh-water. However, �t was st�ll too good, he thought, for a brute
unable to earn h�s bread. Whenever h�s work m�scarr�ed, he
undervalued h�mself, ranked h�mself lower than a common labourer,
whose s�newy arms could at least perform the�r appo�nted task. For
an hour he l�ngered �n the tavern brut�fy�ng h�mself by l�sten�ng to the
conversat�on at the tables around h�m. Once outs�de he slowly
resumed h�s walk �n haphazard fash�on.

When he got to the Place de l’Hôtel de V�lle, however, a fresh �dea
made h�m qu�cken h�s pace. Why had he not thought of Fagerolles?
Fagerolles was a n�ce fellow, gay, and by no means a fool, although
he stud�ed at the School of Arts. One could talk w�th h�m, even when
he defended bad pa�nt�ng. If he had lunched at h�s father’s, �n the
Rue V�e�lle-du-Temple, he must certa�nly st�ll be there.

On enter�ng the narrow street, Claude felt a sensat�on of
refresh�ng coolness come over h�m. In the sun �t had grown very
warm, and mo�sture rose from the pavement, wh�ch, however br�ght
the sky, rema�ned damp and greasy beneath the constant tramp�ng
of the pedestr�ans. Every m�nute, when a push obl�ged Claude to
leave the footwalk, he found h�mself �n danger of be�ng knocked
down by trucks or vans. St�ll the street amused h�m, w�th �ts
straggl�ng houses out of l�ne, the�r flat frontages chequered w�th



s�gnboards up to the very eaves, and p�erced w�th small w�ndows,
whence came the hum of every k�nd of hand�work that can be carr�ed
on at home. In one of the narrowest parts of the street a small
newspaper shop made h�m stop. It was betw�xt a ha�rdresser’s and a
tr�peseller’s, and had an outdoor d�splay of �d�ot�c pr�nts, romant�c
balderdash m�xed w�th f�lthy car�catures f�t for a barrack-room. In
front of these ‘p�ctures,’ a lank hobbledehoy stood lost �n rever�e,
wh�le two young g�rls nudged each other and jeered. He felt �ncl�ned
to slap the�r faces, but he hurr�ed across the road, for Fagerolles’
house happened to be oppos�te. It was a dark old tenement,
stand�ng forward from the others, and was bespattered l�ke them
w�th the mud from the gutters. As an omn�bus came up, Claude
barely had t�me to jump upon the foot pavement, there reduced to
the proport�ons of a s�mple ledge; the wheels brushed aga�nst h�s
chest, and he was drenched to h�s knees.

M. Fagerolles, sen�or, a manufacturer of art�st�c z�nc-work, had h�s
workshops on the ground floor of the bu�ld�ng, and hav�ng converted
two large front rooms on the f�rst floor �nto a warehouse, he
personally occup�ed a small, dark, cellar-l�ke apartment overlook�ng
the courtyard. It was there that h�s son Henr� had grown up, l�ke a
true spec�men of the flora of the Par�s streets, at the edge of that
narrow pavement constantly struck by the omn�bus wheels, always
soddened by the gutter water, and oppos�te the pr�nt and newspaper
shop, flanked by the barber’s and tr�peseller’s. At f�rst h�s father had
made an ornamental draughtsman of h�m for personal use. But when
the lad had developed h�gher amb�t�on, tak�ng to pa�nt�ng proper, and
talk�ng about the School of Arts, there had been quarrels, blows, a
ser�es of separat�ons and reconc�l�at�ons. Even now, although Henr�
had already ach�eved some successes, the manufacturer of art�st�c
z�nc-work, wh�le lett�ng h�m have h�s w�ll, treated h�m harshly, l�ke a
lad who was spo�l�ng h�s career.

After shak�ng off the water, Claude went up the deep archway
entrance, to a courtyard, where the l�ght was qu�te green�sh, and
where there was a dank, musty smell, l�ke that at the bottom of a
tank. There was an overhang�ng roof�ng of glass and �ron at the foot
of the sta�rcase, wh�ch was a w�de one, w�th a wrought-�ron ra�l�ng,
eaten w�th rust. As the pa�nter passed the warehouse on the f�rst



floor, he glanced through a glass door and not�ced M. Fagerolles
exam�n�ng some patterns. W�sh�ng to be pol�te, he entered, �n sp�te
of the art�st�c d�sgust he felt for all that z�nc, coloured to �m�tate
bronze, and hav�ng all the repuls�ve mendac�ous prett�ness of
spur�ous art.

‘Good morn�ng, mons�eur. Is Henr� st�ll at home?’
The manufacturer, a stout, sallow-look�ng man, drew h�mself

stra�ght am�dst all h�s nosegay vases and cruets and statuettes. He
had �n h�s hand a new model of a thermometer, formed of a juggl�ng
g�rl who crouched and balanced the glass tube on her nose.

‘Henr� d�d not come �n to lunch,’ he answered dr�ly.
Th�s cool recept�on upset Claude. ‘Ah! he d�d not come back; I beg

pardon for hav�ng d�sturbed you, then. Good-day, mons�eur.’
‘Good-day.’
Once more outs�de, Claude began to swear to h�mself. H�s �ll-luck

was complete, Fagerolles escaped h�m also. He even felt vexed w�th
h�mself for hav�ng gone there, and hav�ng taken an �nterest �n that
p�cturesque old street; he was �nfur�ated by the romant�c gangrene
that ever sprouted afresh w�th�n h�m, do what he m�ght. It was h�s
malady, perhaps, the false pr�nc�ple wh�ch he somet�mes felt l�ke a
bar across h�s skull. And when he had reached the quays aga�n, he
thought of go�ng home to see whether h�s p�cture was really so very
bad. But the mere �dea made h�m tremble all over. H�s stud�o
seemed a chamber of horrors, where he could no more cont�nue to
l�ve, as �f, �ndeed, he had left the corpse of some beloved be�ng
there. No, no; to cl�mb the three fl�ghts of sta�rs, to open the door, to
shut h�mself up face to face w�th ‘that,’ would have needed strength
beyond h�s courage. So he crossed the Se�ne and went along the
Rue St. Jacques. He felt too wretched and lonely; and, come what
m�ght, he would go to the Rue d’Enfer to turn Sandoz from h�s work.

Sandoz’s l�ttle fourth-floor flat cons�sted of a d�n�ng-room, a
bedroom, and a str�p of k�tchen. It was tenanted by h�mself alone; h�s
mother, d�sabled by paralys�s, occup�ed on the other s�de of the
land�ng a s�ngle room, where she l�ved �n morose and voluntary
sol�tude. The street was a deserted one; the w�ndows of the rooms
overlooked the gardens of the Deaf and Dumb Asylum, above wh�ch



rose the rounded crest of a lofty tree, and the square tower of St.
Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.

Claude found Sandoz �n h�s room, bend�ng over h�s table, busy
w�th a page of ‘copy.’

‘I am d�sturb�ng you?’ sa�d Claude.
‘Not at all. I have been work�ng ever s�nce morn�ng, and I’ve had

enough of �t. I’ve been k�ll�ng myself for the last hour over a sentence
that reads anyhow, and wh�ch has worr�ed me all through my lunch.’

The pa�nter made a gesture of despa�r, and the other, see�ng h�m
so gloomy, at once understood matters.

‘You don’t get on e�ther, eh? Well, let’s go out. A sharp walk w�ll
take a l�ttle of the rust off us. Shall we go?’

As he was pass�ng the k�tchen, however, an old woman stopped
h�m. It was h�s charwoman, who, as a rule, came only for two hours
�n the morn�ng and two hours �n the even�ng. On Thursdays,
however, she rema�ned the whole afternoon �n order to look after the
d�nner.

‘Then �t’s dec�ded, mons�eur?’ she asked. ‘It’s to be a p�ece of
skate and a leg of mutton, w�th potatoes.’

‘Yes, �f you l�ke.’
‘For how many am I to lay the cloth?’
‘Oh! as for that, one never knows. Lay for f�ve, at any rate; we’ll

see afterwards. D�nner at seven, eh? we’ll try to be home by then.’
When they were on the land�ng, Sandoz, leav�ng Claude to wa�t for

h�m, stole �nto h�s mother’s room. When he came out aga�n, �n the
same d�screet affect�onate manner, they both went downsta�rs �n
s�lence. Outs�de, hav�ng sn�ffed to r�ght and left, as �f to see wh�ch
way the w�nd blew, they ended by go�ng up the street, reached the
Place de l’Observato�re, and turned down the Boulevard du
Montparnasse. Th�s was the�r ord�nary promenade; they reached the
spot �nst�nct�vely, be�ng fond of the w�de expanse of the outer
boulevards, where they could roam and lounge at ease. They
cont�nued s�lent, for the�r heads were heavy st�ll, but the comfort of
be�ng together gradually made them more serene. St�ll �t was only



when they were oppos�te the Western Ra�lway Stat�on that Sandoz
spoke.

‘I say, suppose we go to Mahoudeau’s, to see how he’s gett�ng on
w�th h�s b�g mach�ne. I know that he has g�ven “h�s gods and sa�nts”
the sl�p to-day.’

‘All r�ght,’ answered Claude. ‘Let’s go to Mahoudeau’s.’
They at once turned �nto the Rue du Cherche-M�d�. There, at a few

steps from the boulevard, Mahoudeau, a sculptor, had rented the
shop of a fru�terer who had fa�led �n bus�ness, and he had �nstalled
h�s stud�o there�n, content�ng h�mself w�th cover�ng the w�ndows w�th
a layer of wh�ten�ng. At th�s po�nt, the street, w�de and deserted, has
a qu�et, prov�nc�al aspect, w�th a somewhat eccles�ast�cal touch.
Large gateways stand w�de open show�ng a success�on of deep
roomy yards; from a cowkeeper’s establ�shment comes a tep�d,
pungent smell of l�tter; and the dead wall of a convent stretches
away for a goodly length. It was between th�s convent and a
herbal�st’s that the shop transformed �nto a stud�o was s�tuated. It st�ll
bore on �ts s�gn-board the �nscr�pt�on, ‘Fru�t and Vegetables,’ �n large
yellow letters.

Claude and Sandoz narrowly m�ssed be�ng bl�nded by some l�ttle
g�rls who were sk�pp�ng �n the street. On the foot pavement sat
several fam�l�es whose barr�cades of cha�rs compelled the fr�ends to
step down on to the roadway. However, they were draw�ng n�gh,
when the s�ght of the herbal�st’s shop delayed them for a moment.
Between �ts w�ndows, decked w�th enemas, bandages, and s�m�lar
th�ngs, beneath the dr�ed herbs hang�ng above the doorway, whence
came a constant aromat�c smell, a th�n, dark woman stood tak�ng
stock of them, wh�le, beh�nd her, �n the gloom of the shop, one saw
the vague s�lhouette of a l�ttle s�ckly-look�ng man, who was cough�ng
and expectorat�ng. The fr�ends nudged each other, the�r eyes l�ghted
up w�th banter�ng m�rth; and then they turned the handle of
Mahoudeau’s door.

The shop, though tolerably roomy, was almost f�lled by a mass of
clay: a colossal Bacchante, fall�ng back upon a rock. The wooden
stays bent beneath the we�ght of that almost shapeless p�le, of wh�ch
noth�ng but some huge l�mbs could as yet be d�st�ngu�shed. Some



water had been sp�lt on the floor, several muddy buckets straggled
here and there, wh�le a heap of mo�stened plaster was ly�ng �n a
corner. On the shelves, formerly occup�ed by fru�t and vegetables,
were scattered some casts from the ant�que, covered w�th a tracery
of c�nder-l�ke dust wh�ch had gradually collected there. A wash-
house k�nd of dampness, a stale smell of mo�st clay, rose from the
floor. And the wretchedness of th�s sculptor’s stud�o and the d�rt
attendant upon the profess�on were made st�ll more consp�cuous by
the wan l�ght that f�ltered through the shop w�ndows besmeared w�th
wh�ten�ng.

‘What! �s �t you?’ shouted Mahoudeau, who sat before h�s female
f�gure, smok�ng a p�pe.

He was small and th�n, w�th a bony face, already wr�nkled at
twenty-seven. H�s black mane-l�ke ha�r lay entangled over h�s very
low forehead, and h�s sallow mask, ugly almost to feroc�ousness,
was l�ghted up by a pa�r of ch�ld�sh eyes, br�ght and empty, wh�ch
sm�led w�th w�nn�ng s�mpl�c�ty. The son of a stonemason of Plassans,
he had ach�eved great success at the local art compet�t�ons, and had
afterwards come to Par�s as the town laureate, w�th an allowance of
e�ght hundred francs per annum, for a per�od of four years. In the
cap�tal, however, he had found h�mself at sea, defenceless, fa�l�ng �n
h�s compet�t�ons at the School of Arts, and spend�ng h�s allowance to
no purpose; so that, at the end of h�s term, he had been obl�ged for a
l�vel�hood to enter the employment of a dealer �n church statues, at
whose establ�shment, for ten hours a day, he scraped away at St.
Josephs, St. Rochs, Mary Magdalens, and, �n fact, all the sa�nts of
the calendar. For the last s�x months, however, he had exper�enced a
rev�val of amb�t�on, on f�nd�ng h�mself once more among h�s
comrades of Provence, the eldest of whom he was—fellows whom
he had known at Geraud’s board�ng-school for l�ttle boys, and who
had s�nce grown �nto savage revolut�onar�es. At present, through h�s
constant �ntercourse w�th �mpass�oned art�sts, who troubled h�s bra�n
w�th all sorts of w�ld theor�es, h�s amb�t�on a�med at the g�gant�c.

‘The dev�l!’ sa�d Claude, ‘there’s a lump.’
The sculptor, del�ghted, gave a long pull at h�s p�pe, and blew a

cloud of smoke.



‘Eh, �sn’t �t? I am go�ng to g�ve them some flesh, and l�v�ng flesh,
too; not the bladders of lard that they turn out.’

‘It’s a woman bath�ng, �sn’t �t?’ asked Sandoz.
‘No; I shall put some v�ne leaves around her head. A Bacchante,

you understand.’
At th�s Claude flew �nto a v�olent pass�on.
‘A Bacchante? Do you want to make fools of people? Does such a

th�ng as a Bacchante ex�st? A v�ntag�ng g�rl, eh? And qu�te modern,
dash �t all. I know she’s nude, so let her be a peasant woman who
has undressed. And that must be properly conveyed, m�nd; people
must real�se that she l�ves.’

Mahoudeau, taken aback, l�stened, trembl�ng. He was afra�d of
Claude, and bowed to h�s �deal of strength and truth. So he even
�mproved upon the pa�nter’s �dea.

‘Yes, yes, that’s what I meant to say—a v�ntag�ng g�rl. And you’ll
see whether there �sn’t a real touch of woman about her.’

At that moment Sandoz, who had been mak�ng the tour of the
huge block of clay, excla�med: ‘Why, here’s that sneak of a Chaîne.’

Beh�nd the p�le, �ndeed, sat Chaîne, a burly fellow who was qu�etly
pa�nt�ng away, copy�ng the f�reless rusty stove on a small canvas. It
could be told that he was a peasant by h�s heavy, del�berate manner
and h�s bull-neck, tanned and hardened l�ke leather. H�s only
not�ceable feature was h�s forehead, d�splay�ng all the bumps of
obst�nacy; for h�s nose was so small as to be lost between h�s red
cheeks, wh�le a st�ff beard h�d h�s powerful jaws. He came from Sa�nt
F�rm�n, a v�llage about s�x m�les from Plassans, where he had been a
cow-boy, unt�l he drew for the conscr�pt�on; and h�s m�sfortunes
dated from the enthus�asm that a gentleman of the ne�ghbourhood
had shown for the walk�ng-st�ck handles wh�ch he carved out of roots
w�th h�s kn�fe. From that moment, hav�ng become a rust�c gen�us, an
embryo great man for th�s local conno�sseur, who happened to be a
member of the museum comm�ttee, he had been helped by h�m,
adulated and dr�ven crazy w�th hopes; but he had success�vely fa�led
�n everyth�ng—h�s stud�es and compet�t�ons—thus m�ss�ng the
town’s purse. Nevertheless, he had started for Par�s, after worry�ng



h�s father, a wretched peasant, �nto premature payment of h�s
her�tage, a thousand francs, on wh�ch he reckoned to l�ve for a
twelvemonth wh�le awa�t�ng the prom�sed v�ctory. The thousand
francs had lasted e�ghteen months. Then, as he had only twenty
francs left, he had taken up h�s quarters w�th h�s fr�end, Mahoudeau.
They both slept �n the same bed, �n the dark back shop; they both �n
turn cut sl�ces from the same loaves of bread—of wh�ch they bought
suff�c�ent for a fortn�ght at a t�me, so that �t m�ght get very hard, and
that they m�ght thus be able to eat but l�ttle of �t.

‘I say, Chaîne,’ cont�nued Sandoz, ‘your stove �s really very exact.’
Chaîne, w�thout answer�ng, gave a chuckle of tr�umph wh�ch

l�ghted up h�s face l�ke a sunbeam. By a crown�ng stroke of
�mbec�l�ty, and to make h�s m�sfortunes perfect, h�s protector’s adv�ce
had thrown h�m �nto pa�nt�ng, �n sp�te of the real taste that he showed
for wood carv�ng. And he pa�nted l�ke a wh�tewasher, m�x�ng h�s
colours as a hodman m�xes h�s mortar, and manag�ng to make the
clearest and br�ghtest of them qu�te muddy. H�s tr�umph cons�sted,
however, �n comb�n�ng exactness w�th awkwardness; he d�splayed all
the na�ve m�nuteness of the pr�m�t�ve pa�nters; �n fact, h�s m�nd,
barely ra�sed from the clods, del�ghted �n petty deta�ls. The stove,
w�th �ts perspect�ve all awry, was tame and prec�se, and �n colour as
d�ngy as m�re.

Claude approached and felt full of compass�on at the s�ght of that
pa�nt�ng, and though he was as a rule so harsh towards bad
pa�nters, h�s compass�on prompted h�m to say a word of pra�se.

‘Ah! one can’t say that you are a tr�ckster; you pa�nt, at any rate,
as you feel. Very good, �ndeed.’

However, the door of the shop had opened, and a good-look�ng,
fa�r fellow, w�th a b�g p�nk nose, and large, blue, short-s�ghted eyes,
entered shout�ng:

‘I say, why does that herbal�st woman next door always stand on
her doorstep? What an ugly mug she’s got!’

They all laughed, except Mahoudeau, who seemed very much
embarrassed.



‘Jory, the K�ng of Blunderers,’ declared Sandoz, shak�ng hands
w�th the new comer.

‘Why? What? Is Mahoudeau �nterested �n her? I d�dn’t know,’
resumed Jory, when he had at length grasped the s�tuat�on. ‘Well,
well, what does �t matter? When everyth�ng’s sa�d, they are all
�rres�st�ble.’

‘As for you,’ the sculptor rejo�ned, ‘I can see you have tumbled on
your lady-love’s f�nger-na�ls aga�n. She has dug a b�t out of your
cheek!’

They all burst out laugh�ng anew, wh�le Jory, �n h�s turn, reddened.
In fact, h�s face was scratched: there were even two deep gashes
across �t. The son of a mag�strate of Plassans, whom he had dr�ven
half-crazy by h�s d�ssolute conduct, he had crowned everyth�ng by
runn�ng away w�th a mus�c-hall s�nger under the pretext of go�ng to
Par�s to follow the l�terary profess�on. Dur�ng the s�x months that they
had been camp�ng together �n a shady hotel of the Quart�er Lat�n, the
g�rl had almost flayed h�m al�ve each t�me she caught h�m pay�ng
attent�on to anybody else of her sex. And, as th�s often happened, he
always had some fresh scar to show—a bloody nose, a torn ear, or a
damaged eye, swollen and blackened.

At last they all began to talk, w�th the except�on of Chaîne, who
went on pa�nt�ng w�th the determ�ned express�on of an ox at the
plough. Jory had at once gone �nto ecstas�es over the roughly
�nd�cated f�gure of the v�ntag�ng g�rl. He worsh�pped a mass�ve style
of beauty. H�s f�rst wr�t�ngs �n h�s nat�ve town had been some
Parnass�an sonnets celebrat�ng the cop�ous charms of a handsome
pork-butcheress. In Par�s—where he had fallen �n w�th the whole
band of Plassans—he had taken to art cr�t�c�sm, and, for a l�vel�hood,
he wrote art�cles for twenty francs ap�ece �n a small, slash�ng paper
called ‘The Drummer.’ Indeed, one of these art�cles, a study on a
p�cture by Claude exh�b�ted at Papa Malgras’s, had just caused a
tremendous scandal; for Jory had there�n run down all the pa�nters
whom the publ�c apprec�ated to extol h�s fr�end, whom he set up as
the leader of a new school, the school of the ‘open a�r.’ Very pract�cal
at heart, he d�d not care �n real�ty a rap about anyth�ng that d�d not
conduce to h�s own pleasures; he s�mply repeated the theor�es he



heard enunc�ated by h�s fr�ends. ‘I say, Mahoudeau,’ he now
excla�med, ‘you shall have an art�cle; I’ll launch that woman of yours.
What l�mbs, my boys! She’s magn�f�cent!’

Then suddenly chang�ng the conversat�on: ‘By the way,’ he sa�d,
‘my m�serly father has apolog�sed. He �s afra�d I shall drag h�s name
through the mud, so he sends me a hundred francs a month now. I
am pay�ng my debts.’

‘Debts! you are too careful to have any,’ muttered Sandoz, w�th a
sm�le.

In fact, Jory d�splayed a hered�tary t�ghtness of f�st wh�ch much
amused h�s fr�ends. He managed to lead a profl�gate l�fe w�thout
money and w�thout �ncurr�ng debts; and w�th the sk�ll he thus
d�splayed was all�ed constant dupl�c�ty, a hab�t of �ncessantly ly�ng,
wh�ch he had contracted �n the devout sphere of h�s fam�ly, where h�s
anx�ety to h�de h�s v�ces had made h�m l�e about everyth�ng at all
hours, and even w�thout occas�on. But he now gave a superb reply,
the cry of a sage of deep exper�ence.

‘Oh, you fellows, you don’t know the worth of money!’
Th�s t�me he was hooted. What a ph�l�st�ne! And the �nvect�ves

cont�nued, when some l�ght taps on one of the w�ndow-panes
suddenly made the d�n cease.

‘She �s really becom�ng a nu�sance,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, w�th a
gesture of annoyance.

‘Eh? Who �s �t? The herbal�st woman?’ asked Jory. ‘Let her come
�n; �t w�ll be great fun.’

The door �ndeed had already been opened, and Mahoudeau’s
ne�ghbour, Madame Jabou�lle, or Math�lde, as she was fam�l�arly
called, appeared on the threshold. She was about th�rty, w�th a flat
face horr�bly emac�ated, and pass�onate eyes, the l�ds of wh�ch had a
blu�sh t�nge as �f they were bru�sed. It was sa�d that some members
of the clergy had brought about her marr�age w�th l�ttle Jabou�lle, at a
t�me when the latter’s bus�ness was st�ll flour�sh�ng, thanks to the
custom of all the p�ous folk of the ne�ghbourhood. The truth was, that
one somet�mes esp�ed black cassocks stealth�ly cross�ng that
myster�ous shop, where all the aromat�c herbs set a perfume of



�ncense. A k�nd of clo�stral qu�etude pervaded the place; the
devotees who came �n spoke �n low vo�ces, as �f �n a confess�onal,
sl�pped the�r purchases �nto the�r bags furt�vely, and went off w�th
downcast eyes. Unfortunately, some very horr�d rumours had got
abroad—slander �nvented by the w�ne-shop keeper oppos�te, sa�d
p�ous folks. At any rate, s�nce the w�dower had re-marr�ed, the
bus�ness had been go�ng to the dogs. The glass jars seemed to have
lost all the�r br�ghtness, and the dr�ed herbs, suspended from the
ce�l�ng, were tumbl�ng to dust. Jabou�lle h�mself was cough�ng h�s l�fe
out, reduced to a very skeleton. And although Math�lde professed to
be rel�g�ous, the p�ous customers gradually deserted her, be�ng of
op�n�on that she made herself too consp�cuous w�th young fellows of
the ne�ghbourhood now that Jabou�lle was almost eaten out of house
and home.

For a moment Math�lde rema�ned mot�onless, bl�nk�ng her eyes. A
pungent smell had spread through the shop, a smell of s�mples,
wh�ch she brought w�th her �n her clothes and greasy, tumbled ha�r;
the s�ckly sweetness of mallow, the sharp odour of elderseed, the
b�tter effluv�a of rhubarb, but, above all, the hot wh�ff of pepperm�nt,
wh�ch seemed l�ke her very breath.

She made a gesture of fe�gned surpr�se. ‘Oh, dear me! you have
company—I d�d not know; I’ll drop �n aga�n.’

‘Yes, do,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, look�ng very vexed. ‘Bes�des, I am
go�ng out; you can g�ve me a s�tt�ng on Sunday.’

At th�s Claude, stupef�ed, fa�rly stared at the emac�ated Math�lde,
and then at the huge v�ntag�ng woman.

‘What?’ he cr�ed, ‘�s �t madame who poses for that f�gure? The
d�ckens, you exaggerate!’

Then the laughter began aga�n, wh�le the sculptor stammered h�s
explanat�ons. ‘Oh! she only poses for the head and the hands, and
merely just to g�ve me a few �nd�cat�ons.’

Math�lde, however, laughed w�th the others, w�th a sharp, brazen-
faced laughter, show�ng the wh�le the gap�ng holes �n her mouth,
where several teeth were want�ng.



‘Yes,’ resumed Mahoudeau. ‘I have to go out on some bus�ness
now. Isn’t �t so, you fellows, we are expected over yonder?’

He had w�nked at h�s fr�ends, feel�ng eager for a good lounge.
They all answered that they were expected, and helped h�m to cover
the f�gure of the v�ntag�ng g�rl w�th some str�ps of old l�nen wh�ch
were soak�ng �n a pa�l of water.

However, Math�lde, look�ng subm�ss�ve but sad, d�d not st�r. She
merely sh�fted from one place to another, when they pushed aga�nst
her, wh�le Chaîne, who was no longer pa�nt�ng, glanced at her over
h�s p�cture. So far, he had not opened h�s l�ps. But as Mahoudeau at
last went off w�th h�s three fr�ends, he made up h�s m�nd to ask, �n h�s
husky vo�ce:

‘Shall you come home to-n�ght?’
‘Very late. Have your d�nner and go to bed. Good-bye.’
Then Chaîne rema�ned alone w�th Math�lde �n the damp shop,

am�dst the heaps of clay and the puddles of water, wh�le the chalky
l�ght from the wh�tened w�ndows glared crudely over all the wretched
unt�d�ness.

Meant�me the four others, Claude and Mahoudeau, Jory and
Sandoz, strolled along, seem�ng to take up the whole w�dth of the
Boulevard des Inval�des. It was the usual th�ng, the band was
gradually �ncreased by the access�on of comrades p�cked up on the
way, and then came the w�ld march of a horde upon the war-path.
W�th the bold assurance of the�r twenty summers, these young
fellows took possess�on of the foot pavement. The moment they
were together trumpets seemed to sound �n advance of them; they
se�zed upon Par�s and qu�etly dropped �t �nto the�r pockets. There
was no longer the sl�ghtest doubt about the�r v�ctory; they freely
d�splayed the�r threadbare coats and old shoes, l�ke dest�ned
conquerors of to-morrow who d�sda�ned bagatelles, and had only to
take the trouble to become the masters of all the luxury surround�ng
them. And all th�s was attended by huge contempt for everyth�ng that
was not art—contempt for fortune, contempt for the world at large,
and, above all, contempt for pol�t�cs. What was the good of all such
rubb�sh? Only a lot of �ncapables meddled w�th �t. A warped v�ew of
th�ngs, magn�f�cent �n �ts very �njust�ce, exalted them; an �ntent�onal



�gnorance of the necess�t�es of soc�al l�fe, the crazy dream of hav�ng
none but art�sts upon earth. They seemed very stup�d at t�mes, but,
all the same, the�r pass�on made them strong and brave.

Claude became exc�ted. Fa�th �n h�mself rev�ved am�dst the glow
of common hopes. H�s worry of the morn�ng had only left a vague
numbness beh�nd, and he now once more began to d�scuss h�s
p�cture w�th Sandoz and Mahoudeau, swear�ng, �t �s true, that he
would destroy �t the next day. Jory, who was very short-s�ghted,
stared at all the elderly lad�es he met, and a�red h�s theor�es on
art�st�c work. A man ought to g�ve h�s full measure at once �n the f�rst
spurt of �nsp�rat�on; as for h�mself, he never corrected anyth�ng. And,
st�ll d�scuss�ng, the four fr�ends went on down the boulevard, wh�ch,
w�th �ts comparat�ve sol�tude, and �ts endless rows of f�ne trees,
seemed to have been expressly des�gned as an arena for the�r
d�sputat�ons. When they reached the Esplanade, the wrangl�ng
became so v�olent that they stopped �n the m�ddle of that large open
space. Bes�de h�mself, Claude called Jory a numskull; was �t not
better to destroy one’s work than to launch a med�ocre performance
upon the world? Truckl�ng to trade was really d�sgust�ng. Mahoudeau
and Sandoz, on the�r s�de, shouted both together at the same t�me.
Some passers-by, feel�ng uneasy, turned round to look, and at last
gathered round these fur�ous young fellows, who seemed bent on
swallow�ng each other. But they went off vexed, th�nk�ng that some
pract�cal joke had been played upon them, when they suddenly saw
the quartette, all good fr�ends aga�n, go �nto raptures over a wet-
nurse, dressed �n l�ght colours, w�th long cherry-t�nted r�bbons
stream�ng from her cap. There, now! That was someth�ng l�ke—what
a t�nt, what a br�ght note �t set am�d the surround�ngs! Del�ghted,
bl�nk�ng the�r eyes, they followed the nurse under the trees, and then
suddenly seemed roused and aston�shed to f�nd they had already
come so far. The Esplanade, open on all s�des, save on the south,
where rose the d�stant p�le of the Hôtel des Inval�des, del�ghted them
—�t was so vast, so qu�et; they there had plenty of room for the�r
gestures; and they recovered breath there, although they were
always declar�ng that Par�s was far too small for them, and lacked
suff�c�ent a�r to �nflate the�r amb�t�ous lungs.



‘Are you go�ng anywhere part�cular?’ asked Sandoz of Mahoudeau
and Jory.

‘No,’ answered the latter, ‘we are go�ng w�th you. Where are you
go�ng?’

Claude, gaz�ng carelessly about h�m, muttered: ‘I don’t know. That
way, �f you l�ke.’

They turned on to the Qua� d’Orsay, and went as far as the Pont
de la Concorde. In front of the Corps Leg�slat�f the pa�nter remarked,
w�th an a�r of d�sgust: ‘What a h�deous p�le!’

‘Jules Favre made a f�ne speech the other day. How he d�d r�le
Rouher,’ sa�d Jory.

However, the others left h�m no t�me to proceed, the d�sputes
began afresh. ‘Who was Jules Favre? Who was Rouher? D�d they
ex�st? A parcel of �d�ots whom no one would remember ten years
after the�r death.’ The young men had now begun to cross the
br�dge, and they shrugged the�r shoulders w�th compass�on. Then,
on reach�ng the Place de la Concorde, they stopped short and
relapsed �nto s�lence.

‘Well,’ op�ned Claude at last, ‘th�s �sn’t bad, by any means.’
It was four o’clock, and the day was wan�ng am�dst a glor�ous

powdery sh�mmer. To the r�ght and left, towards the Madele�ne and
towards the Corps Leg�slat�f, l�nes of bu�ld�ngs stretched away,
show�ng aga�nst the sky, wh�le �n the Tu�ler�es Gardens rose
grad�ents of lofty rounded chestnut trees. And between the verdant
borders of the pleasure walks, the avenue of the Champs Elysées
sloped upward as far as the eye could reach, topped by the colossal
Arc de Tr�omphe, agape �n front of the �nf�n�te. A double current, a
twofold stream rolled along—horses show�ng l�ke l�v�ng edd�es,
veh�cles l�ke retreat�ng waves, wh�ch the reflect�ons of a panel or the
sudden sparkle of the glass of a carr�age lamp seemed to t�p w�th
wh�te foam. Lower down, the square—w�th �ts vast footways, �ts
roads as broad as lakes—was f�lled w�th a constant ebb and flow,
crossed �n every d�rect�on by wh�rl�ng wheels, and peopled w�th black
specks of men, wh�le the two founta�ns plashed and streamed,
exhal�ng del�c�ous coolness am�d all the ardent l�fe.



Claude, qu�ver�ng w�th exc�tement, kept say�ng: ‘Ah! Par�s! It’s
ours. We have only to take �t.’

They all grew exc�ted, the�r eyes opened w�de w�th des�re. Was �t
not glory herself that swept from the summ�t of that avenue over the
whole cap�tal? Par�s was there, and they longed to make her the�rs.

‘Well, we’ll take her one day,’ sa�d Sandoz, w�th h�s obst�nate a�r.
‘To be sure we shall,’ sa�d Mahoudeau and Jory �n the s�mplest

manner.
They had resumed walk�ng; they st�ll roamed about, found

themselves beh�nd the Madele�ne, and went up the Rue Tronchet. At
last, as they reached the Place du Havre, Sandoz excla�med, ‘So we
are go�ng to Baudequ�n’s, eh?’

The others looked as �f they had dropped from the sky; �n fact, �t
d�d seem as �f they were go�ng to Baudequ�n’s.

‘What day of the week �s �t?’ asked Claude. ‘Thursday, eh? Then
Fagerolles and Gagn�ère are sure to be there. Let’s go to
Baudequ�n’s.’

And thereupon they went up the Rue d’Amsterdam. They had just
crossed Par�s, one of the�r favour�te rambles, but they took other
routes at t�mes—from one end of the quays to the other; or from the
Porte St. Jacques to the Moul�neaux, or else to Père-la-Cha�se,
followed by a roundabout return along the outer boulevards. They
roamed the streets, the open spaces, the crossways; they rambled
on for whole days, as long as the�r legs would carry them, as �f �ntent
on conquer�ng one d�str�ct after another by hurl�ng the�r revolut�onary
theor�es at the house-fronts; and the pavement seemed to be the�r
property—all the pavement touched by the�r feet, all that old
battleground whence arose �ntox�cat�ng fumes wh�ch made them
forget the�r lass�tude.

The Café Baudequ�n was s�tuated on the Boulevard des
Bat�gnolles, at the corner of the Rue Darcet. W�thout the least why or
wherefore, �t had been selected by the band as the�r meet�ng-place,
though Gagn�ère alone l�ved �n the ne�ghbourhood. They met there
regularly on Sunday n�ghts; and on Thursday afternoons, at about
f�ve o’clock, those who were then at l�berty had made �t a hab�t to



look �n for a moment. That day, as the weather was f�ne and br�ght,
the l�ttle tables outs�de under the awn�ng were occup�ed by rows of
customers, obstruct�ng the footway. But the band hated all elbow�ng
and publ�c exh�b�t�on, so they jostled the other people �n order to go
�ns�de, where all was deserted and cool.

‘Hallo, there’s Fagerolles by h�mself,’ excla�med Claude.
He had gone stra�ght to the�r usual table at the end of the café, on

the left, where he shook hands w�th a pale, th�n, young man, whose
pert g�rl�sh face was l�ghted up by a pa�r of w�nn�ng, sat�r�cal grey
eyes, wh�ch at t�mes flashed l�ke steel. They all sat down and
ordered beer, after wh�ch the pa�nter resumed:

‘Do you know that I went to look for you at your father’s; and a n�ce
recept�on he gave me.’

Fagerolles, who affected a low dev�l-may-care style, slapped h�s
th�ghs. ‘Oh, the old fellow plagues me! I hooked �t th�s morn�ng, after
a row. He wants me to draw some th�ngs for h�s beastly z�nc stuff. As
�f I hadn’t enough z�nc stuff at the Art School.’

Th�s slap at the professors del�ghted the young man’s fr�ends. He
amused them and made h�mself the�r �dol by d�nt of alternate flattery
and blame. H�s sm�le went from one to the other, wh�le, by the a�d of
a few drops of beer sp�lt on the table, h�s long n�mble f�ngers began
trac�ng compl�cated sketches. H�s art ev�dently came very eas�ly to
h�m; �t seemed as �f he could do anyth�ng w�th a turn of the hand.

‘And Gagn�ère?’ asked Mahoudeau; ‘haven’t you seen h�m?’
‘No; I have been here for the last hour.’
Just then Jory, who had rema�ned s�lent, nudged Sandoz, and

d�rected h�s attent�on to a g�rl seated w�th a gentleman at a table at
the back of the room. There were only two other customers present,
two sergeants, who were play�ng cards. The g�rl was almost a ch�ld,
one of those young Par�s�an huss�es who are as lank as ever at
e�ghteen. She suggested a fr�zzy poodle—w�th the shower of fa�r
l�ttle locks that fell over her da�nty l�ttle nose, and her large sm�l�ng
mouth, set between rosy cheeks. She was turn�ng over the leaves of
an �llustrated paper, wh�le the gentleman accompany�ng her gravely



s�pped a glass of Made�ra; but every other m�nute she darted gay
glances from over the newspaper towards the band of art�sts.

‘Pretty, �sn’t she?’ wh�spered Jory. ‘Who �s she star�ng at? Why,
she’s look�ng at me.’

But Fagerolles suddenly broke �n: ‘I say, no nonsense. Don’t
�mag�ne that I have been here for the last hour merely wa�t�ng for
you.’

The others laughed; and lower�ng h�s vo�ce he told them about the
g�rl, who was named Irma Bécot. She was the daughter of a grocer
�n the Rue Montorgue�l, and had been to school �n the
ne�ghbourhood t�ll she was s�xteen, wr�t�ng her exerc�ses between
two bags of lent�ls, and f�n�sh�ng off her educat�on on her father’s
doorstep, loll�ng about on the pavement, am�dst the jostl�ng of the
throng, and learn�ng all about l�fe from the everlast�ng t�ttle-tattle of
the cooks, who reta�led all the scandal of the ne�ghbourhood wh�le
wa�t�ng for f�ve sous’ worth of Gruyère cheese to be served them.
Her mother hav�ng d�ed, her father h�mself had begun to lead rather
a gay l�fe, �n such w�se that the whole of the grocery stores—tea,
coffee, dr�ed vegetables, and jars and drawers of sweetstuff—were
gradually devoured. Irma was st�ll go�ng to school, when, one day,
the place was sold up. Her father d�ed of a f�t of apoplexy, and Irma
sought refuge w�th a poor aunt, who gave her more k�cks than
halfpence, w�th the result that she ended by runn�ng away, and
tak�ng her fl�ght through all the danc�ng-places of Montmartre and
Bat�gnolles.

Claude l�stened to the story w�th h�s usual a�r of contempt for
women. Suddenly, however, as the gentleman rose and went out
after wh�sper�ng �n her ear, Irma Bécot, after watch�ng h�m d�sappear,
bounded from her seat w�th the �mpuls�veness of a school g�rl, �n
order to jo�n Fagerolles, bes�de whom she made herself qu�te at
home, g�v�ng h�m a smack�ng k�ss, and dr�nk�ng out of h�s glass. And
she sm�led at the others �n a very engag�ng manner, for she was
part�al to art�sts, and regretted that they were generally so m�serably
poor. As Jory was smok�ng, she took h�s c�garette out of h�s mouth
and set �t �n her own, but w�thout paus�ng �n her chatter, wh�ch
suggested that of a saucy magp�e.



‘You are all pa�nters, aren’t you? How amus�ng! But why do those
three look as �f they were sulk�ng. Just laugh a b�t, or I shall make
you, you’ll see!’

As a matter of fact, Sandoz, Claude, and Mahoudeau, qu�te taken
aback, were watch�ng her most gravely. She herself rema�ned
l�sten�ng, and, on hear�ng her compan�on come back, she hast�ly
gave Fagerolles an appo�ntment for the morrow. Then, after
replac�ng the c�garette between Jory’s l�ps, she strode off w�th her
arms ra�sed, and mak�ng a very com�cal gr�mace; �n such w�se that
when the gentleman reappeared, look�ng sedate and somewhat
pale, he found her �n her former seat, st�ll look�ng at the same
engrav�ng �n the newspaper. The whole scene had been acted so
qu�ckly, and w�th such jaunty drollery, that the two sergeants who sat
nearby, good-natured fellows both of them, almost d�ed of laughter
as they shuffled the�r cards afresh.

In fact, Irma had taken them all by storm. Sandoz declared that
her name of Bécot was very well su�ted for a novel; Claude asked
whether she would consent to pose for a sketch; wh�le Mahoudeau
already p�ctured her as a Par�s gam�n, a statuette that would be sure
to sell. She soon went off, however, and beh�nd the gentleman’s
back she wafted k�sses to the whole party, a shower of k�sses wh�ch
qu�te upset the �mpress�onable Jory.

It was f�ve o’clock, and the band ordered some more beer. Some
of the usual customers had taken possess�on of the adjacent tables,
and these ph�l�st�nes cast s�delong glances at the art�sts’ corner,
glances �n wh�ch contempt was cur�ously m�ngled w�th a k�nd of
uneasy deference. The art�sts were �ndeed well known; a legend was
becom�ng current respect�ng them. They themselves were now
talk�ng on common-place subjects: about the heat, the d�ff�culty of
f�nd�ng room �n the omn�bus to the Odeon, and the d�scovery of a
w�ne-shop where real meat was obta�nable. One of them wanted to
start a d�scuss�on about a number of �d�ot�c p�ctures that had lately
been hung �n the Luxembourg Museum; but there was only one
op�n�on on the subject, that the p�ctures were not worth the�r frames.
Thereupon they left off convers�ng; they smoked, merely exchang�ng
a word or a s�gn�f�cant sm�le now and then.



‘Well,’ asked Claude at last, ‘are we go�ng to wa�t for Gagn�ère?’
At th�s there was a protest. Gagn�ère was a bore. Bes�des, he

would turn up as soon as he smelt the soup.
‘Let’s be off, then,’ sa�d Sandoz. ‘There’s a leg of mutton th�s

even�ng, so let’s try to be punctual.’
Each pa�d h�s score, and they all went out. The�r departure threw

the café �nto a state of emot�on. Some young fellows, pa�nters, no
doubt, wh�spered together as they po�nted at Claude, much �n the
same manner as �f he were the redoubtable ch�efta�n of a horde of
savages. Jory’s famous art�cle was produc�ng �ts effect; the very
publ�c was becom�ng h�s accompl�ce, and of �tself was soon to found
that school of the open a�r, wh�ch the band had so far only joked
about. As they ga�ly sa�d, the Café Baudequ�n was not aware of the
honour they had done �t on the day when they selected �t to be the
cradle of a revolut�on.

Fagerolles hav�ng re�nforced the group, they now numbered f�ve,
and slowly they took the�r way across Par�s, w�th the�r tranqu�l look of
v�ctory. The more numerous they were, the more d�d they stretch
across the pavement, and carry away on the�r heels the burn�ng l�fe
of the streets. When they had gone down the Rue de Cl�chy, they
went stra�ght along the Rue de la Chaussée d’Ant�n, turned towards
the Rue de R�chel�eu, crossed the Se�ne by the Pont des Arts, so as
to fl�ng the�r g�bes at the Inst�tute, and f�nally reached the
Luxembourg by way of the Rue de Se�ne, where a poster, pr�nted �n
three colours, the gar�sh announcement of a travell�ng c�rcus, made
them all shout w�th adm�rat�on. Even�ng was com�ng on; the stream
of wayfarers flowed more slowly; the t�red c�ty was awa�t�ng the
shadows of n�ght, ready to y�eld to the f�rst comer who m�ght be
strong enough to take her.

On reach�ng the Rue d’Enfer, when Sandoz had ushered h�s four
fr�ends �nto h�s own apartments, he once more van�shed �nto h�s
mother’s room. He rema�ned there for a few moments, and then
came out w�thout say�ng a word, but w�th the tender, gentle sm�le
hab�tual to h�m on such occas�ons. And �mmed�ately afterwards a
terr�ble hubbub, of laughter, argument, and mere shout�ng, arose �n
h�s l�ttle flat. Sandoz h�mself set the example, all the wh�le ass�st�ng



the charwoman, who burst �nto b�tter language because �t was half-
past seven, and her leg of mutton was dry�ng up. The f�ve
compan�ons, seated at table, were already swallow�ng the�r soup, a
very good on�on soup, when a new comer suddenly appeared.

‘Hallo! here’s Gagn�ère,’ was the voc�ferous chorus.
Gagn�ère, short, sl�ght, and vague look�ng, w�th a doll-l�ke startled

face, set off by a fa�r curly beard, stood for a moment on the
threshold bl�nk�ng h�s green eyes. He belonged to Melun, where h�s
well-to-do parents, who were both dead, had left h�m two houses;
and he had learnt pa�nt�ng, unass�sted, �n the forest of
Fonta�nebleau. H�s landscapes were at least consc�ent�ously pa�nted,
excellent �n �ntent�on; but h�s real pass�on was mus�c, a madness for
mus�c, a cerebral bonf�re wh�ch set h�m on a level w�th the w�ldest of
the band.

‘Am I �n the way?’ he gently asked.
‘Not at all; come �n!’ shouted Sandoz.
The charwoman was already lay�ng an extra kn�fe and fork.
‘Suppose she lays a place for Dubuche, wh�le she �s about �t,’ sa�d

Claude. ‘He told me he would perhaps come.’
But they were all down upon Dubuche, who frequented women �n

soc�ety. Jory sa�d that he had seen h�m �n a carr�age w�th an old lady
and her daughter, whose parasols he was hold�ng on h�s knees.

‘Where have you come from to be so late?’ asked Fagerolles of
Gagn�ère.

The latter, who was about to swallow h�s f�rst spoonful of soup, set
�t �n h�s plate aga�n.

‘I was �n the Rue de Lancry—you know, where they have chamber
mus�c. Oh! my boy, some of Schumann’s mach�nes! You haven’t an
�dea of them! They clutch hold of you at the back of your head just as
�f somebody were breath�ng down your back. Yes, yes, �t’s someth�ng
much more �mmater�al than a k�ss, just a wh�ff of breath. ‘Pon my
honour, a fellow feels as �f he were go�ng to d�e.’

H�s eyes were mo�sten�ng and he turned pale, as �f exper�enc�ng
some over-acute enjoyment.



‘Eat your soup,’ sa�d Mahoudeau; ‘you’ll tell us all about �t
afterwards.’

The skate was served, and they had the v�negar bottle put on the
table to �mprove the flavour of the black butter, wh�ch seemed rather
�ns�p�d. They ate w�th a w�ll, and the hunks of bread sw�ftly
d�sappeared. There was noth�ng ref�ned about the repast, and the
w�ne was mere common stuff, wh�ch they watered cons�derably from
a feel�ng of del�cacy, �n order to lessen the�r host’s expenses. They
had just saluted the leg of mutton w�th a hurrah, and the host had
begun to carve �t, when the door opened anew. But th�s t�me there
were fur�ous protests.

‘No, no, not another soul! Turn h�m out, turn h�m out.’
Dubuche, out of breath w�th hav�ng run, bew�ldered at f�nd�ng

h�mself am�dst such howl�ng, thrust h�s fat, pall�d face forward, wh�lst
stammer�ng explanat�ons.

‘Really, now, I assure you �t was the fault of the omn�buses. I had
to wa�t for f�ve of them �n the Champs Elysées.’

‘No, no, he’s ly�ng!—Let h�m go, he sha’n’t have any of that
mutton. Turn h�m out, turn h�m out!’

All the same, he ended by com�ng �n, and �t was then not�ced that
he was styl�shly att�red, all �n black, trousers and frock-coat al�ke,
and cravated and booted �n the st�ff ceremon�ous fash�on of some
respectable member of the m�ddle classes go�ng out to d�nner.

‘Hallo! he has m�ssed h�s �nv�tat�on,’ chaffed Fagerolles. ‘Don’t you
see that h�s f�ne lad�es d�dn’t ask h�m to stay to d�nner, and so now
he’s come to gobble up our leg of mutton, as he doesn’t know where
else to go?’

At th�s Dubuche turned red, and stammered: ‘Oh! what an �dea!
How �ll-natured you are! And, bes�des, just attend to your own
bus�ness.’

Sandoz and Claude, seated next to each other, sm�led, and the
former, beckon�ng to Dubuche, sa�d to h�m: ‘Lay your own place,
br�ng a plate and a glass, and s�t between us—l�ke that, they’ll leave
you alone.’



However, the chaff cont�nued all the t�me that the mutton was
be�ng eaten. When the charwoman had brought Dubuche a plate of
soup and a p�ece of skate, he h�mself fell �n w�th the jokes good-
naturedly. He pretended to be fam�shed, greed�ly mopped out h�s
plate, and related a story about a mother hav�ng refused h�m her
daughter because he was an arch�tect. The end of the d�nner thus
became very bo�sterous; they all rattled on together. The only
dessert, a p�ece of Br�e cheese, met w�th enormous success. Not a
scrap of �t was left, and the bread almost ran short. The w�ne d�d run
short, so they each swallowed a clear draught of water, smack�ng
the�r l�ps the wh�le am�dst great laughter. And, w�th faces beam�ng,
and well-f�lled paunches, they passed �nto the bedroom w�th the
supreme content of folks who have fared very sumptuously �ndeed.

Those were Sandoz’s jolly even�ngs. Even at the t�mes when he
was hard up he had always had some bo�led beef and broth to share
w�th h�s comrades. He felt del�ghted at hav�ng a number of them
around h�m, all fr�ends, �nsp�red by the same �deas. Though he was
of the�r own age, he beamed w�th fatherly feel�ngs and sat�sf�ed
good-nature when he saw them �n h�s rooms, around h�m, hand �n
hand, and �ntox�cated w�th hope. As he had but two rooms, the
bedroom d�d duty as a draw�ng-room, and became as much the�rs as
h�s. For lack of suff�c�ent cha�rs, two or three had to seat themselves
on the bed. And on those warm summer even�ngs the w�ndow
rema�ned w�de open to let �n the a�r. From �t two black s�lhouettes
were to be seen r�s�ng above the houses, aga�nst the clear sky—the
tower of St. Jacques du Haut-Pas and the tree of the Deaf and
Dumb Asylum. When money was plent�ful there was beer. Every one
brought h�s own tobacco, the room soon became full of smoke, and
w�thout see�ng each other they ended by convers�ng far �nto the
n�ght, am�dst the deep mournful s�lence of that deserted d�str�ct.

On that part�cular even�ng, at about n�ne o’clock, the charwoman
came �n.

‘Mons�eur, I have done. Can I go?’
‘Yes, go to bed. You have left the kettle on the f�re, haven’t you? I’ll

make the tea myself.’



Sandoz had r�sen. He went off at the heels of the charwoman, and
only returned a quarter of an hour afterwards. He had no doubt been
to k�ss h�s mother, whom he tucked up every n�ght before she dozed
off.

Meanwh�le the vo�ces had r�sen to a h�gh p�tch aga�n. Fagerolles
was tell�ng a story.

‘Yes, old fellow; at the School they even correct Nature herself.
The other day Mazel comes up to me and says: “Those two arms
don’t correspond”; whereupon I reply: “Look for yourself, mons�eur—
the model’s are l�ke that.” It was l�ttle Flore Beauchamp, you know.
“Well,” Mazel fur�ously repl�es, “�f she has them l�ke that, �t’s very
wrong of her.”’

They almost all shr�eked, espec�ally Claude, to whom Fagerolles
told the story by way of pay�ng court. For some t�me prev�ously the
younger art�st had y�elded to the elder’s �nfluence; and although he
cont�nued to pa�nt w�th purely tr�cky sk�ll, he no longer talked of
anyth�ng but substant�al, th�ckly-pa�nted work, of b�ts of nature
thrown on to canvas, palp�tat�ng w�th l�fe, such as they really were.
Th�s d�d not prevent h�m, though, from elsewhere chaff�ng the adepts
of the open-a�r school, whom he accused of �mpast�ng w�th a k�tchen
ladle.

Dubuche, who had not laughed, h�s sense of rect�tude be�ng
offended, made so bold as to reply:

‘Why do you stop at the School �f you th�nk you are be�ng brut�f�ed
there? It’s s�mple enough, one goes away—Oh, I know you are all
aga�nst me, because I defend the School. But, you see, my �dea �s
that, when a fellow wants to carry on a trade, �t �s not a bad th�ng for
h�m to beg�n by learn�ng �t.’

Feroc�ous shouts arose at th�s, and Claude had need of all h�s
author�ty to secure a hear�ng.

‘He �s r�ght. One must learn one’s trade. But �t won’t do to learn �t
under the ferule of professors who want to cram the�r own v�ews
forc�bly �nto your nut. That Mazel �s a perfect �d�ot!’

He flung h�mself backward on the bed, on wh�ch he had been
s�tt�ng, and w�th h�s eyes ra�sed to the ce�l�ng, he went on, �n an



exc�ted tone:
‘Ah! l�fe! l�fe! to feel �t and portray �t �n �ts real�ty, to love �t for �tself,

to behold �n �t the only real, last�ng, and chang�ng beauty, w�thout any
�d�ot�c �dea of ennobl�ng �t by mut�lat�on. To understand that all so-
called ugl�ness �s noth�ng but the mark of �nd�v�dual character, to
create real men and endow them w�th l�fe—yes, that’s the only way
to become a god!’

H�s fa�th was com�ng back to h�m, the march across Par�s had
spurred h�m on once more; he was aga�n se�zed by h�s pass�on for
l�v�ng flesh. They l�stened to h�m �n s�lence. He made a w�ld gesture,
then calmed down.

‘No doubt every one has h�s own �deas; but the annoyance �s that
at the Inst�tute they are even more �ntolerant than we are. The
hang�ng comm�ttee of the Salon �s �n the�r hands. I am sure that that
�d�ot Mazel w�ll refuse my p�cture.’

Thereupon they all broke out �nto �mprecat�ons, for th�s quest�on of
the hang�ng comm�ttee was the everlast�ng subject of the�r wrath.
They demanded reforms; every one had a solut�on of the problem
ready—from un�versal suffrage, appl�ed to the elect�on of a hang�ng
comm�ttee, l�beral �n the w�dest sense of the word, down to
unrestr�cted l�berty, a Salon open to all exh�b�tors.*

* The reader w�ll bear �n m�nd that all these compla�nts made by
Claude and h�s fr�ends apply to the old Salons, as organ�zed
under Government control, at the t�me of the Second Emp�re.—
ED.

Wh�le the others went on d�scuss�ng the subject, Gagn�ère drew
Mahoudeau to the open w�ndow, where, �n a low vo�ce, h�s eyes the
wh�le star�ng �nto space, he murmured:

‘Oh, �t’s noth�ng at all, only four bars; a s�mple �mpress�on jotted
down there and then. But what a deal there �s �n �t! To me �t’s f�rst of
all a landscape, dw�ndl�ng away �n the d�stance; a b�t of melancholy
road, w�th the shadow of a tree that one cannot see; and then a
woman passes along, scarcely a s�lhouette; on she goes and you
never meet her aga�n, no, never more aga�n.’



Just at that moment, however, Fagerolles excla�med, ‘I say,
Gagn�ère, what are you go�ng to send to the Salon th�s year?’

Gagn�ère d�d not hear, but cont�nued talk�ng, enraptured, as �t
were.

‘In Schumann one f�nds everyth�ng—the �nf�n�te. And Wagner, too,
whom they h�ssed aga�n last Sunday!’

But a fresh call from Fagerolles made h�m start.
‘Eh! what? What am I go�ng to send to the Salon? A small

landscape, perhaps; a l�ttle b�t of the Se�ne. It �s so d�ff�cult to dec�de;
f�rst of all I must feel pleased w�th �t myself.’

He had suddenly become t�m�d and anx�ous aga�n. H�s art�st�c
scruples, h�s consc�ent�ousness, kept h�m work�ng for months on a
canvas the s�ze of one’s hand. Follow�ng the track of the French
landscape pa�nters, those masters who were the f�rst to conquer
nature, he worr�ed about correctness of tone, ponder�ng and
ponder�ng over the prec�se value of t�nts, t�ll theoret�cal scruples
ended by mak�ng h�s touch heavy. And he often d�d not dare to
chance a br�ght dash of colour, but pa�nted �n a grey�sh gloomy key
wh�ch was aston�sh�ng, when one remembered h�s revolut�onary
pass�ons.

‘For my part,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, ‘I feel del�ghted at the prospect of
mak�ng them squ�nt w�th my woman.’

Claude shrugged h�s shoulders. ‘Oh! you’ll get �n, the sculptors
have broader m�nds than the pa�nters. And, bes�des, you know very
well what you are about; you have someth�ng at your f�ngers’ ends
that pleases. There w�ll be plenty of pretty b�ts about your v�ntag�ng
g�rl.’

The compl�ment made Mahoudeau feel ser�ous. He posed above
all for v�gour of execut�on; he was unconsc�ous of h�s real ve�n of
talent, and desp�sed gracefulness, though �t ever �nv�nc�bly sprung
from h�s b�g, coarse f�ngers—the f�ngers of an untaught work�ng-man
—l�ke a flower that obst�nately sprouts from the hard so�l where the
w�nd has flung �ts seed.

Fagerolles, who was very cunn�ng, had dec�ded to send noth�ng,
for fear of d�spleas�ng h�s masters; and he chaffed the Salon, call�ng



�t ‘a foul bazaar, where all the bad pa�nt�ng made even the good turn
musty.’ In h�s �nmost heart he was dream�ng of one day secur�ng the
Rome pr�ze, though he r�d�culed �t, as he d�d everyth�ng else.

However, Jory stat�oned h�mself �n the m�ddle of the room, hold�ng
up h�s glass of beer. S�pp�ng every now and then, he declared: ‘Well,
your hang�ng comm�ttee qu�te d�sgusts me! I say, shall I demol�sh �t?
I’ll beg�n bombard�ng �t �n our very next number. You’ll g�ve me some
notes, eh? and we’ll knock �t to p�eces. That w�ll be f�ne fun.’

Claude was at last fully wound up, and general enthus�asm
preva�led. Yes, yes, they must start a campa�gn. They would all be �n
�t, and, press�ng shoulder to shoulder, march to the battle together.
At that moment there was not one of them who reserved h�s share of
fame, for noth�ng d�v�ded them as yet; ne�ther the profound
d�ssemblance of the�r var�ous natures, of wh�ch they themselves
were �gnorant, nor the�r r�valr�es, wh�ch would some day br�ng them
�nto coll�s�on. Was not the success of one the success of all the
others? The�r youth was ferment�ng, they were br�mm�ng over w�th
mutual devot�on; they �ndulged anew �n the�r everlast�ng dream of
gather�ng �nto a phalanx to conquer the world, each contr�but�ng h�s
�nd�v�dual effort; th�s one help�ng that one forward, and the whole
band reach�ng fame at once �n one row. Claude, as the
acknowledged ch�ef, was already sound�ng the v�ctory, d�str�but�ng
laurels w�th such lyr�cal abundance that he overlooked h�mself.
Fagerolles h�mself, g�b�ng Par�s�an though he m�ght be, bel�eved �n
the necess�ty of form�ng an army; wh�le even Jory, although he had a
coarser appet�te, w�th a deal of the prov�nc�al st�ll about h�m,
d�splayed much useful comradesh�p, catch�ng var�ous art�st�c
phrases as they fell from h�s compan�ons’ l�ps, and already prepar�ng
�n h�s m�nd the art�cles wh�ch would herald the advent of the band
and make them known. And Mahoudeau purposely exaggerated h�s
�ntent�onal roughness, and clasped h�s hands l�ke an ogre knead�ng
human flesh; wh�le Gagn�ère, �n ecstasy, as �f freed from the
everlast�ng grey�shness of h�s art, sought to ref�ne sensat�on to the
utmost l�m�ts of �ntell�gence; and Dubuche, w�th h�s matter-of-fact
conv�ct�ons, threw �n but a word here and there; words, however,
wh�ch were l�ke club-blows �n the very m�dst of the fray. Then
Sandoz, happy and sm�l�ng at see�ng them so un�ted, ‘all �n one



sh�rt,’ as he put �t, opened another bottle of beer. He would have
empt�ed every one �n the house.

‘Eh?’ he cr�ed, ‘we’re agreed, let’s st�ck to �t. It’s really pleasant to
come to an understand�ng among fellows who have someth�ng �n
the�r nuts, so may the thunderbolts of heaven sweep all �d�ots away!’

At that same moment a r�ng at the bell stupef�ed h�m. Am�dst the
sudden s�lence of the others, he �nqu�red—‘Who, to the deuce, can
that be—at eleven o’clock?’

He ran to open the door, and they heard h�m utter a cry of del�ght.
He was already com�ng back aga�n, throw�ng the door w�de open as
he sa�d—‘Ah! �t’s very k�nd �ndeed to th�nk of us and surpr�se us l�ke
th�s! Bongrand, gentlemen.’

The great pa�nter, whom the master of the house announced �n
th�s respectfully fam�l�ar way, entered, hold�ng out both hands. They
all eagerly rose, full of emot�on, del�ghted w�th that manly, cord�al
handshake so w�ll�ngly bestowed. Bongrand was then forty-f�ve years
old, stout, and w�th a very express�ve face and long grey ha�r. He
had recently become a member of the Inst�tute, and wore the rosette
of an off�cer of the Leg�on of Honour �n the top button-hole of h�s
unpretent�ous alpaca jacket. He was fond of young people; he l�ked
noth�ng so much as to drop �n from t�me to t�me and smoke a p�pe
among these beg�nners, whose enthus�asm warmed h�s heart.

‘I am go�ng to make the tea,’ excla�med Sandoz.
When he came back from the k�tchen, carry�ng the teapot and

cups, he found Bongrand �nstalled astr�de a cha�r, smok�ng h�s short
cutty, am�dst the d�n wh�ch had aga�n ar�sen. Bongrand h�mself was
hold�ng forth �n a stentor�an vo�ce. The grandson of a farmer of the
Beauce reg�on, the son of a man r�sen to the m�ddle classes, w�th
peasant blood �n h�s ve�ns, �ndebted for h�s culture to a mother of
very art�st�c tastes, he was r�ch, had no need to sell h�s p�ctures, and
reta�ned many tastes and op�n�ons of Bohem�an l�fe.

‘The hang�ng comm�ttee? Well, I’d sooner hang myself than
belong to �t!’ sa�d he, w�th sweep�ng gestures. ‘Am I an execut�oner
to k�ck poor dev�ls, who often have to earn the�r bread, out of doors?’



‘St�ll, you m�ght render us great serv�ce by defend�ng our p�ctures
before the comm�ttee,’ observed Claude.

‘Oh, dear, no! I should only make matters worse for you—I don’t
count; I’m nobody.’

There was a chorus of protestat�ons; Fagerolles objected, �n a
shr�ll vo�ce:

‘Well, �f the pa�nter of “The V�llage Wedd�ng” does not count—’
But Bongrand was gett�ng angry; he had r�sen, h�s cheeks af�re.
‘Eh? Don’t pester me w�th “The Wedd�ng”; I warn you I am gett�ng

s�ck of that p�cture. It �s becom�ng a perfect n�ghtmare to me ever
s�nce �t has been hung �n the Luxembourg Museum.’

Th�s ‘V�llage Wedd�ng’—a party of wedd�ng guests roam�ng
through a corn-f�eld, peasants stud�ed from l�fe, w�th an ep�c look of
the heroes of Homer about them—had so far rema�ned h�s
masterp�ece. The p�cture had brought about an evolut�on �n art, for �t
had �naugurated a new formula. Com�ng after Delacro�x, and parallel
w�th Courbet, �t was a p�ece of romant�c�sm tempered by log�c, w�th
more correctness of observat�on, more perfect�on �n the handl�ng.
And though �t d�d not squarely tackle nature am�dst the crud�ty of the
open a�r, the new school cla�med connect�on w�th �t.

‘There can be noth�ng more beaut�ful,’ sa�d Claude, ‘than the two
f�rst groups, the f�ddler, and then the br�de w�th the old peasant.’

‘And the strapp�ng peasant g�rl, too,’ added Mahoudeau; the one
who �s turn�ng round and beckon�ng! I had a great m�nd to take her
for the model of a statue.’

‘And that gust of w�nd among the corn,’ added Gagn�ère, ‘and the
pretty b�t of the boy and g�rl skylark�ng �n the d�stance.’

Bongrand sat l�sten�ng w�th an embarrassed a�r, and a sm�le of
�nward suffer�ng; and when Fagerolles asked h�m what he was do�ng
just then, he answered, w�th a shrug of h�s shoulders:

‘Well, noth�ng; some l�ttle th�ngs. But I sha’n’t exh�b�t th�s t�me. I
should l�ke to f�nd a tell�ng subject. Ah, you fellows are happy at st�ll
be�ng at the bottom of the h�ll. A man has good legs then, he feels so
plucky when �t’s a quest�on of gett�ng up. But when once he �s a-top,
the deuce take �t! the worr�es beg�n. A real torture, f�st�cuffs, efforts



wh�ch must be constantly renewed, lest one should sl�p down too
qu�ckly. Really now, one would prefer be�ng below, for the pleasure
of st�ll hav�ng everyth�ng to do—Ah, you may laugh, but you’ll see �t
all for yourselves some day!’

They were �ndeed laugh�ng, th�nk�ng �t a paradox, or a l�ttle p�ece
of affectat�on, wh�ch they excused. To be ha�led, l�ke Bongrand, w�th
the name of master—was that not the he�ght of bl�ss? He, w�th h�s
arms rest�ng on the back of h�s cha�r, l�stened to them �n s�lence,
le�surely puff�ng h�s p�pe, and renounc�ng the �dea of try�ng to make
them understand h�m.

Meanwh�le, Dubuche, who had rather domest�cated tastes, helped
Sandoz to hand the tea round, and the d�n cont�nued. Fagerolles
related a story about Daddy Malgras and a female cous�n by
marr�age, whom the dealer offered as a model on cond�t�ons that he
was g�ven a presentment of her �n o�ls. Then they began to talk of
models. Mahoudeau waxed fur�ous, because the really well-bu�lt
female models were d�sappear�ng. It was �mposs�ble to f�nd one w�th
a decent f�gure now. Then suddenly the tumult �ncreased aga�n;
Gagn�ère was be�ng congratulated about a conno�sseur whose
acqua�ntance he had made �n the Pala�s Royal one afternoon, wh�le
the band played, an eccentr�c gentleman l�v�ng on a small �ncome,
who never �ndulged �n any other extravagance than that of buy�ng
p�ctures. The other art�sts laughed and asked for the gentleman’s
address. Then they fell foul of the p�cture dealers, d�rty black-guards,
who preyed on art�sts and starved them. It was really a p�ty that
conno�sseurs m�strusted pa�nters to such a degree as to �ns�st upon
a m�ddleman under the �mpress�on that they would thus make a
better barga�n. Th�s quest�on of bread and butter exc�ted them yet
more, though Claude showed magn�f�cent contempt for �t all. The
art�st was robbed, no doubt, but what d�d that matter, �f he had
pa�nted a masterp�ece, and had some water to dr�nk? Jory, hav�ng
aga�n expressed some low �deas about lucre, aroused general
�nd�gnat�on. Out w�th the journal�st! He was asked str�ngent
quest�ons. Would he sell h�s pen? Would he not sooner chop off h�s
wr�st than wr�te anyth�ng aga�nst h�s conv�ct�ons? But they scarcely
wa�ted for h�s answer, for the exc�tement was on the �ncrease; �t
became the superb madness of early manhood, contempt for the



whole world, an absorb�ng pass�on for good work, freed from all
human weaknesses, soar�ng �n the sky l�ke a very sun. Ah! how
strenuous was the�r des�re to lose themselves, consume themselves,
�n that braz�er of the�r own k�ndl�ng!

Bongrand, who had not st�rred the wh�le, made a vague gesture of
suffer�ng at the s�ght of that boundless conf�dence, that bo�sterous
joy at the prospect of attack. He forgot the hundred pa�nt�ngs wh�ch
had brought h�m h�s glory, he was th�nk�ng of the work wh�ch he had
left roughed out on h�s easel now. Tak�ng h�s cutty from between h�s
l�ps, he murmured, h�s eyes gl�sten�ng w�th k�ndl�ness, ‘Oh, youth,
youth!’

Unt�l two �n the morn�ng, Sandoz, who seemed ub�qu�tous, kept on
pour�ng fresh suppl�es of hot water �nto the teapot. From the
ne�ghbourhood, now asleep, one now only heard the m�aw�ng of an
amorous tabby. They all talked at random, �ntox�cated by the�r own
words, hoarse w�th shout�ng, the�r eyes scorched, and when at last
they made up the�r m�nds to go, Sandoz took the lamp to show them
a l�ght over the ban�sters, say�ng very softly:

‘Don’t make a no�se, my mother �s asleep.’
The hushed tread of the�r boots on the sta�rs d�ed away at last,

and deep s�lence fell upon the house.
It struck four. Claude, who had accompan�ed Bongrand, st�ll went

on talk�ng to h�m �n the deserted streets. He d�d not want to go to
bed; he was wa�t�ng for dayl�ght, w�th �mpat�ent fury, so that he m�ght
set to work at h�s p�cture aga�n. Th�s t�me he felt certa�n of pa�nt�ng a
masterp�ece, exalted as he was by that happy day of good-
fellowsh�p, h�s m�nd pregnant w�th a world of th�ngs. He had
d�scovered at last what pa�nt�ng meant, and he p�ctured h�mself re-
enter�ng h�s stud�o as one returns �nto the presence of a woman one
adores, h�s heart throbb�ng v�olently, regrett�ng even th�s one day’s
absence, wh�ch seemed to h�m endless desert�on. And he would go
stra�ght to h�s canvas, and real�se h�s dream �n one s�tt�ng. However,
at every dozen steps or so, am�dst the fl�cker�ng l�ght of the
gaslamps, Bongrand caught h�m by a button of h�s coat, to repeat to
h�m that, after all, pa�nt�ng was an accursed trade. Sharp as he,
Bongrand, was supposed to be, he d�d not understand �t yet. At each



new work he undertook, he felt as �f he were mak�ng a debut; �t was
enough to make one smash one’s head aga�nst the wall. The sky
was now br�ghten�ng, some market gardeners’ carts began roll�ng
down towards the central markets; and the pa�r cont�nued chatter�ng,
each talk�ng for h�mself, �n a loud vo�ce, beneath the pal�ng stars.



IV

SIX weeks later, Claude was pa�nt�ng one morn�ng am�dst a flood
of sunsh�ne that streamed through the large w�ndow of h�s stud�o.
Constant ra�n had made the m�ddle of August very dull, but h�s
courage for work returned w�th the blue sky. H�s great p�cture d�d not
make much progress, albe�t he worked at �t throughout long, s�lent
morn�ngs, l�ke the obst�nate, pugnac�ous fellow he was.

All at once there came a knock at h�s door. He thought that
Madame Joseph, the doorkeeper, was br�ng�ng up h�s lunch, and as
the key was always �n the door, he s�mply called: ‘Come �n!’

The door had opened; there was a sl�ght rustle, and then all
became st�ll. He went on pa�nt�ng w�thout even turn�ng h�s head. But
the qu�ver�ng s�lence, and the consc�ousness of some vague gentle
breath�ng near h�m, at last made h�m f�dgety. He looked up, and felt
amazed; a woman stood there clad �n a l�ght gown, her features half-
h�dden by a wh�te ve�l, and he d�d not know her, and she was
carry�ng a bunch of roses, wh�ch completed h�s bew�lderment.

All at once he recogn�sed her.
‘You, mademo�selle? Well, I certa�nly d�dn’t expect you!’
It was Chr�st�ne. He had been unable to restra�n that somewhat

unam�able exclamat�on, wh�ch was a cry from the heart �tself. At f�rst
he had certa�nly thought of her; then, as the days went by for nearly
a couple of months w�thout s�gn of l�fe from her, she had become for
h�m merely a fleet�ng, regretted v�s�on, a charm�ng s�lhouette wh�ch
had melted away �n space, and would never be seen aga�n.

‘Yes, mons�eur, �t’s I. I w�shed to come. I thought �t was wrong not
to come and thank you—’



She blushed and stammered, at a loss for words. She was out of
breath, no doubt through cl�mb�ng the sta�rs, for her heart was
beat�ng fast. What! was th�s long-debated v�s�t out of place after all?
It had ended by seem�ng qu�te natural to her. The worst was that, �n
pass�ng along the quay, she had bought that bunch of roses w�th the
del�cate �ntent�on of thereby show�ng her grat�tude to the young
fellow, and the flowers now dreadfully embarrassed her. How was
she to g�ve them to h�m? What would he th�nk of her? The
�mpropr�ety of the whole proceed�ng had only struck her as she
opened the door.

But Claude, more embarrassed st�ll, resorted to exaggerated
pol�teness. He had thrown as�de h�s palette and was turn�ng the
stud�o ups�de down �n order to clear a cha�r.

‘Pray be seated, mademo�selle. Th�s �s really a surpr�se. You are
too k�nd.’

Once seated, Chr�st�ne recovered her equan�m�ty. He looked so
droll w�th h�s w�ld sweep�ng gestures, and she felt so consc�ous of
h�s shyness that she began to sm�le, and bravely held out the bunch
of roses.

‘Look here; I w�shed to show you that I am not ungrateful.’
At f�rst he sa�d noth�ng, but stood star�ng at her, thunderstruck.

When he saw, though, that she was not mak�ng fun of h�m, he shook
both her hands, w�th almost suff�c�ent energy to d�slocate them. Then
he at once put the flowers �n h�s water-jug, repeat�ng:

‘Ah! now you are a good fellow, you really are. Th�s �s the f�rst t�me
I pay that compl�ment to a woman, honour br�ght.’

He came back to her, and, look�ng stra�ght �nto her eyes, he
asked:

‘Then you have not altogether forgotten me?’
‘You see that I have not,’ she repl�ed, laugh�ng.
‘Why, then, d�d you wa�t two months before com�ng to see me?’
Aga�n she blushed. The falsehood she was about to tell rev�ved

her embarrassment for a moment.



‘But you know that I am not my own m�stress,’ she sa�d. ‘Oh,
Madame Vanzade �s very k�nd to me, only she �s a great �nval�d, and
never leaves the house. But she grew anx�ous as to my health and
compelled me to go out to breathe a l�ttle fresh a�r.’

She d�d not allude to the shame wh�ch she had felt dur�ng the f�rst
few days after her adventure on the Qua� de Bourbon. F�nd�ng
herself �n safety, beneath the old lady’s roof, the recollect�on of the
n�ght she had spent �n Claude’s room had f�lled her w�th remorse; but
she fanc�ed at last that she had succeeded �n d�sm�ss�ng the matter
from her m�nd. It was no longer anyth�ng but a bad dream, wh�ch
grew more �nd�st�nct each day. Then, how �t was she could not tell,
but am�dst the profound qu�etude of her ex�stence, the �mage of that
young man who had befr�ended her had returned to her once more,
becom�ng more and more prec�se, t�ll at last �t occup�ed her da�ly
thoughts. Why should she forget h�m? She had noth�ng to reproach
h�m w�th; on the contrary, she felt she was h�s debtor. The thought of
see�ng h�m aga�n, d�sm�ssed at f�rst, struggled aga�nst later on, at
last became an all-absorb�ng crav�ng. Each even�ng the temptat�on
to go and see h�m came strong upon her �n the sol�tude of her own
room. She exper�enced an uncomfortable �rr�tat�ng feel�ng, a vague
des�re wh�ch she could not def�ne, and only calmed down somewhat
on ascr�b�ng th�s troubled state of m�nd to a w�sh to ev�nce her
grat�tude. She was so utterly alone, she felt so st�fled �n that sleepy
abode, the exuberance of youth seethed so strongly w�th�n her, her
heart craved so desperately for fr�endsh�p!

‘So I took advantage of my f�rst day out,’ she cont�nued. ‘And
bes�des, the weather was so n�ce th�s morn�ng after all the dull ra�n.’

Claude, feel�ng very happy and stand�ng before her, also
confessed h�mself, but he had noth�ng to h�de.

‘For my part,’ sa�d he, ‘I dared not th�nk of you any more. You are
l�ke one of the fa�r�es of the story-books, who spr�ng from the floor
and d�sappear �nto the walls at the very moment one least expects �t;
aren’t you now? I sa�d to myself, “It’s all over: �t was perhaps only �n
my fancy that I saw her come to th�s stud�o.” Yet here you are. Well, I
am pleased at �t, very pleased �ndeed.’



Sm�l�ng, but embarrassed, Chr�st�ne averted her head, pretend�ng
to look around her. But her sm�le soon d�ed away. The feroc�ous-
look�ng pa�nt�ngs wh�ch she aga�n beheld, the glar�ng sketches of the
South, the terr�ble anatom�cal accuracy of the stud�es from the nude,
all ch�lled her as on the f�rst occas�on. She became really afra�d
aga�n, and she sa�d gravely, �n an altered vo�ce:

‘I am d�sturb�ng you; I am go�ng.’
‘Oh! not at all, not at all,’ excla�med Claude, prevent�ng her from

r�s�ng. ‘It does me good to have a talk w�th you, for I was work�ng
myself to death. Oh! that confounded p�cture; �t’s k�ll�ng me as �t �s.’

Thereupon Chr�st�ne, l�ft�ng her eyes, looked at the large p�cture,
the canvas that had been turned to the wall on the prev�ous
occas�on, and wh�ch she had va�nly w�shed to see.

The background—the dark glade p�erced by a flood of sunl�ght—
was st�ll only broadly brushed �n. But the two l�ttle wrestlers—the fa�r
one and the dark—almost f�n�shed by now, showed clearly �n the
l�ght. In the foreground, the gentleman �n the velveteen jacket, three
t�mes begun afresh, had now been left �n d�stress. The pa�nter was
more part�cularly work�ng at the pr�nc�pal f�gure, the woman ly�ng on
the grass. He had not touched the head aga�n. He was battl�ng w�th
the body, chang�ng h�s model every week, so despondent at be�ng
unable to sat�sfy h�mself that for a couple of days he had been try�ng
to �mprove the f�gure from �mag�nat�on, w�thout recourse to nature,
although he boasted that he never �nvented.

Chr�st�ne at once recogn�sed herself. Yes, that nude g�rl sprawl�ng
on the grass, one arm beh�nd her head, sm�l�ng w�th lowered eyel�ds,
was herself, for she had her features. The �dea absolutely revolted
her, and she was wounded too by the w�ldness of the pa�nt�ng, so
brutal �ndeed that she cons�dered herself abom�nably �nsulted. She
d�d not understand that k�nd of art; she thought �t execrable, and felt
a hatred aga�nst �t, the �nst�nct�ve hatred of an enemy. She rose at
last, and curtly repeated, ‘I must be go�ng.’

Claude watched her attent�vely, both gr�eved and surpr�sed by her
sudden change of manner.

‘Go�ng already?’



‘Yes, they are wa�t�ng for me. Good-bye.’
And she had already reached the door before he could take her

hand, and venture to ask her:
‘When shall I see you aga�n?’
She allowed her hand to rema�n �n h�s. For a moment she seemed

to hes�tate.
‘I don’t know. I am so busy.’
Then she w�thdrew her hand and went off, hast�ly, say�ng: ‘One of

these days, when I can. Good-bye.’
Claude rema�ned stock-st�ll on the threshold. He wondered what

had come over her aga�n to cause her sudden coolness, her covert
�rr�tat�on. He closed the door, and walked about, w�th dangl�ng arms,
and w�thout understand�ng, seek�ng va�nly for the phrase, the
gesture that could have offended her. And he �n h�s turn became
angry, and launched an oath �nto space, w�th a terr�f�c shrug of the
shoulders, as �f to r�d h�mself of th�s s�lly worry. D�d a man ever
understand women? However, the s�ght of the roses, overlapp�ng the
water-jug, pac�f�ed h�m; they smelt so sweet. The�r scent pervaded
the whole stud�o, and s�lently he resumed h�s work am�dst the
perfume.

Two more months passed by. Dur�ng the earl�er days Claude, at
the sl�ghtest st�r of a morn�ng, when Madame Joseph brought h�m up
h�s breakfast or h�s letters, qu�ckly turned h�s head, and could not
control a gesture of d�sappo�ntment. He no longer went out unt�l after
four, and the doorkeeper hav�ng told h�m one even�ng, on h�s return
home, that a young person had called to see h�m at about f�ve, he
had only grown calm on ascerta�n�ng that the v�s�tor was merely a
model, Zoé P�edefer. Then, as the days went by, he was se�zed w�th
a fur�ous f�t of work, becom�ng unapproachable to every one,
�ndulg�ng �n such v�olent theor�es that even h�s fr�ends d�d not
venture to contrad�ct h�m. He swept the world from h�s path w�th one
gesture; there was no longer to be anyth�ng but pa�nt�ng left. One
m�ght murder one’s parents, comrades, and women espec�ally, and �t
would all be a good r�ddance. After th�s terr�ble fever he fell �nto
abom�nable despondency, spend�ng a week of �mpotence and doubt,
a whole week of torture, dur�ng wh�ch he fanc�ed h�mself struck s�lly.



But he was gett�ng over �t, he had resumed h�s usual l�fe, h�s
res�gned sol�tary struggle w�th h�s great p�cture, when one foggy
morn�ng, towards the end of October, he started and hast�ly set h�s
palette as�de. There had been no knock, but he had just recogn�sed
the footfall com�ng up the sta�rs. He opened the door and she walked
�n. She had come at last.

Chr�st�ne that day wore a large cloak of grey mater�al wh�ch
enveloped her from head to foot. Her l�ttle velvet hat was dark, and
the fog outs�de had pearled her black lace ve�l. But he thought her
look�ng very cheerful, w�th the f�rst sl�ght sh�ver of w�nter upon her.
She at once began to make excuses for hav�ng so long delayed her
return. She sm�led at h�m �n her pretty cand�d manner, confessed
that she had hes�tated, and that she had almost made up her m�nd to
come no more. Yes, she had her own op�n�ons about th�ngs, wh�ch
she felt sure he understood. As �t happened, he d�d not understand
at all—he had no w�sh to understand, see�ng that she was there. It
was qu�te suff�c�ent that she was not vexed w�th h�m, that she would
consent to look �n now and then l�ke a chum. There were no
explanat�ons; they kept the�r respect�ve torments and the struggles of
recent t�mes to themselves. For nearly an hour they chatted together
r�ght pleasantly, w�th noth�ng h�dden nor antagon�st�c rema�n�ng
between them; �t was as �f an understand�ng had been arr�ved at,
unknown to themselves, and wh�le they were far apart. She d�d not
even appear to not�ce the sketches and stud�es on the walls. For a
moment she looked f�xedly at the large p�cture, at the f�gure of the
woman ly�ng on the grass under the blaz�ng golden sun. No, �t was
not l�ke herself, that g�rl had ne�ther her face nor her body. How s�lly
to have fanc�ed that such a horr�d mess of colour was herself! And
her fr�endsh�p for the young fellow was he�ghtened by a touch of p�ty;
he could not even convey a l�keness. When she went off, �t was she
who on the threshold cord�ally held out her hand.

‘You know, I shall come back aga�n—’
‘Yes, �n two months’ t�me.’
‘No, next week. You’ll see, next Thursday.’
On the Thursday she punctually returned, and after that she d�d

not m�ss a week. At f�rst she had no part�cular day for call�ng, s�mply



tak�ng advantage of her opportun�t�es; but subsequently she selected
Monday, the day allowed her by Madame Vanzade �n order that she
m�ght have a walk �n the fresh, open a�r of the Bo�s de Boulogne.
She had to be back home by eleven, and she walked the whole way
very qu�ckly, com�ng �n all aglow from the run, for �t was a long
stretch from Passy to the Qua� de Bourbon. Dur�ng four w�nter
months, from October to February, she came �n th�s fash�on, now �n
drench�ng ra�n, now among the m�sts from the Se�ne, now �n the pale
sunl�ght that threw a l�ttle warmth over the quays. Indeed, after the
f�rst month, she at t�mes arr�ved unexpectedly, tak�ng advantage of
some errand �n town to look �n, and then she could only stay for a
couple of m�nutes; they had barely had t�me enough to say ‘How do
you do?’ when she was already scamper�ng down the sta�rs aga�n,
excla�m�ng ‘Good-bye.’

And now Claude learned to know Chr�st�ne. W�th h�s everlast�ng
m�strust of woman a susp�c�on had rema�ned to h�m, the susp�c�on of
some love adventure �n the prov�nces; but the g�rl’s soft eyes and
br�ght laughter had carr�ed all before them; he felt that she was as
�nnocent as a b�g ch�ld. As soon as she arr�ved, qu�te
unembarrassed, feel�ng fully at her ease, as w�th a fr�end, she began
to �ndulge �n a ceaseless flow of chatter. She had told h�m a score of
t�mes about her ch�ldhood at Clermont, and she constantly reverted
to �t. On the even�ng that her father, Capta�n Hallegra�n, had
suddenly d�ed, she and her mother had been to church. She
perfectly remembered the�r return home and the horr�ble n�ght that
had followed; the capta�n, very stout and muscular, ly�ng stretched
on a mattress, w�th h�s lower jaw protrud�ng to such a degree that �n
her g�rl�sh memory she could not p�cture h�m otherw�se. She also
had that same jaw, and when her mother had not known how to
master her, she had often cr�ed: ‘Ah, my g�rl, you’ll eat your heart’s
blood out l�ke your father.’ Poor mother! how she, Chr�st�ne, had
worr�ed her w�th her love of horseplay, w�th her mad turbulent f�ts. As
far back as she could remember, she p�ctured her mother ever
seated at the same w�ndow, qu�etly pa�nt�ng fans, a sl�m l�ttle woman
w�th very soft eyes, the only th�ng she had �nher�ted of her. When
people wanted to please her mother they told her, ‘she has got your
eyes.’ And then she sm�led, happy �n the thought of hav�ng



contr�buted at least that touch of sweetness to her daughter’s
features. After the death of her husband, she had worked so late as
to endanger her eyes�ght. But how else could she have l�ved? Her
w�dow’s pens�on—f�ve hundred francs per annum—barely suff�ced
for the needs of her ch�ld. For f�ve years Chr�st�ne had seen her
mother grow th�nner and paler, wast�ng away a l�ttle b�t each day unt�l
she became a mere shadow. And now she felt remorseful at not
hav�ng been more obed�ent, at hav�ng dr�ven her mother to despa�r
by lack of appl�cat�on. She had begun each week w�th magn�f�cent
�ntent�ons, prom�s�ng that she would soon help her to earn money;
but her arms and legs got the f�dgets, �n sp�te of her efforts; the
moment she became qu�et she fell �ll. Then one morn�ng her mother
had been unable to get up, and had d�ed; her vo�ce too weak to
make �tself heard, her eyes full of b�g tears. Ever d�d Chr�st�ne behold
her thus dead, w�th her weep�ng eyes w�de open and f�xed on her.

At other t�mes, Chr�st�ne, when quest�oned by Claude about
Clermont, forgot those sorrows to recall more cheerful memor�es.
She laughed ga�ly at the �dea of the�r encampment, as she called �t,
�n the Rue de l’Éclache; she born �n Strasburg, her father a Gascon,
her mother a Par�s�an, and all three thrown �nto that nook of
Auvergne, wh�ch they detested. The Rue de l’Éclache, slop�ng down
to the Botan�cal Gardens, was narrow and dank, gloomy, l�ke a vault.
Not a shop, never a passer-by—noth�ng but melancholy frontages,
w�th shutters always closed. At the back, however, the�r w�ndows,
overlook�ng some courtyards, were turned to the full sunl�ght. The
d�n�ng-room opened even on to a spac�ous balcony, a k�nd of
wooden gallery, whose arcades were hung w�th a g�ant w�star�a
wh�ch almost smothered them w�th fol�age. And the g�rl had grown up
there, at f�rst near her �nval�d father, then clo�stered, as �t were, w�th
her mother, whom the least exert�on exhausted. She had rema�ned
so complete a stranger to the town and �ts ne�ghbourhood, that
Claude and herself burst �nto laughter when she met h�s �nqu�r�es
w�th the constant answer, ‘I don’t know.’ The mounta�ns? Yes, there
were mounta�ns on one s�de, they could be seen at the end of the
streets; wh�le on the other s�de of the town, after pass�ng along other
streets, there were flat f�elds stretch�ng far away; but she never went
there, the d�stance was too great. The only he�ght she remembered



was the Puy de Dôme, rounded off at the summ�t l�ke a hump. In the
town �tself she could have found her way to the cathedral bl�ndfold;
one had to turn round by the Place de Jaude and take the Rue des
Gras; but more than that she could not tell h�m; the rest of the town
was an entanglement, a maze of slop�ng lanes and boulevards; a
town of black lava ever d�pp�ng downward, where the ra�n of the
thunderstorms swept by torrent�ally am�dst form�dable flashes of
l�ghtn�ng. Oh! those storms; she st�ll shuddered to th�nk of them. Just
oppos�te her room, above the roofs, the l�ghtn�ng conductor of the
museum was always on f�re. In the s�tt�ng-room she had her own
w�ndow—a deep recess as b�g as a room �tself—where her work-
table and personal n�ck-nacks stood. It was there that her mother
had taught her to read; �t was there that, later on, she had fallen
asleep wh�le l�sten�ng to her masters, so greatly d�d the fat�gue of
learn�ng daze her. And now she made fun of her own �gnorance; she
was a well-educated young lady, and no m�stake, unable even to
repeat the names of the K�ngs of France, w�th the dates of the�r
access�ons; a famous mus�c�an too, who had never got further than
that elementary p�anoforte exerc�se, ‘The l�ttle boats’; a prod�gy �n
water-colour pa�nt�ng, who scamped her trees because fol�age was
too d�ff�cult to �m�tate. Then she sk�pped, w�thout any trans�t�on, to
the f�fteen months she had spent at the Convent of the V�s�tat�on
after her mother’s death—a large convent, outs�de the town, w�th
magn�f�cent gardens. There was no end to her stor�es about the
good s�sters, the�r jealous�es, the�r fool�sh do�ngs, the�r s�mpl�c�ty, that
made one start. She was to have taken the ve�l, but she felt st�fled
the moment she entered a church. It had seemed to be all over w�th
her, when the Super�or, by whom she was treated w�th great
affect�on, d�verted her from the clo�ster by procur�ng her that s�tuat�on
at Madame Vanzade’s. She had not yet got over the surpr�se. How
had Mother des Sa�nts Anges been able to read her m�nd so clearly?
For, �n fact, s�nce she had been l�v�ng �n Par�s she had dropped �nto
complete �nd�fference about rel�g�on.

When all the rem�n�scences of Clermont were exhausted, Claude
wanted to hear about her l�fe at Madame Vanzade’s, and each week
she gave h�m fresh part�culars. The l�fe led �n the l�ttle house at
Passy, s�lent and shut off from the outer world, was a very regular



one, w�th no more no�se about �t than the fa�nt t�c-tac of an old-
fash�oned t�mep�ece. Two ant�quated domest�cs, a cook and a
manservant, who had been w�th the fam�ly for forty years, alone
gl�ded �n the�r sl�ppers about the deserted rooms, l�ke a couple of
ghosts. Now and then, at very long �ntervals, there came a v�s�tor:
some octogenar�an general, so des�ccated, so sl�ght of bu�ld that he
scarcely pressed on the carpet. The house was also the home of
shadows; the sun f�ltered w�th the mere gleam of a n�ght l�ght through
the Venet�an bl�nds. S�nce madame had become paralysed �n the
knees and stone bl�nd, so that she no longer left her room, she had
had no other recreat�on than that of l�sten�ng to the read�ng of
rel�g�ous books. Ah! those endless read�ngs, how they we�ghed upon
the g�rl at t�mes! If she had only known a trade, how gladly she would
have cut out dresses, concocted bonnets, or goffered the petals of
art�f�c�al flowers. And to th�nk that she was capable of noth�ng, when
she had been taught everyth�ng, and that there was only enough
stuff �n her to make a salar�ed drudge, a sem�-domest�c! She suffered
horr�bly, too, �n that st�ff, lonely dwell�ng wh�ch smelt of the tomb. She
was se�zed once more w�th the vert�go of her ch�ldhood, as when she
had str�ven to compel herself to work, �n order to please her mother;
her blood rebelled; she would have l�ked to shout and jump about, �n
her des�re for l�fe. But madame treated her so gently, send�ng her
away from her room, and order�ng her to take long walks, that she
felt full of remorse when, on her return to the Qua� de Bourbon, she
was obl�ged to tell a falsehood; to talk of the Bo�s de Boulogne or
�nvent some ceremony at church where she now never set foot.
Madame seemed to take to her more and more every day; there
were constant presents, now a s�lk dress, now a t�ny gold watch,
even some underl�nen. She herself was very fond of Madame
Vanzade; she had wept one day when the latter had called her
daughter; she had sworn never to leave her, such was her heart-felt
p�ty at see�ng her so old and helpless.

‘Well,’ sa�d Claude one morn�ng, ‘you’ll be rewarded; she’ll leave
you her money.’

Chr�st�ne looked aston�shed. ‘Do you th�nk so? It �s sa�d that she �s
worth three m�ll�ons of francs. No, no, I have never dreamt of such a
th�ng, and I won’t. What would become of me?’



Claude had averted h�s head, and hast�ly repl�ed, ‘Well, you’d
become r�ch, that’s all. But no doubt she’ll f�rst of all marry you off—’

On hear�ng th�s, Chr�st�ne could hold out no longer, but burst �nto
laughter. ‘To one of her old fr�ends, eh? perhaps the general who has
a s�lver ch�n. What a good joke!’

So far they had gone no further than chumm�ng l�ke old fr�ends. He
was almost as new to l�fe as she, hav�ng had noth�ng but chance
adventures, and l�v�ng �n an �deal world of h�s own, fanc�ful am�d
romant�c amours. To see each other �n secret l�ke th�s, from pure
fr�endsh�p, w�thout anyth�ng more tender pass�ng between them than
a cord�al shake of the hand at her arr�val, and another one when she
left, seemed to them qu�te natural. St�ll for her part she scented that
he was shy, and at t�mes she looked at h�m f�xedly, w�th the
wonder�ng perturbat�on of unconsc�ous pass�on. But as yet noth�ng
ardent or ag�tat�ng spo�lt the pleasure they felt �n be�ng together.
The�r hands rema�ned cool; they spoke cheerfully on all subjects;
they somet�mes argued l�ke fr�ends, who feel sure they w�ll not fall
out. Only, th�s fr�endsh�p grew so keen that they could no longer l�ve
w�thout see�ng one another.

The moment Chr�st�ne came, Claude took the key from outs�de the
door. She herself �ns�sted upon th�s, lest somebody m�ght d�sturb
them. After a few v�s�ts she had taken absolute possess�on of the
stud�o. She seemed to be at home there. She was tormented by a
des�re to make the place a l�ttle more t�dy, for such d�sorder worr�ed
her and made her uncomfortable. But �t was not an easy matter. The
pa�nter had str�ctly forb�dden Madame Joseph to sweep up th�ngs,
lest the dust should get on the fresh pa�nt. So, on the f�rst occas�ons
when h�s compan�on attempted to clean up a b�t, he watched her
w�th anx�ous entreat�ng eyes. What was the good of chang�ng the
place of th�ngs? D�dn’t �t suff�ce to have them at hand? However, she
exh�b�ted such gay determ�nat�on, she seemed so happy at play�ng
the housew�fe, that he let her have her own way at last. And now, the
moment she had arr�ved and taken off her gloves, she p�nned up her
dress to avo�d so�l�ng �t, and set the b�g stud�o �n order �n the
tw�nkl�ng of an eye. There was no longer a p�le of c�nders before the
stove; the screen h�d the bedstead and the washstand; the couch



was brushed, the wardrobe pol�shed; the deal table was cleared of
the crockery, and had not a sta�n of pa�nt; and above the cha�rs,
wh�ch were symmetr�cally arranged, and the spanned easels
propped aga�nst the walls, the b�g cuckoo clock, w�th full-blown p�nk
flowers on �ts d�al, seemed to t�ck more sonorously. Altogether �t was
magn�f�cent; one would not have recogn�sed the place. He,
stupef�ed, watched her trott�ng to and fro, tw�st�ng about and s�ng�ng
as she went. Was th�s then the lazybones who had such dreadful
headaches at the least b�t of work? But she laughed; at headwork,
yes; but exert�on w�th her hands and feet d�d her good, seemed to
stra�ghten her l�ke a young sapl�ng. She confessed, even as she
would have confessed some depraved taste, her l�k�ng for lowly
household cares; a l�k�ng wh�ch had greatly worr�ed her mother,
whose educat�onal �deal cons�sted of accompl�shments, and who
would have made her a governess w�th soft hands, touch�ng noth�ng
vulgar. How Chr�st�ne had been ch�ded �ndeed whenever she was
caught, as a l�ttle g�rl, sweep�ng, dust�ng, and play�ng del�ghtedly at
be�ng cook! Even nowadays, �f she had been able to �ndulge �n a
bout w�th the dust at Madame Vanzade’s, she would have felt less
bored. But what would they have sa�d to that? She would no longer
have been cons�dered a lady. And so she came to sat�sfy her
long�ngs at the Qua� de Bourbon, pant�ng w�th the exerc�se, all
aglow, her eyes gl�sten�ng w�th a woman’s del�ght at b�t�ng �nto
forb�dden fru�t.

Claude by th�s t�me grew consc�ous of hav�ng a woman’s care
around h�m. In order to make her s�t down and chat qu�etly, he would
ask her now and then to sew a torn cuff or coat-ta�l. She herself had
offered to look over h�s l�nen; but �t was no longer w�th the ardour of
a housew�fe, eager to be up and do�ng. F�rst of all, she hardly knew
how to work; she held her needle l�ke a g�rl brought up �n contempt of
sew�ng. Bes�des, the enforced qu�escence and the attent�on that had
to be g�ven to such work, the small st�tches wh�ch had to be looked
to one by one, exasperated her. Thus the stud�o was br�ght w�th
cleanl�ness l�ke a draw�ng-room, but Claude h�mself rema�ned �n
rags, and they both joked about �t, th�nk�ng �t great fun.

How happy were those months that they spent together, those four
months of frost and ra�n wh�led away �n the stud�o, where the red-hot



stove roared l�ke an organ-p�pe! The w�nter seemed to �solate them
from the world st�ll more. When the snow covered the adjacent roofs,
when the sparrows fluttered aga�nst the w�ndow, they sm�led at
feel�ng warm and cosy, at be�ng lost, as �t were, am�dst the great
s�lent c�ty. But they d�d not always conf�ne themselves to that one
l�ttle nook, for she allowed h�m at last to see her home. For a long
wh�le she had �ns�sted upon go�ng away by herself, feel�ng ashamed
of be�ng seen �n the streets on a man’s arm. Then, one day when the
ra�n fell all of a sudden, she was obl�ged to let h�m come downsta�rs
w�th an umbrella. The ra�n hav�ng ceased almost �mmed�ately, she
sent h�m back when they reached the other s�de of the Pont Lou�s-
Ph�l�ppe. They only rema�ned a few moments bes�de the parapet,
look�ng at the Ma�l, and happy at be�ng together �n the open a�r.
Down below, large barges, moored aga�nst the quay, and full of
apples, were ranged four rows deep, so close together that the
planks thrown across them made a cont�nuous path for the women
and ch�ldren runn�ng to and fro. They were amused by the s�ght of all
that fru�t, those enormous p�les l�tter�ng the banks, the round baskets
wh�ch were carr�ed h�ther and th�ther, wh�le a strong odour,
suggest�ve of c�der �n fermentat�on, m�ngled w�th the mo�st gusts
from the r�ver.

A week later, when the sun aga�n showed �tself, and Claude
extolled the sol�tude of the quays round the Isle Sa�nt Lou�s,
Chr�st�ne consented to take a walk. They strolled up the Qua� de
Bourbon and the Qua� d’Anjou, paus�ng at every few steps and
grow�ng �nterested �n the var�ous scenes of r�ver l�fe; the dredger
whose buckets grated aga�nst the�r cha�ns, the float�ng wash-house,
wh�ch resounded w�th the hubbub of a quarrel, and the steam cranes
busy unload�ng the l�ghters. She d�d not cease to wonder at one
thought wh�ch came to her. Was �t poss�ble that yonder Qua� des
Ormes, so full of l�fe across the stream, that th�s Qua� Henr� IV., w�th
�ts broad embankment and lower shore, where bands of ch�ldren and
dogs rolled over �n the sand, that th�s panorama of an act�ve,
densely-populated cap�tal was the same accursed scene that had
appeared to her for a moment �n a gory flash on the n�ght of her
arr�val? They went round the po�nt of the �sland, stroll�ng more
le�surely st�ll to enjoy the sol�tude and tranqu�ll�ty wh�ch the old



h�stor�c mans�ons seem to have �mplanted there. They watched the
water seeth�ng between the wooden p�les of the Estacade, and
returned by way of the Qua� de Béthune and the Qua� d’Orléans,
�nst�nct�vely drawn closer to each other by the w�den�ng of the
stream, keep�ng elbow to elbow at s�ght of the vast flow, w�th the�r
eyes f�xed on the d�stant Halle aux V�ns and the Jard�n des Plantes.
In the pale sky, the cupolas of the publ�c bu�ld�ngs assumed a blu�sh
hue. When they reached the Pont St. Lou�s, Claude had to po�nt out
Notre-Dame by name, for Chr�st�ne d�d not recogn�se the ed�f�ce from
the rear, where �t looked l�ke a colossal creature crouch�ng down
between �ts fly�ng buttresses, wh�ch suggested sprawl�ng paws, wh�le
above �ts long lev�athan sp�ne �ts towers rose l�ke a double head.
The�r real f�nd that day, however, was at the western po�nt of the
�sland, that po�nt l�ke the prow of a sh�p always r�d�ng at anchor,
afloat between two sw�ft currents, �n s�ght of Par�s, but ever unable to
get �nto port. They went down some very steep steps there, and
d�scovered a sol�tary bank planted w�th lofty trees. It was a charm�ng
refuge—a herm�tage �n the m�dst of a crowd. Par�s was rumbl�ng
around them, on the quays, on the br�dges, wh�le they at the water’s
edge tasted the del�ght of be�ng alone, �gnored by the whole world.
From that day forth that bank became a l�ttle rust�c co�gn of the�rs, a
favour�te open-a�r resort, where they took advantage of the sunny
hours, when the great heat of the stud�o, where the red-hot stove
kept roar�ng, oppressed them too much, f�ll�ng the�r hands w�th a
fever of wh�ch they were afra�d.

Nevertheless, Chr�st�ne had so far objected to be accompan�ed
farther than the Ma�l. At the Qua� des Ormes she always bade
Claude go back, as �f Par�s, w�th her crowds and poss�ble
encounters, began at the long stretch of quays wh�ch she had to
traverse on her way home. But Passy was so far off, and she felt so
dull at hav�ng to go such a d�stance alone, that gradually she gave
way. She began by allow�ng Claude to see her as far as the Hôtel de
V�lle; then as far as the Pont-Neuf; at last as far as the Tu�ler�es. She
forgot the danger; they walked arm �n arm l�ke a young marr�ed
couple; and that constantly repeated promenade, that le�surely
journey over the self-same ground by the r�ver s�de, acqu�red an
�nf�n�te charm, full of a happ�ness such as could scarcely be



surpassed �n after-t�mes. They truly belonged to each other, though
they had not erred. It seemed as �f the very soul of the great c�ty,
r�s�ng from the r�ver, wrapped them around w�th all the love that had
throbbed beh�nd the grey stone walls through the long lapse of ages.

S�nce the n�pp�ng colds of December, Chr�st�ne only came �n the
afternoon, and �t was about four o’clock, when the sun was s�nk�ng,
that Claude escorted her back on h�s arm. On days when the sky
was clear, they could see the long l�ne of quays stretch�ng away �nto
space d�rectly they had crossed the Pont Lou�s-Ph�l�ppe. From one
end to the other the slant�ng sun powdered the houses on the r�ght
bank w�th golden dust, wh�le, on the left, the �slets, the bu�ld�ngs,
stood out �n a black l�ne aga�nst the blaz�ng glory of the sunset.
Between the sombre and the br�ll�ant marg�n, the spangled r�ver
sparkled, cut �n twa�n every now and then by the long bars of �ts
br�dges; the f�ve arches of the Pont Notre-Dame show�ng under the
s�ngle span of the Pont d’Arcole; then the Pont-au-Change and the
Pont-Neuf, beyond each of whose shadows appeared a lum�nous
patch, a sheet of blu�sh sat�ny water, grow�ng paler here and there
w�th a m�rror-l�ke reflect�on. And wh�le the dusky outl�nes on the left
term�nated �n the s�lhouettes of the po�nted towers of the Pala�s de
Just�ce, sharply and darkly def�ned aga�nst the sky, a gentle curve
undulated on the r�ght, stretch�ng away so far that the Pav�llon de
Flore, who stood forth l�ke a c�tadel at the curve’s extreme end,
seemed a fa�ry castle, bluey, dreaml�ke and vague, am�dst the rosy
m�st on the hor�zon. But Claude and Chr�st�ne, w�th the sunl�ght
stream�ng on them, athwart the leafless plane trees, turned away
from the dazzlement, preferr�ng to gaze at certa�n spots, one above
all—a block of old houses just above the Ma�l. Below, there was a
ser�es of one-stor�ed tenements, l�ttle huckster and f�sh�ng-tackle
shops, w�th flat terrace roofs, ornamented w�th laurel and V�rg�n�a
creeper. And �n the rear rose loft�er, but decrep�t, dwell�ngs, w�th l�nen
hung out to dry at the�r w�ndows, a collect�on of fantast�c structures,
a confused mass of woodwork and masonry, overtoppl�ng walls, and
hang�ng gardens, �n wh�ch coloured glass balls shone out l�ke stars.
They walked on, leav�ng beh�nd them the b�g barracks and the Hôtel
de V�lle, and feel�ng much more �nterest �n the C�té wh�ch appeared
across the r�ver, pent between lofty smooth embankments r�s�ng from



the water. Above the darkened houses rose the towers of Notre-
Dame, as resplendent as �f they had been newly g�lt. Then the
second-hand bookstalls began to �nvade the quays. Down below a
l�ghter full of charcoal struggled aga�nst the strong current beneath
an arch of the Pont Notre-Dame. And then, on the days when the
flower market was held, they stopped, desp�te the �nclement
weather, to �nhale the scent of the f�rst v�olets and the early
g�llyflowers. On the�r left a long stretch of bank now became v�s�ble;
beyond the pepper-caster turrets of the Pala�s de Just�ce, the small,
murky tenements of the Qua� de l’Horloge showed as far as the
clump of trees m�dway across the Pont-Neuf; then, as they went
farther on, other quays emerged from the m�st, �n the far d�stance:
the Qua� Volta�re, the Qua� Malaqua�s, the dome of the Inst�tute of
France, the square p�le of the M�nt, a long grey l�ne of frontages of
wh�ch they could not even d�st�ngu�sh the w�ndows, a promontory of
roofs, wh�ch, w�th the�r stacks of ch�mney-pots, looked l�ke some
rugged cl�ff, d�pp�ng down �nto a phosphorescent sea. In front,
however, the Pav�llon de Flore lost �ts dreamy aspect, and became
sol�d�f�ed �n the f�nal sun blaze. Then r�ght and left, on e�ther bank of
the r�ver, came the long v�stas of the Boulevard de Sebastopol and
the Boulevard du Pala�s; the handsome new bu�ld�ngs of the Qua� de
la Meg�sser�e, w�th the new Prefecture of Pol�ce across the water;
and the old Pont-Neuf, w�th �ts statue of Henr� IV. look�ng l�ke a
splash of �nk. The Louvre, the Tu�ler�es followed, and beyond
Grenelle there was a far-stretch�ng panorama of the slopes of
Sevres, the country steeped �n a stream of sun rays. Claude never
went farther. Chr�st�ne always made h�m stop just before they
reached the Pont Royal, near the f�ne trees bes�de V�g�er’s
sw�mm�ng baths; and when they turned round to shake hands once
more �n the golden sunset now flush�ng �nto cr�mson, they looked
back and, on the hor�zon, esp�ed the Isle Sa�nt Lou�s, whence they
had come, the �nd�st�nct d�stance of the c�ty upon wh�ch n�ght was
already descend�ng from the slate-hued eastern sky.

Ah! what splend�d sunsets they beheld dur�ng those weekly strolls.
The sun accompan�ed them, as �t were, am�d the throbb�ng ga�ety of
the quays, the r�ver l�fe, the danc�ng r�pples of the currents; am�d the
attract�ons of the shops, as warm as conservator�es, the flowers sold



by the seed merchants, and the no�sy cages of the b�rd fanc�ers;
am�d all the d�n of sound and wealth of colour wh�ch ever make a
c�ty’s waters�de �ts youthful part. As they proceeded, the ardent blaze
of the western sky turned to purple on the�r left, above the dark l�ne
of houses, and the orb of day seemed to wa�t for them, fall�ng
gradually lower, slowly roll�ng towards the d�stant roofs when once
they had passed the Pont Notre-Dame �n front of the w�den�ng
stream. In no anc�ent forest, on no mounta�n road, beyond no grassy
pla�n w�ll there ever be such tr�umphal sunsets as beh�nd the cupola
of the Inst�tute. It �s there one sees Par�s ret�r�ng to rest �n all her
glory. At each of the�r walks the aspect of the conflagrat�on changed;
fresh furnaces added the�r glow to the crown of flames. One even�ng,
when a shower had surpr�sed them, the sun, show�ng beh�nd the
downpour, l�t up the whole ra�n cloud, and upon the�r heads there fell
a spray of glow�ng water, �r�sated w�th p�nk and azure. On the days
when the sky was clear, however, the sun, l�ke a f�ery ball,
descended majest�cally �n an unruffled sapph�re lake; for a moment
the black cupola of the Inst�tute seemed to cut away part of �t and
make �t look l�ke the wan�ng moon; then the globe assumed a v�olet
t�nge and at last became submerged �n the lake, wh�ch had turned
blood-red. Already, �n February, the planet descr�bed a w�der curve,
and fell stra�ght �nto the Se�ne, wh�ch seemed to seethe on the
hor�zon as at the contact of red-hot �ron. However, the grander
scenes, the vast fa�ry p�ctures of space only blazed on cloudy
even�ngs. Then, accord�ng to the wh�m of the w�nd, there were seas
of sulphur splash�ng aga�nst coral reefs; there were palaces and
towers, marvels of arch�tecture, p�led upon one another, burn�ng and
crumbl�ng, and throw�ng torrents of lava from the�r many gaps; or
else the orb wh�ch had d�sappeared, h�dden by a ve�l of clouds,
suddenly transp�erced that ve�l w�th such a press of l�ght that shafts
of sparks shot forth from one hor�zon to the other, show�ng as pla�nly
as a volley of golden arrows. And then the tw�l�ght fell, and they sa�d
good-bye to each other, wh�le the�r eyes were st�ll full of the f�nal
dazzlement. They felt that tr�umphal Par�s was the accompl�ce of the
joy wh�ch they could not exhaust, the joy of ever resum�ng together
that walk bes�de the old stone parapets.



One day, however, there happened what Claude had always
secretly feared. Chr�st�ne no longer seemed to bel�eve �n the
poss�b�l�ty of meet�ng anybody who knew her. In fact, was there such
a person? She would always pass along l�ke th�s, rema�n�ng
altogether unknown. He, however, thought of h�s own fr�ends, and at
t�mes felt a k�nd of tremor when he fanc�ed he recogn�sed �n the
d�stance the back of some acqua�ntance. He was troubled by a
feel�ng of del�cacy; the �dea that somebody m�ght stare at the g�rl,
approach them, and perhaps beg�n to joke, gave h�m �ntolerable
worry. And that very even�ng, as she was close bes�de h�m on h�s
arm, and they were approach�ng the Pont des Arts, he fell upon
Sandoz and Dubuche, who were com�ng down the steps of the
br�dge. It was �mposs�ble to avo�d them, they were almost face to
face; bes�des, h�s fr�ends must have seen h�m, for they sm�led.
Claude, very pale, kept advanc�ng, and he thought �t all up on see�ng
Dubuche take a step towards h�m; but Sandoz was already hold�ng
the arch�tect back, and lead�ng h�m away. They passed on w�th an
�nd�fferent a�r and d�sappeared �nto the courtyard of the Louvre
w�thout as much as turn�ng round. They had both just recogn�sed the
or�g�nal of the crayon sketch, wh�ch the pa�nter h�d away w�th all the
jealousy of a lover. Chr�st�ne, who was chatter�ng, had not�ced
noth�ng. Claude, w�th h�s heart throbb�ng, answered her �n
monosyllables, moved to tears, br�mm�ng over w�th grat�tude to h�s
old chums for the�r d�screet behav�our.

A few days later, however, he had another shock. He d�d not
expect Chr�st�ne, and had therefore made an appo�ntment w�th
Sandoz. Then, as she had run up to spend an hour—�t was one of
those surpr�ses that del�ghted them—they had just w�thdrawn the
key, as usual, when there came a fam�l�ar knock w�th the f�st on the
door. Claude at once recogn�sed the rap, and felt so upset at the
m�shap that he overturned a cha�r. After that �t was �mposs�ble to
pretend to be out. But Chr�st�ne turned so pale, and �mplored h�m
w�th such a w�ld gesture, that he rema�ned rooted to the spot, hold�ng
h�s breath. The knocks cont�nued, and a vo�ce called, ‘Claude,
Claude!’ He st�ll rema�ned qu�te st�ll, debat�ng w�th h�mself, however,
w�th ashen l�ps and downcast eyes. Deep s�lence re�gned, and then
footsteps were heard, mak�ng the sta�rs creak as they went down.



Claude’s breast heaved w�th �ntense sadness; he felt �t burst�ng w�th
remorse at the sound of each retreat�ng step, as �f he had den�ed the
fr�endsh�p of h�s whole youth.

However, one afternoon there came another knock, and Claude
had only just t�me to wh�sper despa�r�ngly, ‘The key has been left �n
the door.’

In fact, Chr�st�ne had forgotten to take �t out. She became qu�te
scared and darted beh�nd the screen, w�th her handkerch�ef over her
mouth to st�fle the sound of her breath�ng.

The knocks became louder, there was a burst of laughter, and the
pa�nter had to reply, ‘Come �n.’

He felt more uncomfortable st�ll when he saw Jory, who gallantly
ushered �n Irma Bécot, whose acqua�ntance he had made through
Fagerolles, and who was fl�ng�ng her youth about the Par�s stud�os.

‘She �ns�sted upon see�ng your stud�o, so I brought her,’ expla�ned
the journal�st.

The g�rl, however, w�thout wa�t�ng, was already walk�ng about and
mak�ng remarks, w�th perfect freedom of manner. ‘Oh! how funny �t �s
here. And what funny pa�nt�ng. Come, there’s a good fellow, show
me everyth�ng. I want to see everyth�ng.’

Claude, apprehens�vely anx�ous, was afra�d that she m�ght push
the screen as�de. He p�ctured Chr�st�ne beh�nd �t, and felt d�stracted
already at what she m�ght hear.

‘You know what she has come to ask of you?’ resumed Jory
cheerfully. ‘What, don’t you remember? You prom�sed that she m�ght
pose for someth�ng. And she’ll do so �f you l�ke.’

‘Of course I w�ll,’ sa�d Irma.
‘The fact �s,’ repl�ed Claude, �n an embarrassed tone, ‘my p�cture

here w�ll take up all my t�me t�ll the Salon. I have a f�gure �n �t that
g�ves me a deal of trouble. It’s �mposs�ble to perfect �t w�th those
confounded models.’

Irma had stat�oned herself �n front of the p�cture, and looked at �t
w�th a know�ng a�r. ‘Oh! I see,’ she sa�d, ‘that woman �n the grass,
eh? Do you th�nk I could be of any use to you?’



Jory flared up �n a moment, warmly approv�ng the �dea, but Claude
w�th the greatest energy repl�ed, ‘No, no madame wouldn’t su�t. She
�s not at all what I want for th�s p�cture; not at all.’

Then he went on stammer�ng excuses. He would be only too
pleased later on, but just now he was afra�d that another model
would qu�te complete h�s confus�on over that p�cture; and Irma
responded by shrugg�ng her shoulders, and look�ng at h�m w�th an
a�r of sm�l�ng contempt.

Jory, however, now began to chat about the�r fr�ends. Why had not
Claude come to Sandoz’s on the prev�ous Thursday? One never saw
h�m now. Dubuche asserted all sorts of th�ngs about h�m. There had
been a row between Fagerolles and Mahoudeau on the subject
whether even�ng dress was a th�ng to be reproduced �n sculpture.
Then on the prev�ous Sunday Gagn�ère had returned home from a
Wagner concert w�th a black eye. He, Jory, had nearly had a duel at
the Café Baudequ�n on account of one of h�s last art�cles �n ‘The
Drummer.’ The fact was he was g�v�ng �t hot to the twopenny-
halfpenny pa�nters, the men w�th the usurped reputat�ons! The
campa�gn aga�nst the hang�ng comm�ttee of the Salon was mak�ng a
deuce of a row; not a shred would be left of those guard�ans of the
�deal, who wanted to prevent nature from enter�ng the�r show.

Claude l�stened to h�m w�th �mpat�ent �rr�tat�on. He had taken up
h�s palette and was shuffl�ng about �n front of h�s p�cture. The other
one understood at last.

‘You want to work, I see; all r�ght, we’ll leave you.’
Irma, however, st�ll stared at the pa�nter, w�th her vague sm�le,

aston�shed at the stup�d�ty of th�s s�mpleton, who d�d not seem to
apprec�ate her, and se�zed desp�te herself w�th a wh�m to please h�m.
H�s stud�o was ugly, and he h�mself wasn’t handsome; but why
should he put on such bugbear a�rs? She chaffed h�m for a moment,
and on go�ng off aga�n offered to s�t for h�m, emphas�s�ng her offer by
warmly press�ng h�s hand.

‘Whenever you l�ke,’ were her part�ng words.
They had gone at last, and Claude was obl�ged to pull the screen

as�de, for Chr�st�ne, look�ng very wh�te, rema�ned seated beh�nd �t, as
�f she lacked the strength to r�se. She d�d not say a word about the



g�rl, but s�mply declared that she had felt very fr�ghtened; and—
trembl�ng lest there should come another knock—she wanted to go
at once, carry�ng away w�th her, as her startled looks test�f�ed, the
d�sturb�ng thought of many th�ngs wh�ch she d�d not ment�on.

In fact, for a long t�me that sphere of brutal art, that stud�o full of
glar�ng p�ctures, had caused her a feel�ng of d�scomfort. Wounded �n
all her feel�ngs, full of repugnance, she could not get used to �t all.
She had grown up full of affect�onate adm�rat�on for a very d�fferent
style of art—her mother’s f�ne water-colours, those fans of dreamy
del�cacy, �n wh�ch l�lac-t�nted couples floated about �n blu�sh gardens
—and she qu�te fa�led to understand Claude’s work. Even now she
often amused herself by pa�nt�ng t�ny g�rl�sh landscapes, two or three
subjects repeated over and over aga�n—a lake w�th a ru�n, a water-
m�ll beat�ng a stream, a chalet and some p�ne trees, wh�te w�th snow.
And she felt surpr�sed that an �ntell�gent young fellow should pa�nt �n
such an unreasonable manner, so ugly and so untruthful bes�des.
For she not only thought Claude’s real�sm monstrously ugly, but
cons�dered �t beyond every perm�ss�ble truth. In fact, she thought at
t�mes that he must be mad.

One day Claude absolutely �ns�sted upon see�ng a small sketch-
book wh�ch she had brought away from Clermont, and wh�ch she
had spoken about. After object�ng for a long wh�le, she brought �t
w�th her, flattered at heart and feel�ng very cur�ous to know what he
would say. He turned over the leaves, sm�l�ng all the wh�le, and as he
d�d not speak, she was the f�rst to ask:

‘You th�nk �t very bad, don’t you?’
‘Not at all,’ he repl�ed. ‘It’s �nnocent.’
The reply hurt her, desp�te Claude’s �ndulgent tone, wh�ch a�med

at mak�ng �t am�able.
‘Well, you see I had so few lessons from mamma. I l�ke pa�nt�ng to

be well done, and pleas�ng.’
Thereupon he burst �nto frank laughter.
‘Confess now that my pa�nt�ng makes you feel �ll! I have not�ced �t.

You purse your l�ps and open your eyes w�de w�th fr�ght. Certa�nly �t
�s not the style of pa�nt�ng for lad�es, least of all for young g�rls. But



you’ll get used to �t; �t’s only a quest�on of educat�ng your eyes and
you’ll end by see�ng that what I am do�ng �s very honest and healthy.’

Indeed, Chr�st�ne slowly became used to �t. But, at f�rst, art�st�c
conv�ct�on had noth�ng to do w�th the change, espec�ally as Claude,
w�th h�s contempt for female op�n�on, d�d not take the trouble to
�ndoctr�nate her. On the contrary, �n her company he avo�ded
convers�ng about art, as �f he w�shed to reta�n for h�mself that
pass�on of h�s l�fe, apart from the new pass�on wh�ch was gradually
tak�ng possess�on of h�m. St�ll, Chr�st�ne gl�ded �nto the hab�t of the
th�ng, and became fam�l�ar�sed w�th �t; she began to feel �nterested �n
those abom�nable p�ctures, on not�c�ng the �mportant place they held
�n the art�st’s ex�stence. Th�s was the f�rst stage on the road to
convers�on; she felt greatly moved by h�s rageful eagerness to be up
and do�ng, the whole-heartedness w�th wh�ch he devoted h�mself to
h�s work. Was �t not very touch�ng? Was there not someth�ng very
cred�table �n �t? Then, on not�c�ng h�s joy or suffer�ng, accord�ng to
the success or the fa�lure of the day’s work, she began to assoc�ate
herself w�th h�s efforts. She felt saddened when she found h�m sad,
she grew cheerful when he rece�ved her cheerfully; and from that
moment her worry was—had he done a lot of work? was he sat�sf�ed
w�th what he had done s�nce they had last seen each other? At the
end of the second month she had been ga�ned over; she stat�oned
herself before h�s p�ctures to judge whether they were progress�ng or
not. She no longer felt afra�d of them. She st�ll d�d not approve
part�cularly of that style of pa�nt�ng, but she began to repeat the
art�st�c express�ons wh�ch she had heard h�m use; declared th�s b�t to
be ‘v�gorous �n tone,’ ‘well bu�lt up,’ or ‘just �n the l�ght �t should be.’
He seemed to her so good-natured, and she was so fond of h�m, that
after f�nd�ng excuses for h�m for daub�ng those horrors, she ended by
d�scover�ng qual�t�es �n them �n order that she m�ght l�ke them a l�ttle
also.

Nevertheless, there was one p�cture, the large one, the one
�ntended for the Salon, to wh�ch for a long wh�le she was qu�te
unable to reconc�le herself. She already looked w�thout d�sl�ke at the
stud�es made at the Bout�n stud�o and the sketches of Plassans, but
she was st�ll �rr�tated by the s�ght of the woman ly�ng �n the grass. It
was l�ke a personal grudge, the shame of hav�ng momentar�ly



thought that she could detect �n �t a l�keness of herself, and s�lent
embarrassment, too, for that b�g f�gure cont�nued to wound her
feel�ngs, although she now found less and less of a resemblance �n
�t. At f�rst she had protested by avert�ng her eyes. Now she rema�ned
for several m�nutes look�ng at �t f�xedly, �n mute contemplat�on. How
was �t that the l�keness to herself had d�sappeared? The more
v�gorously that Claude struggled on, never sat�sf�ed, touch�ng up the
same b�t a hundred t�mes over, the more d�d that l�keness to herself
gradually fade away. And, w�thout be�ng able to account for �t,
w�thout dar�ng to adm�t as much to herself, she, whom the pa�nt�ng
had so greatly offended when she had f�rst seen �t, now felt a
grow�ng sorrow at not�c�ng that noth�ng of herself rema�ned.

Indeed �t seemed to her as �f the�r fr�endsh�p suffered from th�s
obl�terat�on; she felt herself further away from h�m as tra�t after tra�t
van�shed. D�dn’t he care for her that he thus allowed her to be
effaced from h�s work? And who was the new woman, whose was
the unknown �nd�st�nct face that appeared from beneath hers?

Claude, �n despa�r at hav�ng spo�lt the f�gure’s head, d�d not know
exactly how to ask her for a few hours’ s�tt�ng. She would merely
have had to s�t down, and he would only have taken some h�nts. But
he had prev�ously seen her so pa�ned that he felt afra�d of �rr�tat�ng
her aga�n. Moreover, after resolv�ng �n h�s own m�nd to ask her th�s
favour �n a gay, off-hand way, he had been at a loss for words,
feel�ng all at once ashamed at the not�on.

One afternoon he qu�te upset her by one of those bursts of anger
wh�ch he found �t �mposs�ble to control, even �n her presence.
Everyth�ng had gone wrong that week; he talked of scrap�ng h�s
canvas aga�n, and he paced up and down, bes�de h�mself, and
k�ck�ng the furn�ture about. Then all of a sudden he caught her by the
shoulders, and made her s�t down on the couch.

‘I beg of you, do me th�s favour, or �t’ll k�ll me, I swear �t w�ll.’
She d�d not understand h�m.
‘What—what �s �t you want?’
Then as soon as she saw h�m take up h�s brushes, she added,

w�thout heed�ng what she sa�d, ‘Ah, yes! Why d�d not you ask me
before?’



And of her own accord she threw herself back on a cush�on and
sl�pped her arm under her neck. But surpr�se and confus�on at
hav�ng y�elded so qu�ckly made her grave, for she d�d not know that
she was prepared for th�s k�nd of th�ng; �ndeed, she could have
sworn that she would never serve h�m as a model aga�n. Her
compl�ance already f�lled her w�th remorse, as �f she were lend�ng
herself to someth�ng wrong by lett�ng h�m �mpart her own
countenance to that b�g creature, ly�ng refulgent under the sun.

However, �n two s�tt�ngs, Claude worked �n the head all r�ght. He
exulted w�th del�ght, and excla�med that �t was the best b�t of pa�nt�ng
he had ever done; and he was r�ght, never had he thrown such a
play of real l�ght over such a l�fe-l�ke face. Happy at see�ng h�m so
pleased, Chr�st�ne also became gay, go�ng as far as to express
approval of her head, wh�ch, though not extremely l�ke her, had a
wonderful express�on. They stood for a long wh�le before the p�cture,
bl�nk�ng at �t, and draw�ng back as far as the wall.

‘And now,’ he sa�d at last, ‘I’ll f�n�sh her off w�th a model. Ah! so
I’ve got her at last.’

In a burst of ch�ld�sh glee, he took the g�rl round the wa�st, and
they performed ‘a tr�umphant war dance,’ as he called �t. She
laughed very heart�ly, fond of romp�ng as she was, and no longer
feel�ng aught of her scruples and d�scomfort.

But the very next week Claude became gloomy aga�n. He had
chosen Zoé P�edefer as a model, but she d�d not sat�sfy h�m.
Chr�st�ne’s del�cate head, as he expressed �t, d�d not set well on the
other’s shoulders. He, nevertheless, pers�sted, scratched out, began
anew, and worked so hard that he l�ved �n a constant state of fever.
Towards the m�ddle of January, se�zed w�th despa�r, he abandoned
h�s p�cture and turned �t aga�nst the wall, swear�ng that he would not
f�n�sh �t. But a fortn�ght later, he began to work at �t aga�n w�th
another model, and then found h�mself obl�ged to change the whole
tone of �t. Thus matters got st�ll worse; so he sent for Zoé aga�n;
became altogether at sea, and qu�te �ll w�th uncerta�nty and angu�sh.
And the p�ty of �t was, that the central f�gure alone worr�ed h�m, for he
was well sat�sf�ed w�th the rest of the pa�nt�ng, the trees of the
background, the two l�ttle women and the gentleman �n the velvet



coat, all f�n�shed and v�gorous. February was draw�ng to a close; he
had only a few days left to send h�s p�cture to the Salon; �t was qu�te
a d�saster.

One even�ng, �n Chr�st�ne’s presence, he began swear�ng, and all
at once a cry of fury escaped h�m: ‘After all, by the thunder of
heaven, �s �t poss�ble to st�ck one woman’s head on another’s
shoulders? I ought to chop my hand off.’

From the depths of h�s heart a s�ngle �dea now rose to h�s bra�n: to
obta�n her consent to pose for the whole f�gure. It had slowly
sprouted, f�rst as a s�mple w�sh, qu�ckly d�scarded as absurd; then
had come a s�lent, constantly-renewed debate w�th h�mself; and at
last, under the spur of necess�ty, keen and def�n�te des�re. The
recollect�on of the morn�ng after the storm, when she had accepted
h�s hosp�tal�ty, haunted and tortured h�m. It was she whom he
needed; she alone could enable h�m to real�se h�s dream, and he
beheld her aga�n �n all her youthful freshness, beam�ng and
�nd�spensable. If he could not get her to pose, he m�ght as well g�ve
up h�s p�cture, for no one else would ever sat�sfy h�m. At t�mes, wh�le
he rema�ned seated for hours, d�stracted �n front of the unf�n�shed
canvas, so utterly powerless that he no longer knew where to g�ve a
stroke of the brush, he formed hero�c resolut�ons. The moment she
came �n he would throw h�mself at her feet; he would tell her of h�s
d�stress �n such touch�ng words that she would perhaps consent. But
as soon as he beheld her, he lost all courage, he averted h�s eyes,
lest she m�ght dec�pher h�s thoughts �n h�s �nst�nct�ve glances. Such
a request would be madness. One could not expect such a serv�ce
from a fr�end; he would never have the audac�ty to ask.

Nevertheless, one even�ng as he was gett�ng ready to accompany
her, and as she was putt�ng on her bonnet, w�th her arms upl�fted,
they rema�ned for a moment look�ng �nto each other’s eyes, he
qu�ver�ng, and she suddenly becom�ng so grave, so pale, that he felt
h�mself detected. All along the quays they scarcely spoke; the matter
rema�ned unment�oned between them wh�le the sun set �n the
coppery sky. Tw�ce afterwards he aga�n read �n her looks that she
was aware of h�s all-absorb�ng thought. In fact, s�nce he had dreamt
about �t, she had began to do the same, �n sp�te of herself, her



attent�on roused by h�s �nvoluntary allus�ons. They scarcely affected
her at f�rst, though she was obl�ged at last to not�ce them; st�ll the
quest�on seemed to her to be beyond the range of poss�b�l�ty, to be
one of those unavowable �deas wh�ch people do not even speak of.
The fear that he would dare to ask her d�d not even occur to her; she
knew h�m well by now; she could have s�lenced h�m w�th a gesture,
before he had stammered the f�rst words, and �n sp�te of h�s sudden
bursts of anger. It was s�mple madness. Never, never!

Days went by, and between them that f�xed �dea grew �n �ntens�ty.
The moment they were together they could not help th�nk�ng of �t.
Not a word was spoken on the subject, but the�r very s�lence was
eloquent; they no longer made a movement, no longer exchanged a
sm�le w�thout stumbl�ng upon that thought, wh�ch they found
�mposs�ble to put �nto words, though �t f�lled the�r m�nds. Soon
noth�ng but that rema�ned �n the�r fraternal �ntercourse. And the
perturbat�on of heart and senses wh�ch they had so far avo�ded �n
the course of the�r fam�l�ar �nt�macy, came at last, under the �nfluence
of the all-besett�ng thought. And then the angu�sh wh�ch they left
unment�oned, but wh�ch they could not h�de from one another,
racked and st�fled them, left them heav�ng d�stressfully w�th pa�nful
s�ghs.

Towards the m�ddle of March, Chr�st�ne, at one of her v�s�ts, found
Claude seated before h�s p�cture, overcome w�th sorrow. He had not
even heard her enter. He rema�ned mot�onless, w�th vacant, haggard
eyes star�ng at h�s unf�n�shed work. In another three days the delay
for send�ng �n exh�b�ts for the Salon would exp�re.

‘Well,’ she �nqu�red gently, after stand�ng for a long t�me beh�nd
h�m, gr�ef-str�cken at see�ng h�m �n such despa�r.

He started and turned round.
‘Well, �t’s all up. I sha’n’t exh�b�t anyth�ng th�s year. Ah! I who rel�ed

so much upon th�s Salon!’
Both relapsed �nto despondency—a despondency and ag�tat�on

full of confused thoughts. Then she resumed, th�nk�ng aloud as �t
were:

‘There would st�ll be t�me.’



‘T�me? Oh! no �ndeed. A m�racle would be needed. Where am I to
f�nd a model so late �n the day? Do you know, s�nce th�s morn�ng I
have been worry�ng, and for a moment I thought I had h�t upon an
�dea: Yes, �t would be to go and fetch that g�rl, that Irma who came
wh�le you were here. I know well enough that she �s short and not at
all such as I thought of, and so I should perhaps have to change
everyth�ng once more; but all the same �t m�ght be poss�ble to make
her do. Dec�dedly, I’ll try her—’

He stopped short. The glow�ng eyes w�th wh�ch he gazed at her
clearly sa�d: ‘Ah! there’s you! ah! �t would be the hoped-for m�racle,
and tr�umph would be certa�n, �f you were to make th�s supreme
sacr�f�ce for me. I beseech you, I ask you devoutly, as a fr�end, the
dearest, the most beauteous, the most pure.’

She, erect, look�ng very pale, seemed to hear each of those
words, though all rema�ned unspoken, and h�s ardently beseech�ng
eyes overcame her. She herself d�d not speak. She s�mply d�d as
she was des�red, act�ng almost l�ke one �n a dream. Beneath �t all
there lurked the thought that he must not ask elsewhere, for she was
now consc�ous of her earl�er jealous d�squ�etude and w�shed to share
h�s affect�ons w�th none. Yet �t was �n s�lence and all chast�ty that she
stretched herself on the couch, and took up the pose, w�th one arm
under her head, her eyes closed.

And Claude? Startled, full of grat�tude, he had at last found aga�n
the sudden v�s�on that he had so often evoked. But he h�mself d�d
not speak; he began to pa�nt �n the deep solemn s�lence that had
fallen upon them both. For two long hours he stood to h�s work w�th
such manly energy that he f�n�shed r�ght off a superb rough�ng out of
the whole f�gure. Never before had he felt such enthus�asm �n h�s art.
It seemed to h�m as �f he were �n the presence of some sa�nt; and at
t�mes he wondered at the transf�gurat�on of Chr�st�ne’s face, whose
somewhat mass�ve jaws seemed to have receded beneath the
gentle plac�d�ty wh�ch her brow and cheeks d�splayed. Dur�ng those
two hours she d�d not st�r, she d�d not speak, but from t�me to t�me
she opened her clear eyes, f�x�ng them on some vague, d�stant po�nt,
and rema�n�ng thus for a moment, then clos�ng them aga�n, and



relaps�ng �nto the l�felessness of f�ne marble, w�th the myster�ous
f�xed sm�le requ�red by the pose.

It was by a gesture that Claude appr�zed her he had f�n�shed. He
turned away, and when they stood face to face aga�n, she ready to
depart, they gazed at one another, overcome by emot�on wh�ch st�ll
prevented them from speak�ng. Was �t sadness, then, unconsc�ous,
unnameable sadness? For the�r eyes f�lled w�th tears, as �f they had
just spo�lt the�r l�ves and d�ved to the depths of human m�sery. Then,
moved and gr�eved, unable to f�nd a word, even of thanks, he k�ssed
her rel�g�ously upon the brow.



V

ON the 15th May, a Fr�day, Claude, who had returned at three
o’clock �n the morn�ng from Sandoz’s, was st�ll asleep at n�ne, when
Madame Joseph brought h�m up a large bouquet of wh�te l�lac wh�ch
a comm�ss�ona�re had just left downsta�rs. He understood at once.
Chr�st�ne had w�shed to be beforehand �n celebrat�ng the success of
h�s pa�nt�ng. For th�s was a great day for h�m, the open�ng day of the
‘Salon of the Rejected,’ wh�ch was f�rst �nst�tuted that year,* and at
wh�ch h�s p�cture—refused by the hang�ng comm�ttee of the off�c�al
Salon—was to be exh�b�ted.

* Th�s was �n 1863.—ED.

That del�cate attent�on on Chr�st�ne’s part, that fresh and fragrant
l�lac, affected h�m greatly, as �f presag�ng a happy day. St�ll �n h�s
n�ghtsh�rt, w�th h�s feet bare, he placed the flowers �n h�s water-jug
on the table. Then, w�th h�s eyes st�ll swollen w�th sleep, almost
bew�ldered, he dressed, scold�ng h�mself the wh�le for hav�ng slept
so long. On the prev�ous n�ght he had prom�sed Dubuche and
Sandoz to call for them at the latter’s place at e�ght o’clock, �n order
that they m�ght all three go together to the Pala�s de l’Industr�e,
where they would f�nd the rest of the band. And he was already an
hour beh�nd t�me.

Then, as luck would have �t, he could not lay h�s hands upon
anyth�ng �n h�s stud�o, wh�ch had been turned topsy-turvy s�nce the
despatch of the b�g p�cture. For more than f�ve m�nutes he hunted on
h�s knees for h�s shoes, among a quant�ty of old chases. Some
part�cles of gold leaf flew about, for, not know�ng where to get the
money for a proper frame, he had employed a jo�ner of the
ne�ghbourhood to f�t four str�ps of board together, and had g�lded



them h�mself, w�th the ass�stance of h�s fr�end Chr�st�ne, who, by the
way, had proved a very unsk�lful g�lder. At last, dressed and shod,
and hav�ng h�s soft felt hat bespangled w�th yellow sparks of the
gold, he was about to go, when a superst�t�ous thought brought h�m
back to the nosegay, wh�ch had rema�ned alone on the centre of the
table. If he d�d not k�ss the l�lac he was sure to suffer an affront. So
he k�ssed �t and felt perfumed by �ts strong spr�ngt�de aroma.

Under the archway, he gave h�s key as usual to the doorkeeper.
‘Madame Joseph,’ he sa�d, ‘I shall not be home all day.’

In less than twenty m�nutes he was �n the Rue d’Enfer, at
Sandoz’s. But the latter, whom he feared would have already gone,
was equally late �n consequence of a sudden �nd�spos�t�on wh�ch had
come upon h�s mother. It was noth�ng ser�ous. She had merely
passed a bad n�ght, but �t had for a wh�le qu�te upset h�m w�th
anx�ety. Now, easy �n m�nd aga�n, Sandoz told Claude that Dubuche
had wr�tten say�ng that they were not to wa�t for h�m, and g�v�ng an
appo�ntment at the Pala�s. They therefore started off, and as �t was
nearly eleven, they dec�ded to lunch �n a deserted l�ttle crèmer�e �n
the Rue St. Honoré, wh�ch they d�d very le�surely, se�zed w�th
laz�ness am�dst all the�r ardent des�re to see and know; and enjoy�ng,
as �t were, a k�nd of sweet, tender sadness from l�nger�ng awh�le and
recall�ng memor�es of the�r youth.

One o’clock was str�k�ng when they crossed the Champs Elysées.
It was a lovely day, w�th a l�mp�d sky, to wh�ch the breeze, st�ll
somewhat ch�lly, seemed to �mpart a br�ghter azure. Beneath the
sun, of the hue of r�pe corn, the rows of chestnut trees showed new
fol�age of a del�cate and seem�ngly freshly varn�shed green; and the
founta�ns w�th the�r leap�ng sheafs of water, the well-kept lawns, the
deep v�stas of the pathways, and the broad open spaces, all lent an
a�r of luxur�ous grandeur to the panorama. A few carr�ages, very few
at that early hour, were ascend�ng the avenue, wh�le a stream of
bew�ldered, bustl�ng people, suggest�ng a swarm of ants, plunged
�nto the huge archway of the Pala�s de l’Industr�e.

When they were �ns�de, Claude sh�vered sl�ghtly wh�le cross�ng the
g�gant�c vest�bule, wh�ch was as cold as a cellar, w�th a damp
pavement wh�ch resounded beneath one’s feet, l�ke the flagstones of



a church. He glanced r�ght and left at the two monumental sta�rways,
and asked contemptuously: ‘I say, are we go�ng through the�r d�rty
Salon?’

‘Oh! no, dash �t!’ answered Sandoz. ‘Let’s cut through the garden.
The western sta�rcase over there leads to “the Rejected.”’

Then they passed d�sda�nfully between the two l�ttle tables of the
catalogue vendors. Between the huge red velvet curta�ns and
beyond a shady porch appeared the garden, roofed �n w�th glass. At
that t�me of day �t was almost deserted; there were only some people
at the buffet under the clock, a throng of people lunch�ng. The crowd
was �n the galler�es on the f�rst floor, and the wh�te statues alone
edged the yellow-sanded pathways wh�ch w�th stretches of crude
colour �ntersected the green lawns. There was a whole nat�on of
mot�onless marble there steeped �n the d�ffuse l�ght fall�ng from the
glazed roof on h�gh. Look�ng southwards, some holland screens
barred half of the nave, wh�ch showed ambery �n the sunl�ght and
was speckled at both ends by the dazzl�ng blue and cr�mson of
sta�ned-glass w�ndows. Just a few v�s�tors, t�red already, occup�ed
the brand-new cha�rs and seats, sh�ny w�th fresh pa�nt; wh�le the
fl�ghts of sparrows, who dwelt above, among the �ron g�rders,
swooped down, qu�te at home, rak�ng up the sand and tw�tter�ng as
they pursued each other.

Claude and Sandoz made a show of walk�ng very qu�ckly w�thout
g�v�ng a glance around them. A st�ff class�cal bronze statue, a
M�nerva by a member of the Inst�tute, had exasperated them at the
very door. But as they hastened past a seem�ngly endless l�ne of
busts, they recogn�sed Bongrand, who, all alone, was go�ng slowly
round a colossal, overflow�ng, recumbent f�gure, wh�ch had been
placed �n the m�ddle of the path. W�th h�s hands beh�nd h�s back,
qu�te absorbed, he bent h�s wr�nkled face every now and then over
the plaster.

‘Hallo, �t’s you?’ he sa�d, as they held out the�r hands to h�m. ‘I was
just look�ng at our fr�end Mahoudeau’s f�gure, wh�ch they have at
least had the �ntell�gence to adm�t, and to put �n a good pos�t�on.’
Then, break�ng off: ‘Have you been upsta�rs?’ he asked.

‘No, we have just come �n,’ sa�d Claude.



Thereupon Bongrand began to talk warmly about the Salon of the
Rejected. He, who belonged to the Inst�tute, but who l�ved apart from
h�s colleagues, made very merry over the affa�r; the everlast�ng
d�scontent of pa�nters; the campa�gn conducted by petty newspapers
l�ke ‘The Drummer’; the protestat�ons, the constant compla�nts that
had at last d�sturbed the Emperor, and the art�st�c coup d’etat carr�ed
out by that s�lent dreamer, for th�s Salon of the Rejected was ent�rely
h�s work. Then the great pa�nter alluded to all the hubbub caused by
the fl�ng�ng of such a pav�ng-stone �nto that frog’s pond, the off�c�al
art world.

‘No,’ he cont�nued, ‘you can have no �dea of the rage and
�nd�gnat�on among the members of the hang�ng comm�ttee. And
remember I’m d�strusted, they generally keep qu�et when I’m there.
But they are all fur�ous w�th the real�sts. It was to them that they
systemat�cally closed the doors of the temple; �t �s on account of
them that the Emperor has allowed the publ�c to rev�se the�r verd�ct;
and f�nally �t �s they, the real�sts, who tr�umph. Ah! I hear some n�ce
th�ngs sa�d; I wouldn’t g�ve a h�gh pr�ce for your sk�ns, youngsters.’

He laughed h�s b�g, joyous laugh, stretch�ng out h�s arms the wh�le
as �f to embrace all the youthfulness that he d�v�ned r�s�ng around
h�m.

‘Your d�sc�ples are grow�ng,’ sa�d Claude, s�mply.
But Bongrand, becom�ng embarrassed, s�lenced h�m w�th a wave

of h�s hand. He h�mself had not sent anyth�ng for exh�b�t�on, and the
prod�g�ous mass of work am�dst wh�ch he found h�mself—those
p�ctures, those statues, all those proofs of creat�ve effort—f�lled h�m
w�th regret. It was not jealousy, for there l�ved not a more upr�ght and
better soul; but as a result of self-exam�nat�on, a gnaw�ng fear of
�mpotence, an unavowed dread haunted h�m.

‘And at “the Rejected,”’ asked Sandoz; ‘how goes �t there?’
‘Superb; you’ll see.’
Then turn�ng towards Claude, and keep�ng both the young man’s

hands �n h�s own, ‘You, my good fellow, you are a trump. L�sten! they
say I am clever: well, I’d g�ve ten years of my l�fe to have pa�nted that
b�g hussy of yours.’



Pra�se l�ke that, com�ng from such l�ps, moved the young pa�nter to
tears. V�ctory had come at last, then? He fa�led to f�nd a word of
thanks, and abruptly changed the conversat�on, w�sh�ng to h�de h�s
emot�on.

‘That good fellow Mahoudeau!’ he sa�d, ‘why h�s f�gure’s cap�tal!
He has a deuced f�ne temperament, hasn’t he?’

Sandoz and Claude had begun to walk round the plaster f�gure.
Bongrand repl�ed w�th a sm�le.

‘Yes, yes; there’s too much fulness and mass�veness �n parts. But
just look at the art�culat�ons, they are del�cate and really pretty.
Come, good-bye, I must leave you. I’m go�ng to s�t down a wh�le. My
legs are bend�ng under me.’

Claude had ra�sed h�s head to l�sten. A tremendous uproar, an
�ncessant crash�ng that had not struck h�m at f�rst, careered through
the a�r; �t was l�ke the d�n of a tempest beat�ng aga�nst a cl�ff, the
rumbl�ng of an unt�r�ng assault, dash�ng forward from endless space.

‘Hallow, what’s that?’ he muttered.
‘That,’ sa�d Bongrand, as he walked away, ‘that’s the crowd

upsta�rs �n the galler�es.’
And the two young fellows, hav�ng crossed the garden, then went

up to the Salon of the Rejected.
It had been �nstalled �n f�rst-rate style. The off�c�ally rece�ved

p�ctures were not lodged more sumptuously: lofty hang�ngs of old
tapestry at the doors; ‘the l�ne’ set off w�th green ba�ze; seats of
cr�mson velvet; wh�te l�nen screens under the large skyl�ghts of the
roof. And all along the su�te of galler�es the f�rst �mpress�on was the
same—there were the same g�lt frames, the same br�ght colours on
the canvases. But there was a spec�al k�nd of cheerfulness, a
sparkle of youth wh�ch one d�d not altogether real�se at f�rst. The
crowd, already compact, �ncreased every m�nute, for the off�c�al
Salon was be�ng deserted. People came stung by cur�os�ty, �mpelled
by a des�re to judge the judges, and, above all, full of the conv�ct�on
that they were go�ng to see some very d�vert�ng th�ngs. It was very
hot; a f�ne dust arose from the floor�ng; and certa�nly, towards four
o’clock people would st�fle there.



‘Hang �t!’ sa�d Sandoz, try�ng to elbow h�s way, ‘�t w�ll be no easy
job to move about and f�nd your p�cture.’

A burst of fraternal fever�shness made h�m eager to get to �t. That
day he only l�ved for the work and glory of h�s old chum.

‘Don’t worry!’ excla�med Claude; ‘we shall get to �t all r�ght. My
p�cture won’t fly off.’

And he affected to be �n no hurry, �n sp�te of the almost �rres�st�ble
des�re that he felt to run. He ra�sed h�s head and looked around h�m;
and soon, am�dst the loud vo�ces of the crowd that had bew�ldered
h�m, he d�st�ngu�shed some restra�ned laughter, wh�ch was almost
drowned by the tramp of feet and the hubbub of conversat�on. Before
certa�n p�ctures the publ�c stood jok�ng. Th�s made h�m feel uneasy,
for desp�te all h�s revolut�onary brutal�ty he was as sens�t�ve and as
credulous as a woman, and always looked forward to martyrdom,
though he was ever gr�eved and stupef�ed at be�ng repulsed and
ra�led at.

‘They seem gay here,’ he muttered.
‘Well, there’s good reason,’ remarked Sandoz. ‘Just look at those

extravagant jades!’
At the same moment, wh�le st�ll l�nger�ng �n the f�rst gallery,

Fagerolles ran up aga�nst them w�thout see�ng them. He started,
be�ng no doubt annoyed by the meet�ng. However, he recovered h�s
composure �mmed�ately, and behaved very am�ably.

‘Hallo! I was just th�nk�ng of you. I have been here for the last
hour.’

‘Where have they put Claude’s p�cture?’ asked Sandoz.
Fagerolles, who had just rema�ned for twenty m�nutes �n front of that
p�cture study�ng �t and study�ng the �mpress�on wh�ch �t produced on
the publ�c, answered w�thout w�nc�ng, ‘I don’t know; I haven’t been
able to f�nd �t. We’ll look for �t together �f you l�ke.’

And he jo�ned them. Terr�ble wag as he was, he no longer affected
low-bred manners to the same degree as formerly; he already began
to dress well, and although w�th h�s mock�ng nature he was st�ll
d�sposed to snap at everybody as of old, he pursed h�s l�ps �nto the
ser�ous express�on of a fellow who wants to make h�s way �n the



world. W�th an a�r of conv�ct�on he added: ‘I must say that I now
regret not hav�ng sent anyth�ng th�s year! I should be here w�th all the
rest of you, and have my share of success. And there are really
some aston�sh�ng th�ngs, my boys! those horses, for �nstance.’

He po�nted to a huge canvas �n front of them, before wh�ch the
crowd was gather�ng and laugh�ng. It was, so people sa�d, the work
of an erstwh�le veter�nary surgeon, and showed a number of l�fe-s�ze
horses �n a meadow, fantast�c horses, blue, v�olet, and p�nk, whose
aston�sh�ng anatomy transp�erced the�r s�des.

‘I say, don’t you humbug us,’ excla�med Claude, susp�c�ously.
But Fagerolles pretended to be enthus�ast�c. ‘What do you mean?

The p�cture’s full of talent. The fellow who pa�nted �t understands
horses dev�l�sh well. No doubt he pa�nts l�ke a brute. But what’s the
odds �f he’s or�g�nal, and contr�butes a document?’

As he spoke Fagerolles’ del�cate g�rl�sh face rema�ned perfectly
grave, and �t was �mposs�ble to tell whether he was jok�ng. There
was but the sl�ghtest yellow tw�nkle of sp�tefulness �n the depths of
h�s grey eyes. And he f�n�shed w�th a sarcast�c allus�on, the dr�ft of
wh�ch was as yet patent to h�m alone. ‘Ah, well! �f you let yourself be
�nfluenced by the fools who laugh, you’ll have enough to do by and
by.’

The three fr�ends had gone on aga�n, only advanc�ng, however,
w�th �nf�n�te d�ff�culty am�d that sea of surg�ng shoulders. On enter�ng
the second gallery they gave a glance round the walls, but the
p�cture they sought was not there. In l�eu thereof they perce�ved Irma
Bécot on the arm of Gagn�ère, both of them pressed aga�nst a hand-
ra�l, he busy exam�n�ng a small canvas, wh�le she, del�ghted at be�ng
hustled about, ra�sed her p�nk l�ttle mug and laughed at the crowd.

‘Hallo!’ sa�d Sandoz, surpr�sed, ‘here she �s w�th Gagn�ère now!’
‘Oh, just a fancy of hers!’ excla�med Fagerolles qu�etly. ‘She has a

very swell place now. Yes, �t was g�ven her by that young �d�ot of a
marqu�s, whom the papers are always talk�ng about. She’s a g�rl
who’ll make her way; I’ve always sa�d so! But she seems to reta�n a
weakness for pa�nters, and every now and then drops �nto the Café
Baudequ�n to look up old fr�ends!’



Irma had now seen them, and was mak�ng gestures from afar.
They could but go to her. When Gagn�ère, w�th h�s l�ght ha�r and l�ttle
beardless face, turned round, look�ng more grotesque than over, he
d�d not show the least surpr�se at f�nd�ng them there.

‘It’s wonderful,’ he muttered.
‘What’s wonderful?’ asked Fagerolles.
‘Th�s l�ttle masterp�ece—and w�thal honest and na�f, and full of

conv�ct�on.’
He po�nted to a t�ny canvas before wh�ch he had stood absorbed,

an absolutely ch�ld�sh p�cture, such as an urch�n of four m�ght have
pa�nted; a l�ttle cottage at the edge of a l�ttle road, w�th a l�ttle tree
bes�de �t, the whole out of draw�ng, and g�rt round w�th black l�nes.
Not even a corkscrew �m�tat�on of smoke �ssu�ng from the roof was
forgotten.

Claude made a nervous gesture, wh�le Fagerolles repeated
phlegmat�cally:

‘Very del�cate, very del�cate. But your p�cture, Gagn�ère, where �s
�t?’

‘My p�cture, �t �s there.’
In fact, the p�cture he had sent happened to be very near the l�ttle

masterp�ece. It was a landscape of a pearly grey, a b�t of the Se�ne
banks, pa�nted carefully, pretty �n tone, though somewhat heavy, and
perfectly ponderated w�thout a s�gn of any revolut�onary splash.

‘To th�nk that they were �d�ot�c enough to refuse that!’ sa�d Claude,
who had approached w�th an a�r of �nterest. But why, I ask you,
why?’

‘Because �t’s real�st�c,’ sa�d Fagerolles, �n so sharp a vo�ce that
one could not tell whether he was g�b�ng at the jury or at the p�cture.

Meanwh�le, Irma, of whom no one took any not�ce, was look�ng
f�xedly at Claude w�th the unconsc�ous sm�le wh�ch the savage
lout�shness of that b�g fellow always brought to her l�ps. To th�nk that
he had not even cared to see her aga�n. She found h�m so much
altered s�nce the last t�me she had seen h�m, so funny, and not at all
prepossess�ng, w�th h�s ha�r stand�ng on end, and h�s face wan and
sallow, as �f he had had a severe fever. Pa�ned that he d�d not seem



to not�ce her, she wanted to attract h�s attent�on, and touched h�s
arm w�th a fam�l�ar gesture.

‘I say, �sn’t that one of your fr�ends over there, look�ng for you?’
It was Dubuche, whom she knew from hav�ng seen h�m on one

occas�on at the Café Baudequ�n. He was, w�th d�ff�culty, elbow�ng h�s
way through the crowd, and star�ng vaguely at the sea of heads
around h�m. But all at once, when Claude was try�ng to attract h�s
not�ce by d�nt of gest�culat�ons, the other turned h�s back to bow very
low to a party of three—the father short and fat, w�th a sangu�ne
face; the mother very th�n, of the colour of wax, and devoured by
anem�a; and the daughter so phys�cally backward at e�ghteen, that
she reta�ned all the lank scragg�ness of ch�ldhood.

‘All r�ght!’ muttered the pa�nter. ‘There he’s caught now. What ugly
acqua�ntances the brute has! Where can he have f�shed up such
horrors?’

Gagn�ère qu�etly repl�ed that he knew the strangers by s�ght. M.
Marga�llan was a great masonry contractor, already a m�ll�ona�re f�ve
or s�x t�mes over, and was mak�ng h�s fortune out of the great publ�c
works of Par�s, runn�ng up whole boulevards on h�s own account. No
doubt Dubuche had become acqua�nted w�th h�m through one of the
arch�tects he worked for.

However, Sandoz, compass�onat�ng the scragg�ness of the g�rl,
whom he kept watch�ng, judged her �n one sentence.

‘Ah! the poor l�ttle flayed k�tten. One feels sorry for her.’
‘Let them alone!’ excla�med Claude, feroc�ously. ‘They have all the

cr�mes of the m�ddle classes stamped on the�r faces; they reek of
scrofula and �d�ocy. It serves them r�ght. But hallo! our runaway
fr�end �s mak�ng off w�th them. What grovellers arch�tects are! Good
r�ddance. He’ll have to look for us when he wants us!’

Dubuche, who had not seen h�s fr�ends, had just offered h�s arm to
the mother, and was go�ng off, expla�n�ng the p�ctures w�th gestures
typ�cal of exaggerated pol�teness.

‘Well, let’s proceed then,’ sa�d Fagerolles; and, address�ng
Gagn�ère, he asked, ‘Do you know where they have put Claude’s
p�cture?’



‘I? no, I was look�ng for �t—I am go�ng w�th you.’
He accompan�ed them, forgett�ng Irma Bécot aga�nst the ‘l�ne.’ It

was she who had wanted to v�s�t the Salon on h�s arm, and he was
so l�ttle used to promenad�ng a woman about, that he had constantly
lost her on the way, and was each t�me stupef�ed to f�nd her aga�n
bes�de h�m, no longer know�ng how or why they were thus together.
She ran after them, and took h�s arm once more �n order to follow
Claude, who was already pass�ng �nto another gallery w�th
Fagerolles and Sandoz.

Then the f�ve roamed about �n Ind�an f�le, w�th the�r noses �n the
a�r, now separated by a sudden crush, now reun�ted by another, and
ever carr�ed along by the stream. An abom�nat�on of Chaîne’s, a
‘Chr�st pardon�ng the Woman taken �n Adultery,’ made them pause; �t
was a group of dry f�gures that looked as �f cut out of wood, very
bony of bu�ld, and seem�ngly pa�nted w�th mud. But close by they
adm�red a very f�ne study of a woman, seen from beh�nd, w�th her
head turned s�deways. The whole show was a m�xture of the best
and the worst, all styles were m�ngled together, the dr�vellers of the
h�stor�cal school elbowed the young lunat�cs of real�sm, the pure
s�mpletons were lumped together w�th those who bragged about
the�r or�g�nal�ty. A dead Jezabel, that seemed to have rotted �n the
cellars of the School of Arts, was exh�b�ted near a lady �n wh�te, the
very cur�ous concept�on of a future great art�st*; then a huge
shepherd look�ng at the sea, a weak product�on, faced a l�ttle
pa�nt�ng of some Span�ards play�ng at rackets, a dash of l�ght of
splend�d �ntens�ty. Noth�ng execrable was want�ng, ne�ther m�l�tary
scenes full of l�ttle leaden sold�ers, nor wan ant�qu�ty, nor the m�ddle
ages, smeared, as �t were, w�th b�tumen. But from am�dst the
�ncoherent ensemble, and espec�ally from the landscapes, all of
wh�ch were pa�nted �n a s�ncere, correct key, and also from the
portra�ts, most of wh�ch were very �nterest�ng �n respect to
workmansh�p, there came a good fresh scent of youth, bravery and
pass�on. If there were fewer bad p�ctures �n the off�c�al Salon, the
average there was assuredly more commonplace and med�ocre.
Here one found the smell of battle, of cheerful battle, g�ven jaunt�ly at
daybreak, when the bugle sounds, and when one marches to meet
the enemy w�th the certa�nty of beat�ng h�m before sunset.



* Edouard Manet.—ED.

Claude, whose sp�r�ts had rev�ved am�dst that mart�al odour, grew
an�mated and pugnac�ous as he l�stened to the laughter of the publ�c.
He looked as def�ant, �ndeed, as �f he had heard bullets wh�zz�ng
past h�m. Suff�c�ently d�screet at the entrance of the galler�es, the
laughter became more bo�sterous, more unrestra�ned, as they
advanced. In the th�rd room the women ceased conceal�ng the�r
sm�les beh�nd the�r handkerch�efs, wh�le the men openly held the�r
s�des the better to ease themselves. It was the contag�ous h�lar�ty of
people who had come to amuse themselves, and who were grow�ng
gradually exc�ted, burst�ng out at a mere tr�fle, d�verted as much by
the good th�ngs as by the bad. Folks laughed less before Chaîne’s
Chr�st than before the back v�ew of the nude woman, who seemed to
them very com�cal �ndeed. The ‘Lady �n Wh�te’ also stupef�ed people
and drew them together; folks nudged each other and went �nto
hyster�cs almost; there was always a gr�nn�ng group �n front of �t.
Each canvas thus had �ts part�cular k�nd of success; people ha�led
each other from a d�stance to po�nt out someth�ng funny, and
w�tt�c�sms flew from mouth to mouth; to such a degree �ndeed that,
as Claude entered the fourth gallery, lashed �nto fury by the tempest
of laughter that was rag�ng there as well, he all but slapped the face
of an old lady whose chuckles exasperated h�m.

‘What �d�ots!’ he sa�d, turn�ng towards h�s fr�ends. ‘One feels
�ncl�ned to throw a lot of masterp�eces at the�r heads.’

Sandoz had become f�ery also, and Fagerolles cont�nued pra�s�ng
the most dreadful daubs, wh�ch only tended to �ncrease the laughter,
wh�le Gagn�ère, at sea am�d the hubbub, dragged on the del�ghted
Irma, whose sk�rts somehow wound round the legs of all the men.

But of a sudden Jory stood before them. H�s fa�r handsome face
absolutely beamed. He cut h�s way through the crowd, gest�culated,
and exulted, as �f over a personal v�ctory. And the moment he
perce�ved Claude, he shouted:

‘Here you are at last! I have been look�ng for you th�s hour. A
success, old fellow, oh! a success—’

‘What success?’



‘Why, the success of your p�cture. Come, I must show �t you. You’ll
see, �t’s stunn�ng.’

Claude grew pale. A great joy choked h�m, wh�le he pretended to
rece�ve the news w�th composure. Bongrand’s words came back to
h�m. He began to bel�eve that he possessed gen�us.

‘Hallo, how are you?’ cont�nued Jory, shak�ng hands w�th the
others.

And, w�thout more ado, he, Fagerolles and Gagn�ère surrounded
Irma, who sm�led on them �n a good-natured way.

‘Perhaps you’ll tell us where the p�cture �s,’ sa�d Sandoz,
�mpat�ently. ‘Take us to �t.’

Jory assumed the lead, followed by the band. They had to f�ght
the�r way �nto the last gallery. But Claude, who brought up the rear,
st�ll heard the laughter that rose on the a�r, a swell�ng clamour, the
roll of a t�de near �ts full. And as he f�nally entered the room, he
beheld a vast, swarm�ng, closely packed crowd press�ng eagerly �n
front of h�s p�cture. All the laughter arose, spread, and ended there.
And �t was h�s p�cture that was be�ng laughed at.

‘Eh!’ repeated Jory, tr�umphantly, ‘there’s a success for you.’
Gagn�ère, �nt�m�dated, as ashamed as �f he h�mself had been

slapped, muttered: ‘Too much of a success—I should prefer
someth�ng d�fferent.’

‘What a fool you are,’ repl�ed Jory, �n a burst of exalted conv�ct�on.
‘That’s what I call success. Does �t matter a curse �f they laugh? We
have made our mark; to-morrow every paper w�ll talk about us.’

‘The �d�ots,’ was all that Sandoz could gasp, chok�ng w�th gr�ef.
Fagerolles, d�s�nterested and d�gn�f�ed l�ke a fam�ly fr�end follow�ng

a funeral process�on, sa�d noth�ng. Irma alone rema�ned gay, th�nk�ng
�t all very funny. And, w�th a caress�ng gesture, she leant aga�nst the
shoulder of the der�ded pa�nter, and wh�spered softly �n h�s ear:
‘Don’t fret, my boy. It’s all humbug, be merry all the same.’

But Claude d�d not st�r. An �cy ch�ll had come over h�m. For a
moment h�s heart had almost ceased to beat, so cruel had been the
d�sappo�ntment And w�th h�s eyes enlarged, attracted and f�xed by a
res�stless force, he looked at h�s p�cture. He was surpr�sed, and



scarcely recogn�sed �t; �t certa�nly was not such as �t had seemed to
be �n h�s stud�o. It had grown yellow beneath the l�v�d l�ght of the
l�nen screens; �t seemed, moreover, to have become smaller;
coarser and more laboured also; and whether �t was the effect of the
l�ght �n wh�ch �t now hung, or the contrast of the works bes�de �t, at all
events he now at the f�rst glance saw all �ts defects, after hav�ng
rema�ned bl�nd to them, as �t were, for months. W�th a few strokes of
the brush he, �n thought, altered the whole of �t, deepened the
d�stances, set a badly drawn l�mb r�ght, and mod�f�ed a tone.
Dec�dedly, the gentleman �n the velveteen jacket was worth noth�ng
at all, he was altogether pasty and badly seated; the only really good
b�t of work about h�m was h�s hand. In the background the two l�ttle
wrestlers—the fa�r and the dark one—had rema�ned too sketchy, and
lacked substance; they were amus�ng only to an art�st’s eye. But he
was pleased w�th the trees, w�th the sunny glade; and the nude
woman—the woman ly�ng on the grass appeared to h�m super�or to
h�s own powers, as �f some one else had pa�nted her, and as �f he
had never yet beheld her �n such resplendency of l�fe.

He turned to Sandoz, and sa�d s�mply:
‘They do r�ght to laugh; �t’s �ncomplete. Never m�nd, the woman �s

all r�ght! Bongrand was not hoax�ng me.’
H�s fr�end w�shed to take h�m away, but he became obst�nate, and

drew nearer �nstead. Now that he had judged h�s work, he l�stened
and looked at the crowd. The explos�on cont�nued—culm�nated �n an
ascend�ng scale of mad laughter. No sooner had v�s�tors crossed the
threshold than he saw the�r jaws part, the�r eyes grow small, the�r
ent�re faces expand; and he heard the tempestuous puff�ng of the fat
men, the rusty grat�ng jeers of the lean ones, am�dst all the shr�ll,
flute-l�ke laughter of the women. Oppos�te h�m, aga�nst the hand-
ra�ls, some young fellows went �nto contort�ons, as �f somebody had
been t�ckl�ng them. One lady had flung herself on a seat, st�fl�ng and
try�ng to rega�n breath w�th her handkerch�ef over her mouth.
Rumours of th�s p�cture, wh�ch was so very, very funny, must have
been spread�ng, for there was a rush from the four corners of the
Salon, bands of people arr�ved, jostl�ng each other, and all
eagerness to share the fun. ‘Where �s �t?’ ‘Over there.’ ‘Oh, what a



joke!’ And the w�tt�c�sms fell th�cker than elsewhere. It was espec�ally
the subject that caused merr�ment; people fa�led to understand �t,
thought �t �nsane, com�cal enough to make one �ll w�th laughter. ‘You
see the lady feels too hot, wh�le the gentleman has put on h�s
velveteen jacket for fear of catch�ng cold.’ ‘Not at all; she �s already
blue; the gentleman has pulled her out of a pond, and he �s rest�ng at
a d�stance, hold�ng h�s nose.’ ‘I tell you �t’s a young lad�es’ school out
for a ramble. Look at the two play�ng at leap-frog.’ ‘Hallo! wash�ng
day; the flesh �s blue; the trees are blue; he’s d�pped h�s p�cture �n
the blue�ng tub!’

Those who d�d not laugh flew �nto a rage: that blu�sh t�nge, that
novel render�ng of l�ght seemed an �nsult to them. Some old
gentlemen shook the�r st�cks. Was art to be outraged l�ke th�s? One
grave �nd�v�dual went away very wroth, say�ng to h�s w�fe that he d�d
not l�ke pract�cal jokes. But another, a punct�l�ous l�ttle man, hav�ng
looked �n the catalogue for the t�tle of the work, �n order to tell h�s
daughter, read out the words, ‘In the Open A�r,’ whereupon there
came a form�dable renewal of the clamour, h�sses and shouts, and
what not else bes�des. The t�tle sped about; �t was repeated,
commented on. ‘In the Open A�r! ah, yes, the open a�r, the nude
woman �n the a�r, everyth�ng �n the a�r, tra la la la�re.’ The affa�r was
becom�ng a scandal. The crowd st�ll �ncreased. People’s faces grew
red w�th congest�on �n the grow�ng heat. Each had the stup�dly
gap�ng mouth of the �gnoramus who judges pa�nt�ng, and between
them they �ndulged �n all the as�n�ne �deas, all the preposterous
reflect�ons, all the stup�d sp�teful jeers that the s�ght of an or�g�nal
work can poss�bly el�c�t from bourgeo�s �mbec�l�ty.

At that moment, as a last blow, Claude beheld Dubuche reappear,
dragg�ng the Marga�llans along. As soon as he came �n front of the
p�cture, the arch�tect, �ll at ease, overtaken by cowardly shame,
w�shed to qu�cken h�s pace and lead h�s party further on, pretend�ng
that he saw ne�ther the canvas nor h�s fr�ends. But the contractor had
already drawn h�mself up on h�s short, squat legs, and was star�ng at
the p�cture, and ask�ng aloud �n h�s th�ck hoarse vo�ce:

‘I say, who’s the blockhead that pa�nted th�s?’



That good-natured bluster, that cry of a m�ll�ona�re parvenu
resum�ng the average op�n�on of the assembly, �ncreased the
general merr�ment; and he, flattered by h�s success, and t�ckled by
the strange style of the pa�nt�ng, started laugh�ng �n h�s turn, so
sonorously that he could be heard above all the others. Th�s was the
hallelujah, a f�nal outburst of the great organ of op�n�on.

‘Take my daughter away,’ wh�spered pale-faced Madame
Marga�llan �n Dubuche’s ear.

He sprang forward and freed Rég�ne, who had lowered her
eyel�ds, from the crowd; d�splay�ng �n do�ng so as much muscular
energy as �f �t had been a quest�on of sav�ng the poor creature from
�mm�nent death. Then hav�ng taken leave of the Marga�llans at the
door, w�th a deal of handshak�ng and bows, he came towards h�s
fr�ends, and sa�d stra�ghtway to Sandoz, Fagerolles, and Gagn�ère:

‘What would you have? It �sn’t my fault—I warned h�m that the
publ�c would not understand h�m. It’s �mproper; yes, you may say
what you l�ke, �t’s �mproper.’

‘They h�ssed Delacro�x,’ broke �n Sandoz, wh�te w�th rage, and
clench�ng h�s f�sts. ‘They h�ssed Courbet. Oh, the race of enem�es!
Oh, the born �d�ots!’

Gagn�ère, who now shared th�s art�st�c v�nd�ct�veness, grew angry
at the recollect�on of h�s Sunday battles at the Pasdeloup Concerts �n
favour of real mus�c.

‘And they h�ss Wagner too; they are the same crew. I recogn�se
them. You see that fat fellow over there—’

Jory had to hold h�m back. The journal�st for h�s part would rather
have urged on the crowd. He kept on repeat�ng that �t was famous,
that there was a hundred thousand francs’ worth of advert�sements
�n �t. And Irma, left to her own dev�ces once more, went up to two of
her fr�ends, young Bourse men who were among the most pers�stent
scoffers, but whom she began to �ndoctr�nate, forc�ng them, as �t
were, �nto adm�rat�on, by rapp�ng them on the knuckles.

Fagerolles, however, had not opened h�s l�ps. He kept on
exam�n�ng the p�cture, and glanc�ng at the crowd. W�th h�s Par�s�an
�nst�nct and the elast�c consc�ence of a sk�lful fellow, he at once



fathomed the m�sunderstand�ng. He was already vaguely consc�ous
of what was wanted for that style of pa�nt�ng to make the conquest of
everybody—a l�ttle tr�ckery perhaps, some attenuat�ons, a d�fferent
cho�ce of subject, a m�lder method of execut�on. In the ma�n, the
�nfluence that Claude had always had over h�m pers�sted �n mak�ng
�tself felt; he rema�ned �mbued w�th �t; �t had set �ts stamp upon h�m
for ever. Only he cons�dered Claude to be an arch-�d�ot to have
exh�b�ted such a th�ng as that. Wasn’t �t stup�d to bel�eve �n the
�ntell�gence of the publ�c? What was the mean�ng of that nude
woman bes�de that gentleman who was fully dressed? And what d�d
those two l�ttle wrestlers �n the background mean? Yet the p�cture
showed many of the qual�t�es of a master. There wasn’t another b�t of
pa�nt�ng l�ke �t �n the Salon! And he felt a great contempt for that
art�st, so adm�rably endowed, who through lack of tact made all Par�s
roar as �f he had been the worst of daubers.

Th�s contempt became so strong that he was unable to h�de �t. In a
moment of �rres�st�ble frankness he excla�med:

‘Look here, my dear fellow, �t’s your own fault, you are too stup�d.’
Claude, turn�ng h�s eyes from the crowd, looked at h�m �n s�lence.

He had not w�nced, he had only turned pale am�dst the laughter, and
�f h�s l�ps qu�vered �t was merely w�th a sl�ght nervous tw�tch�ng;
nobody knew h�m, �t was h�s work alone that was be�ng buffeted.
Then for a moment he glanced aga�n at h�s p�cture, and slowly
�nspected the other canvases �n the gallery. And am�dst the collapse
of h�s �llus�ons, the b�tter agony of h�s pr�de, a breath of courage, a
wh�ff of health and youth came to h�m from all that ga�ly-brave
pa�nt�ng wh�ch rushed w�th such headlong pass�on to beat down
class�cal convent�onal�ty. He was consoled and �nsp�r�ted by �t all; he
felt no remorse nor contr�t�on, but, on the contrary, was �mpelled to
f�ght the popular taste st�ll more. No doubt there was some
clums�ness and some puer�l�ty of effort �n h�s work, but on the other
hand what a pretty general tone, what a play of l�ght he had thrown
�nto �t, a s�lvery grey l�ght, f�ne and d�ffuse, br�ghtened by all the
danc�ng sunbeams of the open a�r. It was as �f a w�ndow had been
suddenly opened am�dst all the old b�tum�nous cookery of art, am�dst
all the stew�ng sauces of trad�t�on, and the sun came �n and the walls



sm�led under that �nvas�on of spr�ngt�de. The l�ght note of h�s p�cture,
the blu�sh t�nge that people had been ra�l�ng at, flashed out among
the other pa�nt�ngs also. Was th�s not the expected dawn, a new
aurora r�s�ng on art? He perce�ved a cr�t�c who stopped w�thout
laugh�ng, some celebrated pa�nters who looked surpr�sed and grave,
wh�le Papa Malgras, very d�rty, went from p�cture to p�cture w�th the
pout of a wary conno�sseur, and f�nally stopped short �n front of h�s
canvas, mot�onless, absorbed. Then Claude turned round to
Fagerolles, and surpr�sed h�m by th�s tardy reply:

‘A fellow can only be an �d�ot accord�ng to h�s own l�ghts, my dear
chap, and �t looks as �f I am go�ng to rema�n one. So much the better
for you �f you are clever!’

Fagerolles at once patted h�m on the shoulder, l�ke a chum who
had only been �n fun, and Claude allowed Sandoz to take h�s arm.
They led h�m off at last. The whole band left the Salon of the
Rejected, dec�d�ng that they would pass on the�r way through the
gallery of arch�tecture; for a des�gn for a museum by Dubuche had
been accepted, and for some few m�nutes he had been f�dget�ng and
begg�ng them w�th so humble a look, that �t seemed d�ff�cult �ndeed
to deny h�m th�s sat�sfact�on.

‘Ah!’ sa�d Jory, jocularly, on enter�ng the gallery, ‘what an �ce-well!
One can breathe here.’

They all took off the�r hats and w�ped the�r foreheads, w�th a
feel�ng of rel�ef, as �f they had reached some b�g shady trees after a
long march �n full sunl�ght. The gallery was empty. From the roof,
shaded by a wh�te l�nen screen, there fell a soft, even, rather sad
l�ght, wh�ch was reflected l�ke qu�escent water by the well-waxed,
m�rror-l�ke floor. On the four walls, of a faded red, hung the plans and
des�gns �n large and small chases, edged w�th pale blue borders.
Alone—absolutely alone—am�dst th�s desert stood a very h�rsute
gentleman, who was lost �n the contemplat�on of the plan of a char�ty
home. Three lad�es who appeared became fr�ghtened and fled
across the gallery w�th hasty steps.

Dubuche was already show�ng and expla�n�ng h�s work to h�s
comrades. It was only a draw�ng of a modest l�ttle museum gallery,
wh�ch he had sent �n w�th amb�t�ous haste, contrary to custom and



aga�nst the w�shes of h�s master, who, nevertheless, had used h�s
�nfluence to have �t accepted, th�nk�ng h�mself pledged to do so.

‘Is your museum �ntended for the accommodat�on of the pa�nt�ngs
of the “open a�r” school?’ asked Fagerolles, very gravely.

Gagn�ère pretended to adm�re the plan, nodd�ng h�s head, but
th�nk�ng of someth�ng else; wh�le Claude and Sandoz exam�ned �t
w�th s�ncere �nterest.

‘Not bad, old boy,’ sa�d the former. ‘The ornamentat�on �s st�ll
bastardly trad�t�onal; but never m�nd; �t w�ll do.’

Jory, becom�ng �mpat�ent at last, cut h�m short.
‘Come along, let’s go, eh? I’m catch�ng my death of cold here.’
The band resumed �ts march. The worst was that to make a short

cut they had to go r�ght through the off�c�al Salon, and they res�gned
themselves to do�ng so, notw�thstand�ng the oath they had taken not
to set foot �n �t, as a matter of protest. Cutt�ng the�r way through the
crowd, keep�ng r�g�dly erect, they followed the su�te of galler�es,
cast�ng �nd�gnant glances to r�ght and left. There was none of the gay
scandal of the�r Salon, full of fresh tones and an exaggerat�on of
sunl�ght, here. One after the other came g�lt frames full of shadows;
black pretent�ous th�ngs, nude f�gures show�ng yellow�sh �n a cellar-
l�ke l�ght, the fr�ppery of so-called class�cal art, h�stor�cal, genre and
landscape pa�nt�ng, all show�ng the same convent�onal black grease.
The works reeked of un�form med�ocr�ty, they were character�sed by
a muddy d�ng�ness of tone, desp�te the�r pr�mness—the pr�mness of
�mpover�shed, degenerate blood. And the fr�ends qu�ckened the�r
steps: they ran to escape from that re�gn of b�tumen, condemn�ng
everyth�ng �n one lump w�th the�r superb sectar�an �njust�ce,
repeat�ng that there was noth�ng �n the place worth look�ng at—
noth�ng, noth�ng at all!

At last they emerged from the galler�es, and were go�ng down �nto
the garden when they met Mahoudeau and Chaîne. The former
threw h�mself �nto Claude’s arms.

‘Ah, my dear fellow, your p�cture; what art�st�c temperament �t
shows!’

The pa�nter at once began to pra�se the ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl.’



‘And you, I say, you have thrown a n�ce b�g lump at the�r heads!’
But the s�ght of Chaîne, to whom no one spoke about the ‘Woman

taken �n Adultery,’ and who went s�lently wander�ng around,
awakened Claude’s compass�on. He thought there was someth�ng
very sad about that execrable pa�nt�ng, and the wasted l�fe of that
peasant who was a v�ct�m of m�ddle-class adm�rat�on. He always
gave h�m the del�ght of a l�ttle pra�se; so now he shook h�s hand
cord�ally, excla�m�ng:

‘Your mach�ne’s very good too. Ah, my f�ne fellow,
draughtsmansh�p has no terrors for you!’

‘No, �ndeed,’ declared Chaîne, who had grown purple w�th van�ty
under h�s black bushy beard.

He and Mahoudeau jo�ned the band, and the latter asked the
others whether they had seen Chambouvard’s ‘Sower.’ It was
marvellous; the only p�ece of statuary worth look�ng at �n the Salon.
Thereupon they all followed h�m �nto the garden, wh�ch the crowd
was now �nvad�ng.

‘There,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, stopp�ng �n the m�ddle of the central
path: ‘Chambouvard �s stand�ng just �n front of h�s “Sower.”’

In fact, a portly man stood there, sol�dly planted on h�s fat legs,
and adm�r�ng h�s hand�work. W�th h�s head sunk between h�s
shoulders, he had the heavy, handsome features of a H�ndu �dol. He
was sa�d to be the son of a veter�nary surgeon of the ne�ghbourhood
of Am�ens. At forty-f�ve he had already produced twenty
masterp�eces: statues all s�mpl�c�ty and l�fe, flesh modern and
palp�tat�ng, kneaded by a workman of gen�us, w�thout any pretens�on
to ref�nement; and all th�s was chance product�on, for he furn�shed
work as a f�eld bears harvest, good one day, bad the next, �n
absolute �gnorance of what he created. He carr�ed the lack of cr�t�cal
acumen to such a degree that he made no d�st�nct�on between the
most glor�ous offspr�ng of h�s hands and the detestably grotesque
f�gures wh�ch now and then he chanced to put together. Never
troubled by nervous fever�shness, never doubt�ng, always sol�d and
conv�nced, he had the pr�de of a god.

‘Wonderful, the “Sower”!’ wh�spered Claude. ‘What a f�gure! and
what an att�tude!’



Fagerolles, who had not looked at the statue, was h�ghly amused
by the great man, and the str�ng of young, open-mouthed d�sc�ples
whom as usual he dragged at h�s ta�l.

‘Just look at them, one would th�nk they are tak�ng the sacrament,
‘pon my word—and he h�mself, eh? What a f�ne brut�sh face he has!’

Isolated, and qu�te at h�s ease, am�dst the general cur�os�ty,
Chambouvard stood there wonder�ng, w�th the stupef�ed a�r of a man
who �s surpr�sed at hav�ng produced such a masterp�ece. He
seemed to behold �t for the f�rst t�me, and was unable to get over h�s
aston�shment. Then an express�on of del�ght gradually stole over h�s
broad face, he nodded h�s head, and burst �nto soft, �rres�st�ble
laughter, repeat�ng a dozen t�mes, ‘It’s com�cal, �t’s really com�cal!’

H�s tra�n of followers went �nto raptures, wh�le he h�mself could f�nd
noth�ng more forc�ble to express how much he worsh�pped h�mself.
All at once there was a sl�ght st�r. Bongrand, who had been walk�ng
about w�th h�s hands beh�nd h�s back, glanc�ng vaguely around h�m,
had just stumbled on Chambouvard, and the publ�c, draw�ng back,
wh�spered, and watched the two celebrated art�sts shak�ng hands;
the one short and of a sangu�ne temperament, the other tall and
restless. Some express�ons of good-fellowsh�p were overheard.
‘Always fresh marvels.’ ‘Of course! And you, noth�ng th�s year?’ ‘No,
noth�ng; I am rest�ng, seek�ng—’ ‘Come, you joker! There’s no need
to seek, the th�ng comes by �tself.’ ‘Good-bye.’ ‘Good-bye.’ And
Chambouvard, followed by h�s court, was already mov�ng slowly
away among the crowd, w�th the glances of a k�ng, who enjoys l�fe,
wh�le Bongrand, who had recogn�sed Claude and h�s fr�ends,
approached them w�th outstretched fever�sh hands, and called
attent�on to the sculptor w�th a nervous jerk of the ch�n, say�ng,
‘There’s a fellow I envy! Ah! to be conf�dent of always produc�ng
masterp�eces!’

He compl�mented Mahoudeau on h�s ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl’; showed
h�mself paternal to all of them, w�th that broad-m�nded good-nature
of h�s, the free and easy manner of an old Bohem�an of the romant�c
school, who had settled down and was decorated. Then, turn�ng to
Claude:



‘Well, what d�d I tell you? D�d you see upsta�rs? You have become
the ch�ef of a school.’

‘Ah! yes,’ repl�ed Claude. ‘They are g�v�ng �t me n�cely. You are the
master of us all.’

But Bongrand made h�s usual gesture of vague suffer�ng and went
off, say�ng, ‘Hold your tongue! I am not even my own master.’

For a few moments longer the band wandered through the garden.
They had gone back to look at the ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl,’ when Jory not�ced
that Gagn�ère no longer had Irma Bécot on h�s arm. Gagn�ère was
stupef�ed; where the deuce could he have lost her? But when
Fagerolles had told h�m that she had gone off �n the crowd w�th two
gentlemen, he recovered h�s composure, and followed the others,
l�ghter of heart now that he was rel�eved of that g�rl who had
bew�ldered h�m.

People now only moved about w�th d�ff�culty. All the seats were
taken by storm; groups blocked up the paths, where the
promenaders paused every now and then, flow�ng back around the
successful b�ts of bronze and marble. From the crowded buffet there
arose a loud buzz�ng, a clatter of saucers and spoons wh�ch m�ngled
w�th the throb of l�fe pervad�ng the vast nave. The sparrows had
flown up to the forest of �ron g�rders aga�n, and one could hear the�r
sharp l�ttle ch�rps, the tw�tter�ng w�th wh�ch they serenaded the
sett�ng sun, under the warm panes of the glass roof. The
atmosphere, moreover, had become heavy, there was a damp
greenhouse-l�ke warmth; the a�r, stat�onary as �t was, had an odour
as of humus, freshly turned over. And r�s�ng above the garden
throng, the d�n of the f�rst-floor galler�es, the tramp�ng of feet on the�r
�ron-g�rdered floor�ng st�ll rolled on w�th the clamour of a tempest
beat�ng aga�nst a cl�ff.

Claude, who had a keen percept�on of that rumbl�ng storm, ended
by hear�ng noth�ng else; �t had been let loose and was howl�ng �n h�s
ears. It was the merr�ment of the crowd whose jeers and laughter
swept hurr�cane-l�ke past h�s p�cture. W�th a weary gesture he
excla�med:

‘Come, what are we mess�ng about here for? I sha’n’t take
anyth�ng at the refreshment bar, �t reeks of the Inst�tute. Let’s go and



have a glass of beer outs�de, eh?’
They all went out, w�th s�nk�ng legs and t�red faces, express�ve of

contempt. Once outs�de, on f�nd�ng themselves aga�n face to face
w�th healthy mother Nature �n her spr�ngt�de season, they breathed
no�s�ly w�th an a�r of del�ght. It had barely struck four o’clock, the
slant�ng sun swept along the Champs Elysées and everyth�ng flared:
the serr�ed rows of carr�ages, l�ke the fresh fol�age of the trees, and
the sheaf-l�ke founta�ns wh�ch spouted up and wh�rled away �n
golden dust. W�th a saunter�ng step they went hes�tat�ngly down the
central avenue, and f�nally stranded �n a l�ttle café, the Pav�llon de la
Concorde, on the left, just before reach�ng the Place. The place was
so small that they sat down outs�de �t at the edge of the footway,
desp�te the ch�ll wh�ch fell from a vault of leaves, already fully grown
and gloomy. But beyond the four rows of chestnut-trees, beyond the
belt of verdant shade, they could see the sunl�t roadway of the ma�n
avenue where Par�s passed before them as �n a n�mbus, the
carr�ages w�th the�r wheels rad�at�ng l�ke stars, the b�g yellow
omn�buses, look�ng even more profusely g�lded than tr�umphal
char�ots, the horsemen whose steeds seemed to ra�se clouds of
sparks, and the foot passengers whom the l�ght enveloped �n
splendour.

And dur�ng nearly three hours, w�th h�s beer untasted before h�m,
Claude went on talk�ng and argu�ng am�d a grow�ng fever, broken
down as he was �n body, and w�th h�s m�nd full of all the pa�nt�ng he
had just seen. It was the usual w�nd�ng up of the�r v�s�t to the Salon,
though th�s year they were more �mpass�oned on account of the
l�beral measure of the Emperor.

‘Well, and what of �t, �f the publ�c does laugh?’ cr�ed Claude. ‘We
must educate the publ�c, that’s all. In real�ty �t’s a v�ctory. Take away
two hundred grotesque canvases, and our Salon beats the�rs. We
have courage and audac�ty—we are the future. Yes, yes, you’ll see �t
later on; we shall k�ll the�r Salon. We shall enter �t as conquerors, by
d�nt of produc�ng masterp�eces. Laugh, laugh, you b�g stup�d Par�s—
laugh unt�l you fall on your knees before us!’

And stopp�ng short, he po�nted prophet�cally to the tr�umphal
avenue, where the luxury and happ�ness of the c�ty went roll�ng by �n



the sunl�ght. H�s arms stretched out t�ll they embraced even the
Place de la Concorde, wh�ch could be seen slantw�se from where
they sat under the trees—the Place de la Concorde, w�th the
plash�ng water of one of �ts founta�ns, a str�p of balustrade, and two
of �ts statues—Rouen, w�th the g�gant�c bosom, and L�lle, thrust�ng
forward her huge bare foot.

‘“In the open a�r”—�t amuses them, eh?’ he resumed. ‘All r�ght,
s�nce they are bent on �t, the “open a�r” then, the school of the “open
a�r!” Eh! �t was a th�ng str�ctly between us, �t d�dn’t ex�st yesterday
beyond the c�rcle of a few pa�nters. But now they throw the word
upon the w�nds, and they found the school. Oh! I’m agreeable. Let �t
be the school of the “open a�r!”’

Jory slapped h�s th�ghs.
‘D�dn’t I tell you? I felt sure of mak�ng them b�te w�th those art�cles

of m�ne, the �d�ots that they are. Ah! how we’ll plague them now.’
Mahoudeau also was s�ng�ng v�ctory, constantly dragg�ng �n h�s

‘V�ntag�ng G�rl,’ the dar�ng po�nts of wh�ch he expla�ned to the s�lent
Chaîne, the only one who l�stened to h�m; wh�le Gagn�ère, w�th the
sternness of a t�m�d man wax�ng wroth over quest�ons of pure theory,
spoke of gu�llot�n�ng the Inst�tute; and Sandoz, w�th the glow�ng
sympathy of a hard worker, and Dubuche, g�v�ng way to the
contag�on of revolut�onary fr�endsh�p, became exasperated, and
struck the table, swallow�ng up Par�s w�th each draught of beer.
Fagerolles, very calm, reta�ned h�s usual sm�le. He had accompan�ed
them for the sake of amusement, for the s�ngular pleasure wh�ch he
found �n urg�ng h�s comrades �nto farc�cal affa�rs that were bound to
turn out badly. At the very moment when he was lash�ng the�r sp�r�t of
revolt, he h�mself formed the f�rm resolut�on to work �n future for the
Pr�x de Rome. That day had dec�ded h�m; he thought �t �d�ot�c to
comprom�se h�s prospects any further.

The sun was decl�n�ng on the hor�zon, there was now only a
return�ng stream of carr�ages, com�ng back from the Bo�s �n the pale
golden sh�mmer of the sunset. And the exodus from the Salon must
have been nearly over; a long str�ng of pedestr�ans passed by,
gentlemen who looked l�ke cr�t�cs, each w�th a catalogue under h�s
arm.



But all at once Gagn�ère became enthus�ast�c: ‘Ah! Courajod,
there was one who had h�s share �n �nvent�ng landscape pa�nt�ng!
Have you seen h�s “Pond of Gagny” at the Luxembourg?’

‘A marvel!’ excla�med Claude. ‘It was pa�nted th�rty years ago, and
noth�ng more substant�al has been turned out s�nce. Why �s �t left at
the Luxembourg? It ought to be �n the Louvre.’

‘But Courajod �sn’t dead,’ sa�d Fagerolles.
‘What! Courajod �sn’t dead! No one ever sees h�m or speaks of

h�m now.’
There was general stupefact�on when Fagerolles assured them

that the great landscape pa�nter, now seventy years of age, l�ved
somewhere �n the ne�ghbourhood of Montmartre, �n a l�ttle house
among h�s fowls, ducks, and dogs. So one m�ght outl�ve one’s own
glory! To th�nk that there were such melancholy �nstances of old
art�sts d�sappear�ng before the�r death! S�lence fell upon them all;
they began to sh�ver when they perce�ved Bongrand pass by on a
fr�end’s arm, w�th a congest�ve face and a nervous a�r as he waved
h�s hand to them; wh�le almost �mmed�ately beh�nd h�m, surrounded
by h�s d�sc�ples, came Chambouvard, laugh�ng very loudly, and
tapp�ng h�s heels on the pavement w�th the a�r of absolute mastery
that comes from conf�dence �n �mmortal�ty.

‘What! are you go�ng?’ sa�d Mahoudeau to Chaîne, who was r�s�ng
from h�s cha�r.

The other mumbled some �nd�st�nct words �n h�s beard, and went
off after d�str�but�ng handshakes among the party.

‘I know,’ sa�d Jory to Mahoudeau. ‘I bel�eve he has a weakness for
your ne�ghbour, the herbal�st woman. I saw h�s eyes flash all at once;
�t comes upon h�m l�ke toothache. Look how he’s runn�ng over there.’

The sculptor shrugged h�s shoulders am�dst the general laughter.
But Claude d�d not hear. He was now d�scuss�ng arch�tecture w�th

Dubuche. No doubt, that plan of a museum gallery wh�ch he
exh�b�ted wasn’t bad; only there was noth�ng new �n �t. It was all so
much pat�ent marquetry of the school formulas. Ought not all the arts
to advance �n one l�ne of battle? Ought not the evolut�on that was
transform�ng l�terature, pa�nt�ng, even mus�c �tself, to renovate



arch�tecture as well? If ever the arch�tecture of a per�od was to have
a style of �ts own, �t was assuredly the arch�tecture of the per�od they
would soon be enter�ng, a new per�od when they would f�nd the
ground freshly swept, ready for the rebu�ld�ng of everyth�ng. Down
w�th the Greek temples! there was no reason why they should
cont�nue to ex�st under our sky, am�d our soc�ety! down w�th the
Goth�c cathedrals, s�nce fa�th �n legend was dead! down w�th the
del�cate colonnades, the lace-l�ke work of the Rena�ssance—that
rev�val of the ant�que grafted on med�aeval�sm—prec�ous art-
jewellery, no doubt, but �n wh�ch democracy could not dwell. And he
demanded, he called w�th v�olent gestures for an arch�tectural
formula su�ted to democracy; such work �n stone as would express
�ts tenets; ed�f�ces where �t would really be at home; someth�ng vast
and strong, great and s�mple at the same t�me; the someth�ng that
was already be�ng �nd�cated �n the new ra�lway stat�ons and markets,
whose �ronwork d�splayed such sol�d elegance, but pur�f�ed and
ra�sed to a standard of beauty, procla�m�ng the grandeur of the
�ntellectual conquests of the age.

‘Ah! yes, ah! yes,’ repeated Dubuche, catch�ng Claude’s
enthus�asm; ‘that’s what I want to accompl�sh, you’ll see some day.
G�ve me t�me to succeed, and when I’m my own master—ah! when
I’m my own master.’

N�ght was com�ng on apace, and Claude was grow�ng more and
more an�mated and pass�onate, d�splay�ng a fluency, an eloquence
wh�ch h�s comrades had not known h�m to possess. They all grew
exc�ted �n l�sten�ng to h�m, and ended by becom�ng no�s�ly gay over
the extraord�nary w�tt�c�sms he launched forth. He h�mself, hav�ng
returned to the subject of h�s p�cture, aga�n d�scussed �t w�th a deal
of ga�ety, car�catur�ng the crowd he had seen look�ng at �t, and
�m�tat�ng the �mbec�le laughter. Along the avenue, now of an ashy
hue, one only saw the shadows of �nfrequent veh�cles dart by. The
s�de-walk was qu�te black; an �cy ch�ll fell from the trees. Noth�ng
broke the st�llness but the sound of song com�ng from a clump of
verdure beh�nd the café; there was some rehearsal at the Concert de
l’Horloge, for one heard the sent�mental vo�ce of a g�rl try�ng a love-
song.



‘Ah! how they amused me, the �d�ots!’ excla�med Claude, �n a last
burst. ‘Do you know, I wouldn’t take a hundred thousand francs for
my day’s pleasure!’

Then he relapsed �nto s�lence, thoroughly exhausted. Nobody had
any sal�va left; s�lence re�gned; they all sh�vered �n the �cy gust that
swept by. And they separated �n a sort of bew�lderment, shak�ng
hands �n a t�red fash�on. Dubuche was go�ng to d�ne out; Fagerolles
had an appo�ntment; �n va�n d�d Jory, Mahoudeau, and Gagn�ère try
to drag Claude to Foucart’s, a twenty-f�ve sous’ restaurant; Sandoz
was already tak�ng h�m away on h�s arm, feel�ng anx�ous at see�ng
h�m so exc�ted.

‘Come along, I prom�sed my mother to be back for d�nner. You’ll
take a b�t w�th us. It w�ll be n�ce; we’ll f�n�sh the day together.’

They both went down the quay, past the Tu�ler�es, walk�ng s�de by
s�de �n fraternal fash�on. But at the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères the pa�nter
stopped short.

‘What, are you go�ng to leave me?’ excla�med Sandoz.
‘Why, I thought you were go�ng to d�ne w�th me?’
‘No, thanks; I’ve too bad a headache—I’m go�ng home to bed.’
And he obst�nately clung to th�s excuse.
‘All r�ght, old man,’ sa�d Sandoz at last, w�th a sm�le. ‘One doesn’t

see much of you nowadays. You l�ve �n mystery. Go on, old boy, I
don’t want to be �n your way.’

Claude restra�ned a gesture of �mpat�ence; and, lett�ng h�s fr�end
cross the br�dge, he went h�s way along the quays by h�mself. He
walked on w�th h�s arms hang�ng bes�de h�m, w�th h�s face turned
towards the ground, see�ng noth�ng, but tak�ng long str�des l�ke a
somnambul�st who �s gu�ded by �nst�nct. On the Qua� de Bourbon, �n
front of h�s door, he looked up, full of surpr�se on see�ng a cab
wa�t�ng at the edge of the foot pavement, and barr�ng h�s way. And �t
was w�th the same automat�cal step that he entered the
doorkeeper’s room to take h�s key.

‘I have g�ven �t to that lady,’ called Madame Joseph from the back
of the room. ‘She �s upsta�rs.’

‘What lady?’ he asked �n bew�lderment.



‘That young person. Come, you know very well, the one who
always comes.’

He had not the remotest �dea whom she meant. St�ll, �n h�s utter
confus�on of m�nd, he dec�ded to go upsta�rs. The key was �n the
door, wh�ch he slowly opened and closed aga�n.

For a moment Claude stood stock st�ll. Darkness had �nvaded the
stud�o; a v�olet d�mness, a melancholy gloom fell from the large
w�ndow, envelop�ng everyth�ng. He could no longer pla�nly
d�st�ngu�sh e�ther the floor, or the furn�ture, or the sketches;
everyth�ng that was ly�ng about seemed to be melt�ng �n the stagnant
waters of a pool. But on the edge of the couch there loomed a dark
f�gure, st�ff w�th wa�t�ng, anx�ous and despa�r�ng am�d the last gasp of
dayl�ght. It was Chr�st�ne; he recogn�sed her.

She held out her hands, and murmured �n a low, halt�ng vo�ce:
‘I have been here for three hours; yes, for three hours, all alone,

and l�sten�ng. I took a cab on leav�ng there, and I only wanted to stay
a m�nute, and get back as soon as poss�ble. But I should have
stayed all n�ght; I could not go away w�thout shak�ng hands w�th you.’

She cont�nued, and told h�m of her mad des�re to see the p�cture;
her prank of go�ng to the Salon, and how she had tumbled �nto �t
am�dst the storm of laughter, am�dst the jeers of all those people. It
was she whom they had h�ssed l�ke that; �t was on herself that they
had spat. And se�zed w�th w�ld terror, d�stracted w�th gr�ef and
shame, she had fled, as �f she could feel that laughter lash�ng her
l�ke a wh�p, unt�l the blood flowed. But she now forgot about herself
�n her concern for h�m, upset by the thought of the gr�ef he must feel,
for her womanly sens�b�l�ty magn�f�ed the b�tterness of the repulse,
and she was eager to console.

‘Oh, fr�end, don’t gr�eve! I w�shed to see and tell you that they are
jealous of �t all, that I found the p�cture very n�ce, and that I feel very
proud and happy at hav�ng helped you—at be�ng, �f ever so l�ttle, a
part of �t.’

St�ll, mot�onless, he l�stened to her as she stammered those tender
words �n an ardent vo�ce, and suddenly he sank down at her feet,
lett�ng h�s head fall upon her knees, and burst�ng �nto tears. All h�s
exc�tement of the afternoon, all the bravery he had shown am�dst the



jeer�ng, all h�s ga�ety and v�olence now collapsed, �n a f�t of sobs
wh�ch well n�gh choked h�m. From the gallery where the laughter had
buffeted h�m, he heard �t pursu�ng h�m through the Champs Elysées,
then along the banks of the Se�ne, and now �n h�s very stud�o. H�s
strength was utterly spent; he felt weaker than a ch�ld; and roll�ng h�s
head from one s�de to another he repeated �n a st�fled vo�ce:

‘My God! how I do suffer!’
Then she, w�th both hands, ra�sed h�s face to her l�ps �n a transport

of pass�on. She k�ssed h�m, and w�th her warm breath she blew to
h�s very heart the words: ‘Be qu�et, be qu�et, I love you!’

They adored each other; �t was �nev�table. Near them, on the
centre of the table, the l�lac she had sent h�m that morn�ng
embalmed the n�ght a�r, and, alone sh�ny w�th l�nger�ng l�ght, the
scattered part�cles of gold leaf, wafted from the frame of the b�g
p�cture, tw�nkled l�ke a swarm�ng of stars.



VI

THE very next morn�ng, at seven o’clock, Chr�st�ne was at the
stud�o, her face st�ll flushed by the falsehood wh�ch she had told
Madame Vanzade about a young fr�end from Clermont whom she
was to meet at the stat�on, and w�th whom she should spend the day.

Claude, overjoyed by the �dea of spend�ng a whole day w�th her,
wanted to take her �nto the country, far away under the glor�ous
sunl�ght, so as to have her ent�rely to h�mself. She was del�ghted;
they scampered off l�ke lunat�cs, and reached the St. Lazare Stat�on
just �n t�me to catch the Havre tra�n. He knew, beyond Mantes, a l�ttle
v�llage called Bennecourt, where there was an art�sts’ �nn wh�ch he
had at t�mes �nvaded w�th some comrades; and careless as to the
two hours’ ra�l, he took her to lunch there, just as he would have
taken her to Asn�ères. She made very merry over th�s journey, to
wh�ch there seemed no end. So much the better �f �t were to take
them to the end of the world! It seemed to them as �f even�ng would
never come.

At ten o’clock they al�ghted at Bonn�ères; and there they took the
ferry—an old ferry-boat that creaked and grated aga�nst �ts cha�n—
for Bennecourt �s s�tuated on the oppos�te bank of the Se�ne. It was a
splend�d May morn�ng, the r�ppl�ng waters were spangled w�th gold �n
the sunl�ght, the young fol�age showed del�cately green aga�nst the
cloudless azure. And, beyond the �slets s�tuated at th�s po�nt of the
r�ver, how del�ghtful �t was to f�nd the country �nn, w�th �ts l�ttle grocery
bus�ness attached, �ts large common room smell�ng of soapsuds,
and �ts spac�ous yard full of manure, on wh�ch the ducks d�sported
themselves.

‘Hallo, Faucheur! we have come to lunch. An omelette, some
sausages, and some cheese, eh?’



‘Are you go�ng to stay the n�ght, Mons�eur Claude?’
‘No, no; another t�me. And some wh�te w�ne; eh? you know that

p�nky w�ne, that grates a b�t �n the throat.’
Chr�st�ne had already followed mother Faucheur to the barn-yard,

and when the latter came back w�th her eggs, she asked Claude w�th
her artful peasant’s laugh:

‘And so now you’re marr�ed?’
‘Well,’ repl�ed the pa�nter w�thout hes�tat�on, ‘�t looks l�ke �t s�nce

I’m w�th my w�fe.’
The lunch was exqu�s�te: the omelette overdone, the sausages too

greasy, and the bread so hard that he had to cut �t �nto f�ngers for
Chr�st�ne lest she should hurt her wr�st. They empt�ed two bottles of
w�ne, and began a th�rd, becom�ng so gay and no�sy that they ended
by feel�ng bew�ldered �n the long room, where they partook of the
meal all alone. She, w�th her cheeks aflame, declared that she was
t�psy; �t had never happened to her before, and she thought �t very
funny. Oh! so funny, and she burst �nto uncontrollable laughter.

‘Let us get a breath of a�r,’ she sa�d at last.
‘Yes, let’s take a stroll. We must start back at four o’clock; so we

have three hours before us.’
They went up the v�llage of Bennecourt, whose yellow houses

straggle along the r�ver bank for about a couple of thousand yards.
All the v�llagers were �n the f�elds; they only met three cows, led by a
l�ttle g�rl. He, w�th an outstretched arm, told her all about the local�ty;
seemed to know wh�ther he was go�ng, and when they had reached
the last house—an old bu�ld�ng, stand�ng on the bank of the Se�ne,
just oppos�te the slopes of Jeufosse—turned round �t, and entered a
wood of oak trees. It was l�ke the end of the world, roofed �n w�th
fol�age, through wh�ch the sun alone penetrated �n narrow tongues of
flame. And there they could stroll and talk and k�ss �n freedom.

When at last �t became necessary for them to retrace the�r steps,
they found a peasant stand�ng at the open doorway of the house by
the wood-s�de. Claude recogn�sed the man and called to h�m:

‘Hallo, Porrette! Does that shanty belong to you?’



At th�s the old fellow, w�th tears �n h�s eyes, related that �t d�d, and
that h�s tenants had gone away w�thout pay�ng h�m, leav�ng the�r
furn�ture beh�nd. And he �nv�ted them �ns�de.

‘There’s no harm �n look�ng; you may know somebody who would
l�ke to take the place. There are many Par�s�ans who’d be glad of �t.
Three hundred francs a year, w�th the furn�ture; �t’s for noth�ng, eh?’

They �nqu�s�t�vely followed h�m �ns�de. It was a rambl�ng old place
that seemed to have been cut out of a barn. Downsta�rs they found
an �mmense k�tchen and a d�n�ng-room, �n wh�ch one m�ght have
g�ven a dance; upsta�rs were two rooms also, so vast that one
seemed lost �n them. As for the furn�ture, �t cons�sted of a walnut
bedstead �n one of the rooms, and of a table and some household
utens�ls �n the k�tchen. But �n front of the house the neglected garden
was planted w�th magn�f�cent apr�cot trees, and overgrown w�th large
rose-bushes �n full bloom; wh�le at the back there was a potato f�eld
reach�ng as far as the oak wood, and surrounded by a qu�ck-set
hedge.

‘I’d leave the potatoes as they are,’ sa�d old Porrette.
Claude and Chr�st�ne looked at each other w�th one of those

sudden crav�ngs for sol�tude and forgetfulness common to lovers.
Ah! how sweet �t would be to love one another there �n the depths of
that nook, so far away from everybody else! But they sm�led. Was
such a th�ng to be thought of? They had barely t�me to catch the tra�n
that was to take them back to Par�s. And the old peasant, who was
Madame Faucheur’s father, accompan�ed them along the r�ver bank,
and as they were stepp�ng �nto the ferry-boat, shouted to them, after
qu�te an �nward struggle:

‘You know, I’ll make �t two hundred and f�fty francs—send me
some people.’

On reach�ng Par�s, Claude accompan�ed Chr�st�ne to Madame
Vanzade’s door. They had grown very sad. They exchanged a long
handshake, s�lent and despa�r�ng, not dar�ng to k�ss each other
there.

A l�fe of torment then began. In the course of a fortn�ght she was
only able to call on three occas�ons; and she arr�ved pant�ng, hav�ng
but a few m�nutes at her d�sposal, for �t so happened that the old lady



had just then become very exact�ng. Claude quest�oned her, feel�ng
uneasy at see�ng her look so pale and out of sorts, w�th her eyes
br�ght w�th fever. Never had that p�ous house, that vault, w�thout a�r
or l�ght, where she d�ed of boredom, caused her so much suffer�ng.
Her f�ts of g�dd�ness had come upon her aga�n; the want of exerc�se
made the blood throb �n her temples. She owned to h�m that she had
fa�nted one even�ng �n her room, as �f she had been suddenly
strangled by a leaden hand. St�ll she d�d not say a word aga�nst her
employer; on the contrary, she softened on speak�ng of her: the poor
creature, so old and so �nf�rm, and so k�nd-hearted, who called her
daughter! She felt as �f she were comm�tt�ng a w�cked act each t�me
that she forsook her to hurry to her lover’s.

Two more weeks went by, and the falsehoods w�th wh�ch Chr�st�ne
had to buy, as �t were, each hour of l�berty became �ntolerable to her.
She loved, she would have l�ked to procla�m �t aloud, and her
feel�ngs revolted at hav�ng to h�de her love l�ke a cr�me, at hav�ng to
l�e basely, l�ke a servant afra�d of be�ng sent away.

At last, one even�ng �n the stud�o, at the moment when she was
leav�ng, she threw herself w�th a d�stracted gesture �nto Claude’s
arms, sobb�ng w�th suffer�ng and pass�on. ‘Ah! I cannot, I cannot—
keep me w�th you; prevent me from go�ng back.’

He had caught hold of her, and was almost smother�ng her w�th
k�sses.

‘You really love me, then! Oh, my darl�ng! But I am so very poor,
and you would lose everyth�ng. Can I allow you to forego everyth�ng
l�ke th�s?’

She sobbed more v�olently st�ll; her halt�ng words were choked by
her tears.

‘The money, eh? wh�ch she m�ght leave me? Do you th�nk I
calculate? I have never thought of �t, I swear �t to you! Ah! let her
keep everyth�ng and let me be free! I have no t�es, no relat�ves; can’t
I be allowed to do as I l�ke?’

Then, �n a last sob of agony: ‘Ah, you are r�ght; �t’s wrong to desert
the poor woman. Ah! I desp�se myself. I w�sh I had the strength. But I
love you too much, I suffer too much; surely you won’t let me d�e?’



‘Oh!’ he cr�ed �n a pass�onate transport. ‘Let others d�e, there are
but we two on earth.’

It was all so much madness. Chr�st�ne left Madame Vanzade �n the
most brutal fash�on. She took her trunk away the very next morn�ng.
She and Claude had at once remembered the deserted old house at
Bennecourt, the g�ant rose-bushes, the �mmense rooms. Ah! to go
away, to go away w�thout the loss of an hour, to l�ve at the world’s
end �n all the bl�ss of the�r pass�on! She clapped her hands for very
joy. He, st�ll smart�ng from h�s defeat, at the Salon, and anx�ous to
recover from �t, longed for complete rest �n the country; yonder he
would f�nd the real ‘open a�r,’ he would work away w�th grass up to
h�s neck and br�ng back masterp�eces. In a couple of days
everyth�ng was ready, the stud�o rel�nqu�shed, the few household
chattels conveyed to the ra�lway stat�on. Bes�des, they met w�th a
sl�ce of luck, for Papa Malgras gave some f�ve hundred francs for a
score of sketches, selected from among the wa�fs and strays of the
removal. Thus they would be able to l�ve l�ke pr�nces. Claude st�ll had
h�s �ncome of a thousand francs a year; Chr�st�ne, too, had saved
some money, bes�des hav�ng her outf�t and dresses. And away they
went; �t was perfect fl�ght, fr�ends avo�ded and not even warned by
letter, Par�s desp�sed and forsaken am�d laughter express�ve of
rel�ef.

June was draw�ng to a close, and the ra�n fell �n torrents dur�ng the
week they spent �n arrang�ng the�r new home. They d�scovered that
old Porrette had taken away half the k�tchen utens�ls before s�gn�ng
the agreement. But that matter d�d not affect them. They took a
del�ght �n dabbl�ng about am�dst the showers; they made journeys
three leagues long, as far as Vernon, to buy plates and saucepans,
wh�ch they brought back w�th them �n tr�umph. At last they got
sh�pshape, occupy�ng one of the upsta�rs rooms, abandon�ng the
other to the m�ce, and transform�ng the d�n�ng-room �nto a stud�o;
and, above all, as happy as ch�ldren at tak�ng the�r meals �n the
k�tchen off a deal table, near the hearth where the soup sang �n the
pot. To wa�t upon them they engaged a g�rl from the v�llage, who
came every morn�ng and went home at n�ght. She was called Mél�e,
she was a n�ece of the Faucheurs, and her stup�d�ty del�ghted them.
In fact, one could not have found a greater �d�ot �n the whole reg�on.



The sun hav�ng shown �tself aga�n, some del�ghtful days followed,
the months sl�pp�ng away am�d monotonous fel�c�ty. They never
knew the date, they were for ever m�x�ng up the days of the week.
Every day, after the second breakfast, came endless strolls, long
walks across the tableland planted w�th apple trees, over the grassy
country roads, along the banks of the Se�ne through the meadows as
far as La Roche-Guyon; and there were st�ll more d�stant
explorat�ons, perfect journeys on the oppos�te s�de of the r�ver, am�d
the cornf�elds of Bonn�ères and Jeufosse. A person who was obl�ged
to leave the ne�ghbourhood sold them an old boat for th�rty francs, so
that they also had the r�ver at the�r d�sposal, and, l�ke savages,
became se�zed w�th a pass�on for �t, l�v�ng on �ts waters for days
together, row�ng about, d�scover�ng new countr�es, and l�nger�ng for
hours under the w�llows on the banks, or �n l�ttle creeks, dark w�th
shade. Betw�xt the eyots scattered along the stream there was a
sh�ft�ng and myster�ous c�ty, a network of passages along wh�ch, w�th
the lower branches of the trees caress�ngly brush�ng aga�nst them,
they softly gl�ded, alone, as �t were, �n the world, w�th the r�ngdoves
and the k�ngf�shers. He at t�mes had to spr�ng out upon the sand,
w�th bare legs, to push off the sk�ff. She bravely pl�ed the oars, bent
on forc�ng her way aga�nst the strongest currents, and exult�ng �n her
strength. And �n the even�ng they ate cabbage soup �n the k�tchen,
laugh�ng at Mél�e’s stup�d�ty, as they had laughed at �t the day
before; to beg�n the morrow just �n the same fash�on.

Every even�ng, however, Chr�st�ne sa�d to Claude:
‘Now, my dear, you must prom�se me one th�ng—that you’ll set to

work to-morrow.’
‘Yes, to-morrow; I g�ve you my word.’
‘And you know �f you don’t, I shall really get angry th�s t�me. Is �t I

who prevent you?’
‘You! what an �dea. S�nce I came here to work—dash �t all! you’ll

see to-morrow.’
On the morrow they started off aga�n �n the sk�ff; she looked at h�m

w�th an embarrassed sm�le when she saw that he took ne�ther
canvas nor colours. Then she k�ssed h�m, laugh�ng, proud of her
power, moved by the constant sacr�f�ce he made to her. And then



came fresh affect�onate remonstrances: ‘To-morrow, ah! to-morrow
she would t�e h�m to h�s easel!’

However, Claude d�d make some attempts at work. He began a
study of the slopes of Jeufosse, w�th the Se�ne �n the foreground; but
Chr�st�ne followed h�m to the �slet where he had �nstalled h�mself,
and sat down on the grass close to h�m w�th parted l�ps, her eyes
watch�ng the blue sky. And she looked so pretty there am�dst the
verdure, �n that sol�tude, where noth�ng broke the s�lence but the
r�ppl�ng of the water, that every m�nute he rel�nqu�shed h�s palette to
nestle by her s�de. On another occas�on, he was altogether charmed
by an old farmhouse, shaded by some ant�quated apple trees wh�ch
had grown to the s�ze of oaks. He came th�ther two days �n
success�on, but on the th�rd Chr�st�ne took h�m to the market at
Bonn�ères to buy some hens. The next day was also lost; the canvas
had dr�ed; then he grew �mpat�ent �n try�ng to work at �t aga�n, and
f�nally abandoned �t altogether. Throughout the warm weather he
thus made but a pretence to work—barely rough�ng out l�ttle b�ts of
pa�nt�ng, wh�ch he la�d as�de on the f�rst pretext, w�thout an effort at
perseverance. H�s pass�on for to�l, that fever of former days that had
made h�m r�se at daybreak to battle w�th h�s rebell�ous art, seemed to
have gone; a react�on of �nd�fference and laz�ness had set �n, and he
vegetated del�ghtfully, l�ke one who �s recover�ng from some severe
�llness.

But Chr�st�ne l�ved �ndeed. All the latent pass�on of her nature
burst �nto be�ng. She was �ndeed an amorosa, a ch�ld of nature and
of love.

Thus the�r days passed by and sol�tude d�d not prove �rksome to
them. No des�re for d�vers�on, of pay�ng or rece�v�ng v�s�ts, as yet
made them look beyond themselves. Such hours as she d�d not
spend near h�m, she employed �n household cares, turn�ng the
house ups�de down w�th great clean�ngs, wh�ch Mél�e executed
under her superv�s�on, and fall�ng �nto f�ts of reckless act�v�ty, wh�ch
led her to engage �n personal combats w�th the few saucepans �n the
k�tchen. The garden espec�ally occup�ed her; prov�ded w�th prun�ng
shears, careless of the thorns wh�ch lacerated her hands, she
reaped harvests of roses from the g�ant rose-bushes; and she gave



herself a thorough back-ache �n gather�ng the apr�cots, wh�ch she
sold for two hundred francs to some of the Engl�shmen who scoured
the d�str�ct every year. She was very proud of her barga�n, and
ser�ously talked of l�v�ng upon the garden produce. Claude cared
less for garden�ng; he had placed h�s couch �n the large d�n�ng-room,
transformed �nto a stud�o; and he stretched h�mself upon �t, and
through the open w�ndow watched her sow and plant. There was
profound peace, the certa�nty that nobody would come, that no r�ng
at the bell would d�sturb them at any moment of the day. Claude
carr�ed th�s fear of com�ng �nto contact w�th people so far as to avo�d
pass�ng Faucheur’s �nn, for he dreaded lest he m�ght run aga�nst
some party of chums from Par�s. Not a soul came, however,
throughout the l�velong summer. And every n�ght as they went
upsta�rs, he repeated that, after all, �t was deuced lucky.

There was, however, a secret sore �n the depths of h�s happ�ness.
After the�r fl�ght from Par�s, Sandoz had learnt the�r address, and had
wr�tten to ask whether he m�ght go to see Claude, but the latter had
not answered the letter, and so coolness had followed, and the old
fr�endsh�p seemed dead. Chr�st�ne was gr�eved at th�s, for she
real�sed well enough that he had broken off all �ntercourse w�th h�s
comrades for her sake. She constantly reverted to the subject; she
d�d not want to estrange h�m from h�s fr�ends, and �ndeed she
�ns�sted that he should �nv�te them. But, though he prom�sed to set
matters r�ght, he d�d noth�ng of the k�nd. It was all over; what was the
use of rak�ng up the past?

However, money hav�ng become scarce towards the latter days of
July, he was obl�ged to go to Par�s to sell Papa Malgras half a dozen
of h�s old stud�es, and Chr�st�ne, on accompany�ng h�m to the stat�on,
made h�m solemnly prom�se that he would go to see Sandoz. In the
even�ng she was there aga�n, at the Bonn�ères Stat�on, wa�t�ng for
h�m.

‘Well, d�d you see h�m? d�d you embrace each other?’
He began walk�ng by her s�de �n s�lent embarrassment. Then he

answered �n a husky vo�ce:
‘No; I hadn’t t�me.’



Thereupon, sorely d�stressed, w�th two b�g tears well�ng to her
eyes, she repl�ed:

‘You gr�eve me very much �ndeed.’
Then, as they were walk�ng under the trees, he k�ssed her, cry�ng

also, and begg�ng her not to make h�m sadder st�ll. ‘Could people
alter l�fe? D�d �t not suff�ce that they were happy together?’

Dur�ng the earl�er months they only once met some strangers. Th�s
occurred a l�ttle above Bennecourt, �n the d�rect�on of La Roche-
Guyon. They were stroll�ng along a deserted, wooded lane, one of
those del�ghtful d�ngle paths of the reg�on, when, at a turn�ng, they
came upon three m�ddle-class people out for a walk—father, mother,
and daughter. It prec�sely happened that, bel�ev�ng themselves to be
qu�te alone, Claude and Chr�st�ne had passed the�r arms round each
other’s wa�sts; she, bend�ng towards h�m, was offer�ng her l�ps; wh�le
he laugh�ngly protruded h�s; and the�r surpr�se was so sudden that
they d�d not change the�r att�tude, but, st�ll clasped together,
advanced at the same slow pace. The amazed fam�ly rema�ned
transf�xed aga�nst one of the s�de banks, the father stout and
apoplect�c, the mother as th�n as a kn�fe-blade, and the daughter, a
mere shadow, look�ng l�ke a s�ck b�rd moult�ng—all three of them
ugly, moreover, and but scant�ly prov�ded w�th the v�t�ated blood of
the�r race. They looked d�sgraceful am�dst the throbb�ng l�fe of
nature, beneath the glor�ous sun. And all at once the sorry g�rl, who
w�th stupef�ed eyes thus watched love pass�ng by, was pushed off by
her father, dragged along by her mother, both bes�de themselves,
exasperated by the s�ght of that embrace, and ask�ng whether there
was no longer any country pol�ce, wh�le, st�ll w�thout hurry�ng, the
lovers went off tr�umphantly �n the�r glory.

Claude, however, was wonder�ng and search�ng h�s memory.
Where had he prev�ously seen those heads, so typ�cal of bourgeo�s
degeneracy, those flattened, crabbed faces reek�ng of m�ll�ons
earned at the expense of the poor? It was assuredly �n some
�mportant c�rcumstance of h�s l�fe. And all at once he remembered;
they were the Marga�llans, the man was that bu�ld�ng contractor
whom Dubuche had promenaded through the Salon of the Rejected,
and who had laughed �n front of h�s p�cture w�th the roar�ng laugh of



a fool. A couple of hundred steps further on, as he and Chr�st�ne
emerged from the lane and found themselves �n front of a large
estate, where a b�g wh�te bu�ld�ng stood, g�rt w�th f�ne trees, they
learnt from an old peasant woman that La R�chaud�ère, as �t was
called, had belonged to the Marga�llans for three years past. They
had pa�d f�fteen hundred thousand francs for �t, and had just spent
more than a m�ll�on �n �mprovements.

‘That part of the country won’t see much of us �n future,’ sa�d
Claude, as they returned to Bennecourt. ‘Those monsters spo�l the
landscape.’

Towards the end of the summer, an �mportant event changed the
current of the�r l�ves. Chr�st�ne was ence�nte. At f�rst, both she and
Claude felt amazed and worr�ed. Now for the f�rst t�me they seemed
to dread some terr�ble compl�cat�ons �n the�r l�fe. Later on, however,
they gradually grew accustomed to the thought of what lay before
them and made all necessary preparat�ons. But the w�nter proved a
terr�bly �nclement one, and Chr�st�ne was compelled to rema�n
�ndoors, wh�lst Claude went walk�ng all alone over the frost-bound,
clank�ng roads. And he, f�nd�ng h�mself �n sol�tude dur�ng these
walks, after months of constant compan�onsh�p, wondered at the
way h�s l�fe had turned, aga�nst h�s own w�ll, as �t were. He had never
w�shed for home l�fe even w�th her; had he been consulted, he would
have expressed h�s horror of �t; �t had come about, however, and
could not be undone, for—w�thout ment�on�ng the ch�ld—he was one
of those who lack the courage to break off. Th�s fate had ev�dently
been �n store for h�m, he felt; he had been dest�ned to succumb to
the f�rst woman who d�d not feel ashamed of h�m. The hard ground
resounded beneath h�s wooden-soled shoes, and the blast froze the
current of h�s rever�e, wh�ch l�ngered on vague thoughts, on h�s luck
of hav�ng, at any rate, met w�th a good and honest g�rl, on how
cruelly he would have suffered had �t been otherw�se. And then h�s
love came back to h�m; he hurr�ed home to take Chr�st�ne �n h�s
trembl�ng arms as �f he had been �n danger of los�ng her.

The ch�ld, a boy, was born about the m�ddle of February, and at
once began to revolut�on�se the home, for Chr�st�ne, who had shown
herself such an act�ve housew�fe, proved to be a very awkward



nurse. She fa�led to become motherly, desp�te her k�nd heart and her
d�stress at the s�ght of the sl�ghtest p�mple. She soon grew weary,
gave �n, and called for Mél�e, who only made matters worse by her
gap�ng stup�d�ty. The father had to come to the rescue, and proved
st�ll more awkward than the two women. The d�scomfort wh�ch
needlework had caused Chr�st�ne of old, her want of apt�tude as
regards the usual occupat�ons of her sex, rev�ved am�d the cares
that the baby requ�red. The ch�ld was �ll-kept, and grew up anyhow �n
the garden, or �n the large rooms left unt�dy �n sheer despa�r, am�dst
broken toys, uncleanl�ness and destruct�on. And when matters
became too bad altogether, Chr�st�ne could only throw herself upon
the neck of the man she loved. She was pre-em�nently an amorosa
and would have sacr�f�ced her son for h�s father twenty t�mes over.

It was at th�s per�od, however, that Claude resumed work a l�ttle.
The w�nter was draw�ng to a close; he d�d not know how to spend the
br�ght sunny morn�ngs, s�nce Chr�st�ne could no longer go out before
m�d-day on account of Jacques, whom they had named thus after h�s
maternal grandfather, though they neglected to have h�m chr�stened.
Claude worked �n the garden, at f�rst, �n a random way: made a
rough sketch of the l�nes of apr�cot trees, roughed out the g�ant rose-
bushes, composed some b�ts of ‘st�ll l�fe,’ out of four apples, a bottle,
and a stoneware jar, d�sposed on a table-napk�n. Th�s was only to
pass h�s t�me. But afterwards he warmed to h�s work; the �dea of
pa�nt�ng a f�gure �n the full sunl�ght ended by haunt�ng h�m; and from
that moment h�s w�fe became h�s v�ct�m, she herself agreeable
enough, offer�ng herself, feel�ng happy at afford�ng h�m pleasure,
w�thout as yet understand�ng what a terr�ble r�val she was g�v�ng
herself �n art. He pa�nted her a score of t�mes, dressed �n wh�te, �n
red, am�dst the verdure, stand�ng, walk�ng, or recl�n�ng on the grass,
wear�ng a w�de-br�mmed straw hat, or bare-headed, under a parasol,
the cherry-t�nted s�lk of wh�ch steeped her features �n a p�nky glow.
He never felt wholly sat�sf�ed; he scratched out the canvases after
two or three s�tt�ngs, and at once began them afresh, obst�nately
st�ck�ng to the same subject. Only a few stud�es, �ncomplete, but
charm�ngly �nd�cated �n a v�gorous style, were saved from the
palette-kn�fe, and hung aga�nst the walls of the d�n�ng-room.



And after Chr�st�ne �t became Jacques’ turn to pose. They str�pped
h�m to the sk�n, l�ke a l�ttle St. John the Bapt�st, on warm days, and
stretched h�m on a blanket, where he was told not to st�r. But dev�l a
b�t could they make h�m keep st�ll. Gett�ng fr�sky, �n the sunl�ght, he
crowed and k�cked w�th h�s t�ny p�nk feet �n the a�r, roll�ng about and
turn�ng somersaults. The father, after laugh�ng, became angry, and
swore at the t�resome m�te, who would not keep qu�et for a m�nute.
Who ever heard of tr�fl�ng w�th pa�nt�ng? Then the mother made b�g
eyes at the l�ttle one, and held h�m wh�le the pa�nter qu�ckly sketched
an arm or a leg. Claude obst�nately kept at �t for weeks, tempted as
he felt by the pretty tones of that ch�ld�sh sk�n. It was not as a father,
but as an art�st, that he gloated over the boy as the subject for a
masterp�ece, bl�nk�ng h�s eyes the wh�le, and dream�ng of some
wonderful p�cture he would pa�nt. And he renewed the exper�ment
aga�n and aga�n, watch�ng the lad for days, and feel�ng fur�ous when
the l�ttle scamp would not go to sleep at t�mes when he, Claude,
m�ght so well have pa�nted h�m.

One day, when Jacques was sobb�ng, refus�ng to keep st�ll,
Chr�st�ne gently remarked:

‘My dear, you t�re the poor pet.’
At th�s Claude burst forth, full of remorse:
‘After all! you are r�ght; I’m a fool w�th th�s pa�nt�ng of m�ne.

Ch�ldren are not �ntended for that sort of th�ng.’
The spr�ng and summer sped by am�dst great qu�etude. They went

out less often; they had almost g�ven up the boat, wh�ch f�n�shed
rott�ng aga�nst the bank, for �t was qu�te a job to take the l�ttle one
w�th them among the �slets. But they often strolled along the banks of
the Se�ne, w�thout, however, go�ng farther af�eld than a thousand
yards or so. Claude, t�red of the everlast�ng v�ews �n the garden, now
attempted some sketches by the r�ver-s�de, and on such days
Chr�st�ne went to fetch h�m w�th the ch�ld, s�tt�ng down to watch h�m
pa�nt, unt�l they all three returned home w�th flagg�ng steps, beneath
the ashen dusk of wan�ng dayl�ght. One afternoon Claude was
surpr�sed to see Chr�st�ne br�ng w�th her the old album wh�ch she
had used as a young g�rl. She joked about �t, and expla�ned that to
s�t beh�nd h�m l�ke that had roused �n her a w�sh to work herself. Her



vo�ce was a l�ttle unsteady as she spoke; the truth was that she felt a
long�ng to share h�s labour, s�nce th�s labour took h�m away from her
more and more each day. She drew and ventured to wash �n two or
three water-colours �n the careful style of a school-g�rl. Then,
d�scouraged by h�s sm�les, feel�ng that no commun�ty of �deas would
be arr�ved at on that ground, she once more put her album as�de,
mak�ng h�m prom�se to g�ve her some lessons �n pa�nt�ng whenever
he should have t�me.

Bes�des, she thought h�s more recent p�ctures very pretty. After
that year of rest �n the open country, �n the full sunl�ght, he pa�nted
w�th fresh and clearer v�s�on, as �t were, w�th a more harmon�ous and
br�ghter colour�ng. He had never before been able to treat reflect�ons
so sk�lfully, or possessed a more correct percept�on of men and
th�ngs steeped �n d�ffuse l�ght. And henceforth, won over by that
feast of colours, she would have declared �t all cap�tal �f he would
only have condescended to f�n�sh h�s work a l�ttle more, and �f she
had not rema�ned nonplussed now and then before a mauve ground
or a blue tree, wh�ch upset all her preconce�ved not�ons of colour.
One day when she ventured upon a b�t of cr�t�c�sm, prec�sely about
an azure-t�nted poplar, he made her go to nature and note for herself
the del�cate blu�shness of the fol�age. It was true enough, the tree
was blue; but �n her �nmost heart she d�d not surrender, and
condemned real�ty; there ought not to be any blue trees �n nature.

She no longer spoke but gravely of the stud�es hang�ng �n the
d�n�ng-room. Art was return�ng �nto the�r l�ves, and �t made her muse.
When she saw h�m go off w�th h�s bag, h�s portable easel, and h�s
sunshade, �t often happened that she flung herself upon h�s neck,
ask�ng:

‘You love me, say?’
‘How s�lly you are! Why shouldn’t I love you?’
‘Then k�ss me, s�nce you love me, k�ss me a great deal, a great

deal.’
Then accompany�ng h�m as far as the road, she added:
‘And m�nd you work; you know that I have never prevented you

from work�ng. Go, go; I am very pleased when you work.’



Anx�ety seemed to se�ze hold of Claude, when the autumn of the
second year t�nged the leaves yellow, and ushered �n the cold
weather. The season happened to be abom�nable; a fortn�ght of
pour�ng ra�n kept h�m �dle at home; and then fog came at every
moment, h�nder�ng h�s work. He sat �n front of the f�re, out of sorts;
he never spoke of Par�s, but the c�ty rose up over yonder, on the
hor�zon, the w�nter c�ty, w�th �ts gaslamps flar�ng already at f�ve
o’clock, �ts gather�ngs of fr�ends, spurr�ng each other on to emulat�on,
and �ts l�fe of ardent product�on, wh�ch even the frosts of December
could not slacken. He went there thr�ce �n one month, on the pretext
of see�ng Malgras, to whom he had, aga�n, sold a few small p�ctures.
He no longer avo�ded pass�ng �n front of Faucheur’s �nn; he even
allowed h�mself to be wayla�d at t�mes by old Porrette, and to accept
a glass of wh�te w�ne at the �nn, and h�s glance scoured the room as
�f, desp�te the season, he had been look�ng for some comrades of
yore, who had arr�ved there, perchance, that morn�ng. He l�ngered as
�f awa�t�ng them; then, �n despa�r at h�s sol�tude, he returned home,
st�fl�ng w�th all that was ferment�ng w�th�n h�m, �ll at hav�ng nobody to
whom he m�ght shout the thoughts wh�ch made h�s bra�n almost
burst.

However, the w�nter went by, and Claude had the consolat�on of
be�ng able to pa�nt some lovely snow scenes. A th�rd year was
beg�nn�ng, when, towards the close of May, an unexpected meet�ng
f�lled h�m w�th emot�on. He had that morn�ng cl�mbed up to the
plateau to f�nd a subject, hav�ng at last grown t�red of the banks of
the Se�ne; and at the bend of a road he stopped short �n amazement
on see�ng Dubuche, �n a s�lk hat, and carefully-buttoned frock coat,
com�ng towards h�m, between the double row of elder hedges.

‘What! �s �t you?’
The arch�tect stammered from sheer vexat�on:
‘Yes, I am go�ng to pay a v�s�t. It’s confoundedly �d�ot�c �n the

country, eh? But �t can’t be helped. There are certa�n th�ngs one’s
obl�ged to do. And you l�ve near here, eh? I knew—that �s to say, I
d�dn’t. I had been told someth�ng about �t, but I thought �t was on the
oppos�te s�de, farther down.’



Claude, very much moved at see�ng h�m, helped h�m out of h�s
d�ff�culty.

‘All r�ght, all r�ght, old man, there �s no need to apolog�se. I am the
most gu�lty party. Ah! �t’s a long wh�le s�nce we saw one another! If
you knew what a thump my heart gave when I saw your nose appear
from beh�nd the leaves!’

Then he took h�s arm and accompan�ed h�m, g�ggl�ng w�th
pleasure, wh�le the other, �n h�s constant worry about h�s future,
wh�ch always made h�m talk about h�mself, at once began speak�ng
of h�s prospects. He had just become a f�rst-class pup�l at the
School, after secur�ng the regulat�on ‘honourable ment�ons,’ w�th
�nf�n�te trouble. But h�s success left h�m as perplexed as ever. H�s
parents no longer sent h�m a penny, they wa�led about the�r poverty
so much that he m�ght have to support them �n h�s turn. He had
g�ven up the �dea of compet�ng for the Pr�x de Rome, feel�ng certa�n
of be�ng beaten �n the effort, and anx�ous to earn h�s l�v�ng. And he
was weary already; s�ck at scour�ng the town, at earn�ng twenty-f�ve
sous an hour from �gnorant arch�tects, who treated h�m l�ke a
hodman. What course should he adopt? How was he to guess at the
shortest route? He m�ght leave the School; he would get a l�ft from
h�s master, the �nfluent�al Dequersonn�ère, who l�ked h�m for h�s
doc�l�ty and d�l�gence; only what a deal of trouble and uncerta�nty
there would st�ll be before h�m! And he b�tterly compla�ned of the
Government schools, where one slaved away for years, and wh�ch
d�d not even prov�de a pos�t�on for all those whom they cast upon the
pavement.

Suddenly he stopped �n the m�ddle of the path. The elder hedges
were lead�ng to an open pla�n, and La R�chaud�ère appeared am�d �ts
lofty trees.

‘Hold hard! of course,’ excla�med Claude, ‘I hadn’t thought about �t
—you’re go�ng to that shanty. Oh! the baboons; there’s a lot of ugly
mugs, �f you l�ke!’

Dubuche, look�ng vexed at th�s outburst of art�st�c feel�ng,
protested st�ffly. ‘All the same, Papa Marga�llan, �d�ot as he seems to
you, �s a f�rst-rate man of bus�ness. You should see h�m �n h�s
bu�ld�ng-yards, among the houses he runs up, as act�ve as the very



f�end, show�ng marvellous good management, and a wonderful scent
as to the r�ght streets to bu�ld and what mater�als to buy! Bes�des,
one does not earn m�ll�ons w�thout becom�ng a gentleman. And then,
too, �t would be very s�lly of me not to be pol�te to a man who can be
useful to me.’

Wh�le talk�ng, he barred the narrow path, prevent�ng h�s fr�end
from advanc�ng further—no doubt from a fear of be�ng comprom�sed
by be�ng seen �n h�s company, and �n order to make h�m understand
that they ought to separate there.

Claude was on the po�nt of �nqu�r�ng about the�r comrades �n Par�s,
but he kept s�lent. Not even a word was sa�d respect�ng Chr�st�ne,
and he was reluctantly dec�d�ng to qu�t Dubuche, hold�ng out h�s
hand to take leave, when, �n sp�te of h�mself, th�s quest�on fell from
h�s qu�ver�ng l�ps:

‘And �s Sandoz all r�ght?’
‘Yes, he’s pretty well. I seldom see h�m. He spoke to me about you

last month. He �s st�ll gr�eved at your hav�ng shown us the door.’
‘But I d�dn’t show you the door,’ excla�med Claude, bes�de h�mself.

‘Come and see me, I beg of you. I shall be so glad!’
‘All r�ght, then, we’ll come. I’ll tell h�m to come, I g�ve you my word

—good-bye, old man, good-bye; I’m �n a hurry.’
And Dubuche went off towards La R�chaud�ère, wh�lst Claude

watched h�s f�gure dw�ndle as he crossed the cult�vated pla�n, unt�l
noth�ng rema�ned but the sh�ny s�lk of h�s hat and the black spot of
h�s coat. The young man returned home slowly, h�s heart burst�ng
w�th nameless sadness. However, he sa�d noth�ng about th�s
meet�ng to Chr�st�ne.

A week later she had gone to Faucheur’s to buy a pound of
verm�cell�, and was l�nger�ng on her way back, goss�p�ng w�th a
ne�ghbour, w�th her ch�ld on her arm, when a gentleman who al�ghted
from the ferry-boat approached and asked her:

‘Does not Mons�eur Claude Lant�er l�ve near here?’
She was taken aback, and s�mply answered:
‘Yes, mons�eur; �f you’ll k�ndly follow me—’



They walked on s�de by s�de for about a hundred yards. The
stranger, who seemed to know her, had glanced at her w�th a good-
natured sm�le; but as she hurr�ed on, try�ng to h�de her
embarrassment by look�ng very grave, he rema�ned s�lent. She
opened the door and showed the v�s�tor �nto the stud�o, excla�m�ng:

‘Claude, here �s somebody for you.’
Then a loud cry rang out; the two men were already �n each

other’s arms.
‘Oh, my good old P�erre! how k�nd of you to come! And Dubuche?’
‘He was prevented at the last moment by some bus�ness, and he

sent me a telegram to go w�thout h�m.’
‘All r�ght, I half expected �t; but you are here. By the thunder of

heaven, I am glad!’
And, turn�ng towards Chr�st�ne, who was sm�l�ng, shar�ng the�r

del�ght:
‘It’s true, I d�dn’t tell you. But the other day I met Dubuche, who

was go�ng up yonder, to the place where those monsters l�ve—’
But he stopped short aga�n, and then w�th a w�ld gesture shouted:
‘I’m los�ng my w�ts, upon my word. You have never spoken to each

other, and I leave you there l�ke that. My dear, you see th�s
gentleman? He’s my old chum, P�erre Sandoz, whom I love l�ke a
brother. And you, my boy; let me �ntroduce my w�fe. And you have
got to g�ve each other a k�ss.’

Chr�st�ne began to laugh outr�ght, and tendered her cheek heart�ly.
Sandoz had pleased her at once w�th h�s good-natured a�r, h�s sound
fr�endsh�p, the fatherly sympathy w�th wh�ch he looked at her. Tears
of emot�on came to her eyes as he kept both her hands �n h�s,
say�ng:

‘It �s very good of you to love Claude, and you must love each
other always, for love �s, after all, the best th�ng �n l�fe.’

Then, bend�ng to k�ss the l�ttle one, whom she had on her arm, he
added: ‘So there’s one already!’

Wh�le Chr�st�ne, prepar�ng lunch, turned the house up-s�de down,
Claude reta�ned Sandoz �n the stud�o. In a few words he told h�m the



whole of the story, who she was, how they had met each other, and
what had led them to start housekeep�ng together, and he seemed to
be surpr�sed when h�s fr�end asked h�m why they d�d not get marr�ed.
In fa�th, why? Because they had never even spoken about �t,
because they would certa�nly be ne�ther more nor less happy; �n
short �t was a matter of no consequence whatever.

‘Well,’ sa�d the other, ‘�t makes no d�fference to me; but, �f she was
a good and honest g�rl when she came to you, you ought to marry
her.’

‘Why, I’ll marry her whenever she l�kes, old man. Surely I don’t
mean to leave her �n the lurch!’

Sandoz then began to marvel at the stud�es hang�ng on the walls.
Ha, the scamp had turned h�s t�me to good account! What accuracy
of colour�ng! What a dash of real sunl�ght! And Claude, who l�stened
to h�m, del�ghted, and laugh�ng proudly, was just go�ng to quest�on
h�m about the comrades �n Par�s, about what they were all do�ng,
when Chr�st�ne reappeared, excla�m�ng: ‘Make haste, the eggs are
on the table.’

They lunched �n the k�tchen, and an extraord�nary lunch �t was; a
d�sh of fr�ed gudgeons after the bo�led eggs; then the beef from the
soup of the n�ght before, arranged �n salad fash�on, w�th potatoes,
and a red herr�ng. It was del�c�ous; there was the pungent and
appet�s�ng smell of the herr�ng wh�ch Mél�e had upset on the l�ve
embers, and the song of the coffee, as �t passed, drop by drop, �nto
the pot stand�ng on the range; and when the dessert appeared—
some strawberr�es just gathered, and a cream cheese from a
ne�ghbour’s da�ry—they goss�ped and goss�ped w�th the�r elbows
squarely set on the table. In Par�s? Well, to tell the truth, the
comrades were do�ng noth�ng very or�g�nal �n Par�s. And yet they
were f�ght�ng the�r way, jostl�ng each other �n order to get f�rst to the
front. Of course, the absent ones m�ssed the�r chance; �t was as well
to be there �f one d�d not want to be altogether forgotten. But was not
talent always talent? Wasn’t a man always certa�n to get on w�th
strength and w�ll? Ah! yes, �t was a splend�d dream to l�ve �n the
country, to accumulate masterp�eces, and then, one day, to crush
Par�s by s�mply open�ng one’s trunks.



In the even�ng, when Claude accompan�ed Sandoz to the stat�on,
the latter sa�d to h�m:

‘That rem�nds me, I wanted to tell you someth�ng. I th�nk I am
go�ng to get marr�ed.’

The pa�nter burst out laugh�ng.
‘Ah, you wag, now I understand why you gave me a lecture th�s

morn�ng.’
Wh�le wa�t�ng for the tra�n to arr�ve, they went on chatt�ng. Sandoz

expla�ned h�s �deas on marr�age, wh�ch, �n m�ddle-class fash�on, he
cons�dered an �nd�spensable cond�t�on for good work, substant�al
orderly labour, among great modern producers. The theory of
woman be�ng a destruct�ve creature—one who k�lled an art�st,
pounded h�s heart, and fed upon h�s bra�n—was a romant�c �dea
aga�nst wh�ch facts protested. Bes�des, as for h�mself, he needed an
affect�on that would prove the guard�an of h�s tranqu�ll�ty, a lov�ng
home, where he m�ght shut h�mself up, so as to devote h�s whole l�fe
to the huge work wh�ch he ever dreamt of. And he added that
everyth�ng depended upon a man’s cho�ce—that he bel�eved he had
found what he had been look�ng for, an orphan, the daughter of petty
tradespeople, w�thout a penny, but handsome and �ntell�gent. For the
last s�x months, after res�gn�ng h�s clerksh�p, he had embraced
journal�sm, by wh�ch he ga�ned a larger �ncome. He had just moved
h�s mother to a small house at Bat�gnolles, where the three would
l�ve together—two women to love h�m, and he strong enough to
prov�de for the household.

‘Get marr�ed, old man,’ sa�d Claude. ‘One should act accord�ng to
one’s feel�ngs. And good-bye, for here’s your tra�n. Don’t forget your
prom�se to come and see us aga�n.’

Sandoz returned very often. He dropped �n at odd t�mes whenever
h�s newspaper work allowed h�m, for he was st�ll free, as he was not
to be marr�ed t�ll the autumn. Those were happy days, whole
afternoons of mutual conf�dences when all the�r old determ�nat�on to
secure fame rev�ved.

One day, wh�le Sandoz was alone w�th Claude on an �sland of the
Se�ne, both of them ly�ng there w�th the�r eyes f�xed on the sky, he
told the pa�nter of h�s vast amb�t�on, confessed h�mself aloud.



‘Journal�sm, let me tell you, �s only a battle-ground. A man must
l�ve, and he has to f�ght to do so. Then, aga�n, that wanton, the
Press, desp�te the unpleasant phases of the profess�on, �s after all a
tremendous power, a res�stless weapon �n the hands of a fellow w�th
conv�ct�ons. But �f I am obl�ged to ava�l myself of journal�sm, I don’t
mean to grow grey �n �t! Oh, dear no! And, bes�des, I’ve found what I
wanted, a mach�ne that’ll crush one w�th work, someth�ng I’m go�ng
to plunge �nto, perhaps never to come out of �t.’

S�lence re�gned am�d the fol�age, mot�onless �n the dense heat. He
resumed speak�ng more slowly and �n jerky phrases:

‘To study man as he �s, not man the metaphys�cal puppet but
phys�olog�cal man, whose nature �s determ�ned by h�s surround�ngs,
and to show all h�s organ�sm �n full play. That’s my �dea! Is �t not
farc�cal that some should constantly and exclus�vely study the
funct�ons of the bra�n on the pretext that the bra�n alone �s the noble
part of our organ�sm? Thought, thought, confound �t all! thought �s
the product of the whole body. Let them try to make a bra�n th�nk by
�tself alone; see what becomes of the nobleness of the bra�n when
the stomach �s a�l�ng! No, no, �t’s �d�ot�c; there �s no ph�losophy nor
sc�ence �n �t! We are pos�t�v�sts, evolut�on�sts, and yet we are to st�ck
to the l�terary lay-f�gures of class�c t�mes, and cont�nue d�sentangl�ng
the tangled locks of pure reason! He who says psycholog�st says
tra�tor to truth. Bes�des, psychology, phys�ology, �t all s�gn�f�es
noth�ng. The one has become blended w�th the other, and both are
but one nowadays, the mechan�sm of man lead�ng to the sum total of
h�s funct�ons. Ah, the formula �s there, our modern revolut�on has no
other bas�s; �t means the certa�n death of old soc�ety, the b�rth of a
new one, and necessar�ly the upspr�ng�ng of a new art �n a new so�l.
Yes, people w�ll see what l�terature w�ll sprout forth for the com�ng
century of sc�ence and democracy.’

H�s cry uprose and was lost �n the �mmense vault of heaven. Not a
breath st�rred; there was nought but the s�lent r�pple of the r�ver past
the w�llows. And Sandoz turned abruptly towards h�s compan�on, and
sa�d to h�m, face to face:

‘So I have found what I wanted for myself. Oh, �t �sn’t much, a l�ttle
corner of study only, but one that should be suff�c�ent for a man’s l�fe,



even when h�s amb�t�on �s over-vast. I am go�ng to take a fam�ly, and
I shall study �ts members, one by one, whence they come, wh�ther
they go, how they re-act one upon another—�n short, I shall have
mank�nd �n a small compass, the way �n wh�ch mank�nd grows and
behaves. On the other hand, I shall set my men and women �n some
g�ven per�od of h�story, wh�ch w�ll prov�de me w�th the necessary
surround�ngs and c�rcumstances,—you understand, eh? a ser�es of
books, f�fteen, twenty books, ep�sodes that w�ll cl�ng together,
although each w�ll have a separate framework, a ser�es of novels
w�th wh�ch I shall be able to bu�ld myself a house for my old days, �f
they don’t crush me!’

He fell on h�s back aga�n, spread out h�s arms on the grass, as �f
he wanted to s�nk �nto the earth, laugh�ng and jok�ng all the wh�le.

‘Oh, benef�cent earth, take me unto thee, thou who art our
common mother, our only source of l�fe! thou the eternal, the
�mmortal one, �n whom c�rculates the soul of the world, the sap that
spreads even �nto the stones, and makes the trees themselves our
b�g, mot�onless brothers! Yes, I w�sh to lose myself �n thee; �t �s thou
that I feel beneath my l�mbs, clasp�ng and �nflam�ng me; thou alone
shalt appear �n my work as the pr�mary force, the means and the
end, the �mmense ark �n wh�ch everyth�ng becomes an�mated w�th
the breath of every be�ng!’

Though begun as mere pleasantry, w�th all the bombast of lyr�cal
emphas�s, the �nvocat�on term�nated �n a cry of ardent conv�ct�on,
qu�ver�ng w�th profound poet�cal emot�on, and Sandoz’s eyes grew
mo�st; and, to h�de how much he felt moved, he added, roughly, w�th
a sweep�ng gesture that took �n the whole scene around:

‘How �d�ot�c �t �s! a soul for every one of us, when there �s that b�g
soul there!’

Claude, who had d�sappeared am�d the grass, had not st�rred.
After a fresh spell of s�lence he summed up everyth�ng:

‘That’s �t, old boy! Run them through, all of them. Only you’ll get
trounced.’

‘Oh,’ sa�d Sandoz, r�s�ng up and stretch�ng h�mself, ‘my bones are
too hard. They’ll smash the�r own wr�sts. Let’s go back; I don’t want
to m�ss the tra�n.’



Chr�st�ne had taken a great l�k�ng to h�m, see�ng h�m so robust and
upr�ght �n h�s do�ngs, and she plucked up courage at last to ask a
favour of h�m: that of stand�ng godfather to Jacques. True, she never
set foot �n church now, but why shouldn’t the lad be treated
accord�ng to custom? What �nfluenced her above all was the �dea of
g�v�ng the boy a protector �n th�s godfather, whom she found so
ser�ous and sens�ble, even am�dst the exuberance of h�s strength.
Claude expressed surpr�se, but gave h�s consent w�th a shrug of the
shoulders. And the chr�sten�ng took place; they found a godmother,
the daughter of a ne�ghbour, and they made a feast of �t, eat�ng a
lobster, wh�ch was brought from Par�s.

That very day, as they were say�ng good-bye, Chr�st�ne took
Sandoz as�de, and sa�d, �n an �mplor�ng vo�ce:

‘Do come aga�n soon, won’t you? He �s bored.’
In fact, Claude had f�ts of profound melancholy. He abandoned h�s

work, went out alone, and prowled �n sp�te of h�mself about
Faucheur’s �nn, at the spot where the ferry-boat landed �ts
passengers, as �f ever expect�ng to see all Par�s come ashore there.
He had Par�s on the bra�n; he went there every month and returned
desolate, unable to work. Autumn came, then w�nter, a very wet and
muddy w�nter, and he spent �t �n a state of morose torp�d�ty, b�tter
even aga�nst Sandoz, who, hav�ng marr�ed �n October, could no
longer come to Bennecourt so often. Claude only seemed to wake
up at each of the other’s v�s�ts; der�v�ng a week’s exc�tement from
them, and never ceas�ng to comment fever�shly about the news
brought from yonder. He, who formerly had h�dden h�s regret of
Par�s, nowadays bew�ldered Chr�st�ne w�th the way �n wh�ch he
chatted to her from morn t�ll n�ght about th�ngs she was qu�te
�gnorant of, and people she had never seen. When Jacques fell
asleep, there were endless comments between the parents as they
sat by the f�res�de. Claude grew pass�onate, and Chr�st�ne had to
g�ve her op�n�on and to pronounce judgment on all sorts of matters.

Was not Gagn�ère an �d�ot for stult�fy�ng h�s bra�n w�th mus�c, he
who m�ght have developed so consc�ent�ous a talent as a landscape
pa�nter? It was sa�d that he was now tak�ng lessons on the p�ano
from a young lady—the �dea, at h�s age! What d�d she, Chr�st�ne,



th�nk of �t? And Jory had been try�ng to get �nto the good graces of
Irma Bécot aga�n, ever s�nce she had secured that l�ttle house �n the
Rue de Moscou! Chr�st�ne knew those two; two jades who well went
together, weren’t they? But the most cunn�ng of the whole lot was
Fagerolles, to whom he, Claude, would tell a few pla�n truths and no
m�stake, when he met h�m. What! the turn-coat had competed for the
Pr�x de Rome, wh�ch, of course, he had managed to m�ss. To th�nk of
�t. That fellow d�d noth�ng but jeer at the School, and talked about
knock�ng everyth�ng down, yet took part �n off�c�al compet�t�ons! Ah,
there was no doubt but that the �tch�ng to succeed, the w�sh to pass
over one’s comrades and be ha�led by �d�ots, �mpelled some people
to very d�rty tr�cks. Surely Chr�st�ne d�d not mean to st�ck up for h�m,
eh? She was not suff�c�ently a ph�l�st�ne to defend h�m. And when
she had agreed w�th everyth�ng Claude sa�d, he always came back
w�th nervous laughter to the same story—wh�ch he thought
exceed�ngly com�cal—the story of Mahoudeau and Chaîne, who,
between them, had k�lled l�ttle Jabou�lle, the husband of Math�lde,
that dreadful herbal�st woman. Yes, k�lled the poor consumpt�ve
fellow w�th k�ndness one even�ng when he had had a fa�nt�ng f�t, and
when, on be�ng called �n by the woman, they had taken to rubb�ng
h�m w�th so much v�gour that he had rema�ned dead �n the�r hands.

And �f Chr�st�ne fa�led to look amused at all th�s, Claude rose up
and sa�d, �n a churl�sh vo�ce: ‘Oh, you; noth�ng w�ll make you laugh—
let’s go to bed.’

He st�ll adored her, but she no longer suff�ced. Another torment
had �nv�nc�bly se�zed hold of h�m—the pass�on for art, the th�rst for
fame.

In the spr�ng, Claude, who, w�th an affectat�on of d�sda�n, had
sworn he would never aga�n exh�b�t, began to worry a great deal
about the Salon. Whenever he saw Sandoz he quest�oned h�m about
what the comrades were go�ng to send. On the open�ng day he went
to Par�s and came back the same even�ng, stern and trembl�ng.
There was only a bust by Mahoudeau, sa�d he, good enough, but of
no �mportance. A small landscape by Gagn�ère, adm�tted among the
ruck, was also of a pretty sunny tone. Then there was noth�ng else,
noth�ng but Fagerolles’ p�cture—an actress �n front of her look�ng-



glass pa�nt�ng her face. He had not ment�oned �t at f�rst; but he now
spoke of �t w�th �nd�gnant laughter. What a tr�ckster that Fagerolles
was! Now that he had m�ssed h�s pr�ze he was no longer afra�d to
exh�b�t—he threw the School overboard; but you should have seen
how sk�lfully he managed �t, what comprom�ses he effected, pa�nt�ng
�n a style wh�ch aped the audac�ty of truth w�thout possess�ng one
or�g�nal mer�t. And �t would be sure to meet w�th success, the
bourgeo�s were only too fond of be�ng t�t�llated wh�le the art�st
pretended to hustle them. Ah! �t was t�me �ndeed for a true art�st to
appear �n that mournful desert of a Salon, am�d all the knaves and
the fools. And, by heavens, what a place m�ght be taken there!

Chr�st�ne, who l�stened wh�le he grew angry, ended by falter�ng:
‘If you l�ked, we m�ght go back to Par�s.’
‘Who was talk�ng of that?’ he shouted. ‘One can never say a word

to you but you at once jump to false conclus�ons.’
S�x weeks afterwards he heard some news that occup�ed h�s m�nd

for a week. H�s fr�end Dubuche was go�ng to marry Mademo�selle
Rég�ne Marga�llan, the daughter of the owner of La R�chaud�ère. It
was an �ntr�cate story, the deta�ls of wh�ch surpr�sed and amused h�m
exceed�ngly. F�rst of all, that cur Dubuche had managed to hook a
medal for a des�gn of a v�lla �n a park, wh�ch he had exh�b�ted; that of
�tself was already suff�c�ently amus�ng, as �t was sa�d that the
draw�ng had been set on �ts legs by h�s master, Dequersonn�ère,
who had qu�etly obta�ned th�s medal for h�m from the jury over wh�ch
he pres�ded. Then the best of �t was that th�s long-awa�ted reward
had dec�ded the marr�age. Ah! �t would be n�ce traff�ck�ng �f medals
were now awarded to settle needy pup�ls �n r�ch fam�l�es! Old
Marga�llan, l�ke all parvenus, had set h�s heart upon hav�ng a son-�n-
law who could help h�m, by br�ng�ng authent�c d�plomas and
fash�onable clothes �nto the bus�ness; and for some t�me past he had
had h�s eyes on that young man, that pup�l of the School of Arts,
whose notes were excellent, who was so persever�ng, and so h�ghly
recommended by h�s masters. The medal aroused h�s enthus�asm;
he at once gave the young fellow h�s daughter and took h�m as a
partner, who would soon �ncrease h�s m�ll�ons now ly�ng �dle, s�nce
he knew all that was needful �n order to bu�ld properly. Bes�des, by



th�s arrangement poor Rég�ne, always low-sp�r�ted and a�l�ng, would
at least have a husband �n perfect health.

‘Well, a man must be fond of money to marry that wretched flayed
k�tten,’ repeated Claude.

And as Chr�st�ne compass�onately took the g�rl’s part, he added:
‘But I am not down upon her. So much the better �f the marr�age

does not f�n�sh her off. She �s certa�nly not to be blamed, �f her father,
the ex-stonemason, had the stup�d amb�t�on to marry a g�rl of the
m�ddle-classes. Her father, you know, has the v�t�ated blood of
generat�ons of drunkards �n h�s ve�ns, and her mother comes of a
stock �n the last stages of degeneracy. Ah! they may co�n money, but
that doesn’t prevent them from be�ng excrescences on the face of
the earth!’

He was grow�ng feroc�ous, and Chr�st�ne had to clasp h�m �n her
arms and k�ss h�m, and laugh, to make h�m once more the good-
natured fellow of earl�er days. Then, hav�ng calmed down, he
professed to understand th�ngs, say�ng that he approved of the
marr�ages of h�s old chums. It was true enough, all three had taken
w�ves unto themselves. How funny l�fe was!

Once more the summer drew to an end; �t was the fourth spent at
Bennecourt. In real�ty they could never be happ�er than now; l�fe was
peaceful and cheap �n the depths of that v�llage. S�nce they had
been there they had never lacked money. Claude’s thousand francs
a year and the proceeds of the few p�ctures he had sold had suff�ced
for the�r wants; they had even put someth�ng by, and had bought
some house l�nen. On the other hand, l�ttle Jacques, by now two
years and a half old, got on adm�rably �n the country. From morn�ng
t�ll n�ght he rolled about the garden, ragged and d�rt-begr�med, but
grow�ng as he l�sted �n robust ruddy health. H�s mother often d�d not
know where to take hold of h�m when she w�shed to wash h�m a b�t.
However, when she saw h�m eat and sleep well she d�d not trouble
much; she reserved her anx�ous affect�on for her b�g ch�ld of an
art�st, whose despondency f�lled her w�th angu�sh. The s�tuat�on grew
worse each day, and although they l�ved on peacefully w�thout any
cause for gr�ef, they, nevertheless, dr�fted to melancholy, to a
d�scomfort that showed �tself �n constant �rr�tat�on.



It was all over w�th the�r f�rst del�ghts of country l�fe. The�r rotten
boat, staved �n, had gone to the bottom of the Se�ne. Bes�des, they
d�d not even th�nk of ava�l�ng themselves of the sk�ff that the
Faucheurs had placed at the�r d�sposal. The r�ver bored them; they
had grown too lazy to row. They repeated the�r exclamat�ons of
former t�mes respect�ng certa�n del�ghtful nooks �n the �slets, but
w�thout ever be�ng tempted to return and gaze upon them. Even the
walks by the r�ver-s�de had lost the�r charm—one was bro�led there
�n summer, and one caught cold there �n w�nter. And as for the
plateau, the vast stretch of land planted w�th apple trees that
overlooked the v�llage, �t became l�ke a d�stant country, someth�ng
too far off for one to be s�lly enough to r�sk one’s legs there. The�r
house also annoyed them—that barracks where they had to take
the�r meals am�d the greasy refuse of the k�tchen, where the�r room
seemed a meet�ng-place for the w�nds from every po�nt of the
compass. As a f�n�sh�ng stroke of bad luck, the apr�cots had fa�led
that year, and the f�nest of the g�ant rose-bushes, wh�ch were very
old, had been sm�tten w�th some canker or other and d�ed. How
sorely t�me and hab�t wore everyth�ng away! How eternal nature
herself seemed to age am�dst that sat�ated wear�ness. But the worst
was that the pa�nter h�mself was gett�ng d�sgusted w�th the country,
no longer f�nd�ng a s�ngle subject to arouse h�s enthus�asm, but
scour�ng the f�elds w�th a mournful tramp, as �f the whole place were
a vo�d, whose l�fe he had exhausted w�thout leav�ng as much as an
overlooked tree, an unforeseen effect of l�ght to �nterest h�m. No, �t
was over, frozen, he should never aga�n be able to pa�nt anyth�ng
worth look�ng at �n that confounded country!

October came w�th �ts ra�n-laden sky. On one of the f�rst wet
even�ngs Claude flew �nto a pass�on because d�nner was not ready.
He turned that goose of a Mél�e out of the house and clouted
Jacques, who got between h�s legs. Whereupon, Chr�st�ne, cry�ng,
k�ssed h�m and sa�d:

‘Let’s go, oh, let us go back to Par�s.’
He d�sengaged h�mself, and cr�ed �n an angry vo�ce: ‘What, aga�n!

Never! do you hear me?’



‘Do �t for my sake,’ she sa�d, warmly. ‘It’s I who ask �t of you, �t’s I
that you’ll please.’

‘Why, are you t�red of be�ng here, then?’
‘Yes, I shall d�e �f we stay here much longer; and, bes�des I want

you to work. I feel qu�te certa�n that your place �s there. It would be a
cr�me for you to bury yourself here any longer.’

‘No, leave me!’
He was qu�ver�ng. On the hor�zon Par�s was call�ng h�m, the Par�s

of w�nter-t�de wh�ch was be�ng l�ghted up once more. He thought he
could hear from where he stood the great efforts that h�s comrades
were mak�ng, and, �n fancy, he returned th�ther �n order that they
m�ght not tr�umph w�thout h�m, �n order that he m�ght become the�r
ch�ef aga�n, s�nce not one of them had strength or pr�de enough to
be such. And am�d th�s halluc�nat�on, am�d the des�re he felt to
hasten to Par�s, he yet pers�sted �n refus�ng to do so, from a sp�r�t of
�nvoluntary contrad�ct�on, wh�ch arose, though he could not account
for �t, from h�s very entra�ls. Was �t the fear w�th wh�ch the bravest
qu�vers, the mute struggle of happ�ness seek�ng to res�st the fatal�ty
of dest�ny?

‘L�sten,’ sa�d Chr�st�ne, exc�tedly. ‘I shall get our boxes ready, and
take you away.’

F�ve days later, after pack�ng and send�ng the�r chattels to the
ra�lway, they started for Par�s.

Claude was already on the road w�th l�ttle Jacques, when Chr�st�ne
fanc�ed that she had forgotten someth�ng. She returned alone to the
house; and f�nd�ng �t qu�te bare and empty, she burst out cry�ng. It
seemed as �f someth�ng were be�ng torn from her, as �f she were
leav�ng someth�ng of herself beh�nd—what, she could not say. How
w�ll�ngly would she have rema�ned! how ardent was her w�sh to l�ve
there always—she who had just �ns�sted on that departure, that
return to the c�ty of pass�on where she scented the presence of a
r�val. However, she cont�nued search�ng for what she lacked, and �n
front of the k�tchen she ended by pluck�ng a rose, a last rose, wh�ch
the cold was turn�ng brown. And then she slowly closed the gate
upon the deserted garden.



VII

WHEN Claude found h�mself once more on the pavement of Par�s
he was se�zed w�th a fever�sh long�ng for hubbub and mot�on, a
des�re to gad about, scour the whole c�ty, and see h�s chums. He
was off the moment he awoke, leav�ng Chr�st�ne to get th�ngs
sh�pshape by herself �n the stud�o wh�ch they had taken �n the Rue
de Doua�, near the Boulevard de Cl�chy. In th�s way, on the second
day of h�s arr�val, he dropped �n at Mahoudeau’s at e�ght o’clock �n
the morn�ng, �n the ch�ll, grey November dawn wh�ch had barely
r�sen.

However, the shop �n the Rue du Cherche-M�d�, wh�ch the sculptor
st�ll occup�ed, was open, and Mahoudeau h�mself, half asleep, w�th a
wh�te face, was sh�ver�ng as he took down the shutters.

Ah! �t’s you. The dev�l! you’ve got �nto early hab�ts �n the country.
So �t’s settled—you are back for good?’

‘Yes; s�nce the day before yesterday.’
‘That’s all r�ght. Then we shall see someth�ng of each other. Come

�n; �t’s sharp th�s morn�ng.’
But Claude felt colder �n the shop than outs�de. He kept the collar

of h�s coat turned up, and plunged h�s hands deep �nto h�s pockets;
sh�ver�ng before the dr�pp�ng mo�sture of the bare walls, the muddy
heaps of clay, and the pools of water sodden�ng the floor. A blast of
poverty had swept �nto the place, empty�ng the shelves of the casts
from the ant�que, and smash�ng stands and buckets, wh�ch were
now held together w�th b�ts of rope. It was an abode of d�rt and
d�sorder, a mason’s cellar go�ng to rack and ru�n. On the w�ndow of
the door, besmeared w�th wh�tewash, there appeared �n mockery, as
�t were, a large beam�ng sun, roughly drawn w�th thumb-strokes, and



ornamented �n the centre w�th a face, the mouth of wh�ch, descr�b�ng
a sem�c�rcle, seemed l�kely to burst w�th laughter.

‘Just wa�t,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, ‘a f�re’s be�ng l�ghted. These
confounded workshops get ch�lly d�rectly, w�th the water from the
cover�ng cloths.’

At that moment, Claude, on turn�ng round, not�ced Chaîne on h�s
knees near the stove, pull�ng the straw from the seat of an old stool
to l�ght the coals w�th. He bade h�m good-morn�ng, but only el�c�ted a
muttered growl, w�thout succeed�ng �n mak�ng h�m look up.

‘And what are you do�ng just now, old man?’ he asked the sculptor.
‘Oh! noth�ng of much account. It’s been a bad year—worse than

the last one, wh�ch wasn’t worth a rap. There’s a cr�s�s �n the church-
statue bus�ness. Yes, the market for holy wares �s bad, and, dash �t,
I’ve had to t�ghten my belt! Look, �n the meanwh�le, I’m reduced to
th�s.’

He thereupon took the l�nen wraps off a bust, show�ng a long face
st�ll further elongated by wh�skers, a face full of conce�t and �nf�n�te
�mbec�l�ty.

‘It’s an advocate who l�ves near by. Doesn’t he look repugnant,
eh? And the way he worr�es me about be�ng very careful w�th h�s
mouth. However, a fellow must eat, mustn’t he?’

He certa�nly had an �dea for the Salon; an upr�ght f�gure, a g�rl
about to bathe, d�pp�ng her foot �n the water, and sh�ver�ng at �ts
freshness w�th that sl�ght sh�ver that renders a woman so adorable.
He showed Claude a l�ttle model of �t, wh�ch was already crack�ng,
and the pa�nter looked at �t �n s�lence, surpr�sed and d�spleased at
certa�n concess�ons he not�ced �n �t: a sprout�ng of prett�ness from
beneath a pers�stent exaggerat�on of form, a natural des�re to
please, blended w�th a l�nger�ng tendency to the colossal. However,
Mahoudeau began lament�ng; an upr�ght f�gure was no end of a job.
He would want �ron braces that cost money, and a modell�ng frame,
wh�ch he had not got; �n fact, a lot of appl�ances. So he would, no
doubt, dec�de to model the f�gure �n a recumbent att�tude bes�de the
water.

‘Well, what do you say—what do you th�nk of �t?’ he asked.



‘Not bad,’ answered the pa�nter at last. ‘A l�ttle b�t sent�mental, �n
sp�te of the strapp�ng l�mbs; but �t’ll all depend upon the execut�on.
And put her upr�ght, old man; upr�ght, for there would be noth�ng �n �t
otherw�se.’

The stove was roar�ng, and Chaîne, st�ll mute, rose up. He
prowled about for a m�nute, entered the dark back shop, where stood
the bed that he shared w�th Mahoudeau, and then reappeared, h�s
hat on h�s head, but more s�lent, �t seemed, than ever. W�th h�s
awkward peasant f�ngers he le�surely took up a st�ck of charcoal and
then wrote on the wall: ‘I am go�ng to buy some tobacco; put some
more coals �n the stove.’ And forthw�th he went out.

Claude, who had watched h�m wr�t�ng, turned to the other �n
amazement.

‘What’s up?’
‘We no longer speak to one another; we wr�te,’ sa�d the sculptor,

qu�etly.
‘S�nce when?’
‘S�nce three months ago.’
‘And you sleep together?’
‘Yes.’
Claude burst out laugh�ng. Ah! dash �t all! they must have hard

nuts. But what was the reason of th�s fall�ng-out? Then Mahoudeau
vented h�s rage aga�nst that brute of a Chaîne! Hadn’t he, one n�ght
on com�ng home unexpectedly, found h�m treat�ng Math�lde, the
herbal�st woman, to a pot of jam? No, he would never forg�ve h�m for
treat�ng h�mself �n that d�rty fash�on to del�cac�es on the sly, wh�le he,
Mahoudeau, was half starv�ng, and eat�ng dry bread. The deuce! one
ought to share and share al�ke.

And the grudge had now lasted for nearly three months w�thout a
break, w�thout an explanat�on. They had arranged the�r l�ves
accord�ngly; they had reduced the�r str�ctly necessary �ntercourse to
a ser�es of short phrases charcoaled on the walls. As for the rest,
they l�ved as before, shar�ng the same bed �n the back shop. After
all, there was no need for so much talk �n l�fe, people managed to
understand one another all the same.



Wh�le f�ll�ng the stove, Mahoudeau cont�nued to rel�eve h�s m�nd.
‘Well, you may bel�eve me �f you l�ke, but when a fellow’s almost

starv�ng �t �sn’t d�sagreeable to keep qu�et. Yes, one gets numb
am�dst s�lence; �t’s l�ke an �ns�de coat�ng that st�lls the gnaw�ng of the
stomach a b�t. Ah, that Chaîne! You haven’t a not�on of h�s peasant
nature. When he had spent h�s last copper w�thout earn�ng the
fortune he expected by pa�nt�ng, he went �nto trade, a petty trade,
wh�ch was to enable h�m to f�n�sh h�s stud�es. Isn’t the fellow a sharp
‘un, eh? And just l�sten to h�s plan. He had some ol�ve o�l sent to h�m
from Sa�nt-F�rm�n, h�s v�llage, and then he tramped the streets and
found a market for the o�l among well-to-do fam�l�es from Provence
l�v�ng �n Par�s. Unfortunately, �t d�d not last. He �s such a clod-hopper
that they showed h�m the door on all s�des. And as there was a jar of
o�l left wh�ch nobody would buy, well, old man, we l�ve upon �t. Yes,
on the days when we happen to have some bread we d�p our bread
�nto �t.’

Thereupon he po�nted to the jar stand�ng �n a corner of the shop.
Some of the o�l hav�ng been sp�lt, the wall and the floor were
darkened by large greasy sta�ns.

Claude left off laugh�ng. Ah! m�sery, how d�scourag�ng �t was! how
could he show h�mself hard on those whom �t crushed? He walked
about the stud�o, no longer vexed at f�nd�ng models weakened by
concess�ons to m�ddle-class taste; he even felt tolerant w�th regard
to that h�deous bust. But, all at once, he came across a copy that
Chaîne had made at the Louvre, a Mantegna, wh�ch was
marvellously exact �n �ts dryness.

‘Oh, the brute,’ he muttered, ‘�t’s almost the or�g�nal; he’s never
done anyth�ng better than that. Perhaps h�s only fault �s that he was
born four centur�es too late.’

Then, as the heat became too great, he took off h�s over-coat,
add�ng:

‘He’s a long wh�le fetch�ng h�s tobacco.’
‘Oh! h�s tobacco! I know what that means,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, who

had set to work at h�s bust, f�n�sh�ng the wh�skers; ‘he has s�mply
gone next door.’



‘Oh! so you st�ll see the herbal�st?’
‘Yes, she comes �n and out.’
He spoke of Math�lde and Chaîne w�thout the least show of anger,

s�mply say�ng that he thought the woman crazy. S�nce l�ttle
Jabou�lle’s death she had become devout aga�n, though th�s d�d not
prevent her from scandal�s�ng the ne�ghbourhood. Her bus�ness was
go�ng to wreck, and bankruptcy seemed �mpend�ng. One n�ght, the
gas company hav�ng cut off the gas �n default of payment, she had
come to borrow some of the�r ol�ve o�l, wh�ch, after all, would not
burn �n the lamps. In short, �t was qu�te a d�saster; that myster�ous
shop, w�th �ts fleet�ng shadows of pr�ests’ gowns, �ts d�screet
confess�onal-l�ke wh�spers, and �ts odour of sacr�sty �ncense, was
gl�d�ng to the abandonment of ru�n. And the wretchedness had
reached such a po�nt that the dr�ed herbs suspended from the ce�l�ng
swarmed w�th sp�ders, wh�le defunct leeches, wh�ch had already
turned green, floated on the tops of the glass jars.

‘Hallo, here he comes!’ resumed the sculptor. ‘You’ll see her arr�ve
at h�s heels.’

In fact, Chaîne came �n. He made a great show of draw�ng a screw
of tobacco from h�s pocket, then f�lled h�s p�pe, and began to smoke
�n front of the stove, rema�n�ng obst�nately s�lent, as �f there were
nobody present. And �mmed�ately afterwards Math�lde made her
appearance l�ke a ne�ghbour who comes �n to say ‘Good morn�ng.’
Claude thought that she had grown st�ll th�nner, but her eyes were all
af�re, and her mouth was seem�ngly enlarged by the loss of two more
teeth. The smell of aromat�c herbs wh�ch she always carr�ed �n her
uncombed ha�r seemed to have become ranc�d. There was no longer
the sweetness of camom�le, the freshness of an�seed; she f�lled the
place w�th a horr�d odour of pepperm�nt that seemed to be her very
breath.

‘Already at work!’ she excla�med. ‘Good morn�ng.’ And, w�thout
m�nd�ng Claude, she k�ssed Mahoudeau. Then, after go�ng to shake
hands w�th the pa�nter �n her brazen way, she cont�nued:

‘What do you th�nk? I’ve found a box of mallow root, and we w�ll
treat ourselves to �t for breakfast. Isn’t that n�ce of me now! We’ll
share.’



‘Thanks,’ sa�d the sculptor, ‘�t makes my mouth st�cky. I prefer to
smoke a p�pe.’

And, see�ng that Claude was putt�ng on h�s overcoat aga�n, he
asked: ‘Are you go�ng?’

‘Yes. I want to get the rust off, and breathe the a�r of Par�s a b�t.’
All the same, he stopped for another few m�nutes watch�ng Chaîne

and Math�lde, who stuffed themselves w�th mallow root, each tak�ng
a p�ece by turns. And though he had been warned, he was aga�n
amazed when he saw Mahoudeau take up the st�ck of charcoal and
wr�te on the wall: ‘G�ve me the tobacco you have shoved �nto your
pocket.’

W�thout a word, Chaîne took out the screw and handed �t to the
sculptor, who f�lled h�s p�pe.

‘Well, I’ll see you aga�n soon,’ sa�d Claude.
‘Yes, soon—at any rate, next Thursday, at Sandoz’s.’
Outs�de, Claude gave an exclamat�on of surpr�se on jostl�ng a

gentleman, who stood �n front of the herbal�st’s peer�ng �nto the
shop.

‘What, Jory! What are you do�ng there?’
Jory’s b�g p�nk nose gave a sn�ff.
‘I? Noth�ng. I was pass�ng and looked �n,’ sa�d he �n d�smay.
Then he dec�ded to laugh, and, as �f there were any one to

overhear h�m, lowered h�s vo�ce to ask:
‘She �s next door w�th our fr�ends, �sn’t she? All r�ght; let’s be off,

qu�ck!’
And he took the pa�nter w�th h�m, tell�ng h�m all manner of strange

stor�es of that creature Math�lde.
‘But you used to say that she was fr�ghtful,’ sa�d Claude, laugh�ng.
Jory made a careless gesture. Fr�ghtful? No, he had not gone as

far as that. Bes�des, there m�ght be someth�ng attract�ve about a
woman even though she had a pla�n face. Then he expressed h�s
surpr�se at see�ng Claude �n Par�s, and, when he had been fully
posted, and learned that the pa�nter meant to rema�n there for good,
he all at once excla�med:



‘L�sten, I am go�ng to take you w�th me. You must come to lunch
w�th me at Irma’s.’

The pa�nter, taken aback, refused energet�cally, and gave as a
reason that he wasn’t even wear�ng a frock-coat.

‘What does that matter? On the contrary, �t makes �t more droll.
She’ll be del�ghted. I bel�eve she has a secret part�al�ty for you. She
�s always talk�ng about you to us. Come, don’t be a fool. I tell you
she expects me th�s morn�ng, and we shall be rece�ved l�ke pr�nces.’

He d�d not relax h�s hold on Claude’s arm, and they both cont�nued
the�r way towards the Madele�ne, talk�ng all the wh�le. As a rule, Jory
kept s�lent about h�s many love adventures, just as a drunkard keeps
s�lent about h�s potat�ons. But that morn�ng he br�mmed over w�th
revelat�ons, chaffed h�mself and owned to all sorts of scandalous
th�ngs. After all he was del�ghted w�th ex�stence, h�s affa�rs went
apace. H�s m�serly father had certa�nly cut off the suppl�es once
more, curs�ng h�m for obst�nately pursu�ng a scandalous career, but
he d�d not care a rap for that now; he earned between seven and
e�ght thousand francs a year by journal�sm, �n wh�ch he was mak�ng
h�s way as a goss�py leader wr�ter and art cr�t�c. The no�sy days of
‘The Drummer,’ the art�cles at a lou�s ap�ece, had been left far
beh�nd. He was gett�ng steady, wrote for two w�dely c�rculated
papers, and although, �n h�s �nmost heart he rema�ned a scept�cal
voluptuary, a worsh�pper of success at any pr�ce, he was acqu�r�ng
�mportance, and readers began to look upon h�s op�n�ons as f�ats.
Swayed by hered�tary meanness, he already �nvested money every
month �n petty speculat�ons, wh�ch were only known to h�mself, for
never had h�s v�ces cost h�m less than nowadays.

As he and Claude reached the Rue de Moscou, he told the pa�nter
that �t was there that Irma Bécot now l�ved. ‘Oh! she �s roll�ng �n
wealth,’ sa�d he, ‘pay�ng twenty thousand francs a year rent and
talk�ng of bu�ld�ng a house wh�ch would cost half a m�ll�on.’ Then
suddenly pull�ng up he excla�med: ‘Come, here we are! In w�th you,
qu�ck!’

But Claude st�ll objected. H�s w�fe was wa�t�ng for h�m to lunch; he
really couldn’t. And Jory was obl�ged to r�ng the bell, and then push
h�m �ns�de the hall, repeat�ng that h�s excuse would not do; for they



would send the valet to the Rue de Doua� to tell h�s w�fe. A door
opened and they found themselves face to face w�th Irma Bécot,
who uttered a cry of surpr�se as soon as she perce�ved the pa�nter.

‘What! �s �t you, savage?’ she sa�d.
She made h�m feel at home at once by treat�ng h�m l�ke an old

chum, and, �n fact, he saw well enough that she d�d not even not�ce
h�s old clothes. He h�mself was aston�shed, for he barely recogn�sed
her. In the course of four years she had become a d�fferent be�ng;
her head was ‘made up’ w�th all an actress’s sk�ll, her brow h�dden
beneath a mass of curly ha�r, and her face elongated, by a sheer
effort of w�ll, no doubt. And from a pale blonde she had become
flar�ngly carrotty; so that a T�t�anesque creature seemed to have
sprung from the l�ttle urch�n-l�ke g�rl of former days. Her house, w�th
all �ts show of luxury, st�ll had �ts bald spots. What struck the pa�nter
were some good p�ctures on the walls, a Courbet, and, above all, an
unf�n�shed study by Delacro�x. So th�s w�ld, w�lful creature was not
altogether a fool, although there was a fr�ghtful cat �n coloured b�scu�t
stand�ng on a console �n the draw�ng-room.

When Jory spoke of send�ng the valet to h�s fr�end’s place, she
excla�med �n great surpr�se:

‘What! you are marr�ed?’
‘Why, yes,’ sa�d Claude, s�mply.
She glanced at Jory, who sm�led; then she understood, and

added:
‘Ah! But why d�d people tell me that you were a woman-hater? I’m

awfully vexed, you know. I fr�ghtened you, don’t you remember, eh?
You st�ll th�nk me very ugly, don’t you? Well, well, we’ll talk about �t all
some other day.’

It was the coachman who went to the Rue de Doua� w�th a note
from Claude, for the valet had opened the door of the d�n�ng-room, to
announce that lunch was served. The repast, a very del�cate one,
was partaken of �n all propr�ety, under the �cy stare of the servant.
They talked about the great bu�ld�ng works that were revolut�on�s�ng
Par�s; and then d�scussed the pr�ce of land, l�ke m�ddle-class people
w�th money to �nvest. But at dessert, when they were all three alone



w�th the coffee and l�queurs, wh�ch they had dec�ded upon tak�ng
there, w�thout leav�ng the table, they gradually became an�mated,
and dropped �nto the�r old fam�l�ar ways, as �f they had met each
other at the Café Baudequ�n.

‘Ah, my lads,’ sa�d Irma, ‘th�s �s the only real enjoyment, to be jolly
together and to snap one’s f�ngers at other people.’

She was tw�st�ng c�garettes; she had just placed the bottle of
chartreuse near her, and had begun to empty �t, look�ng the wh�le
very flushed, and laps�ng once more to her low street drollery.

‘So,’ cont�nued Jory, who was apolog�s�ng for not hav�ng sent her
that morn�ng a book she wanted, ‘I was go�ng to buy �t last n�ght at
about ten o’clock, when I met Fagerolles—’

‘You are tell�ng a l�e,’ sa�d she, �nterrupt�ng h�m �n a clear vo�ce.
And to cut short h�s protestat�ons—‘Fagerolles was here,’ she added,
‘so you see that you are tell�ng a l�e.’

Then, turn�ng to Claude, ‘No, �t’s too d�sgust�ng. You can’t
conce�ve what a l�ar he �s. He tells l�es l�ke a woman, for the pleasure
of �t, for the merest tr�fle. Now, the whole of h�s story amounts s�mply
to th�s: that he d�dn’t want to spend three francs to buy me that book.
Each t�me he was to have sent me a bouquet, he had dropped �t
under the wheels of a carr�age, or there were no flowers to be had �n
all Par�s. Ah! there’s a fellow who only cares for h�mself, and no
m�stake.’

Jory, w�thout gett�ng �n the least angry, t�lted back h�s cha�r and
sucked h�s c�gar, merely say�ng w�th a sneer:

‘Oh! �f you see Fagerolles now—’
‘Well, what of �t?’ she cr�ed, becom�ng fur�ous. ‘It’s no bus�ness of

yours. I snap my f�ngers at your Fagerolles, do you hear? He knows
very well that people don’t quarrel w�th me. We know each other; we
sprouted �n the same crack between the pav�ng-stones. Look here,
whenever I l�ke, I have only to hold up my f�nger, and your Fagerolles
w�ll be there on the floor, l�ck�ng my feet.’

She was grow�ng an�mated, and Jory thought �t prudent to beat a
retreat.

‘My Fagerolles,’ he muttered; ‘my Fagerolles.’



‘Yes, your Fagerolles. Do you th�nk that I don’t see through you
both? He �s always patt�ng you on the back, as he hopes to get
art�cles out of you, and you affect generos�ty and calculate the
advantage you’ll der�ve �f you wr�te up an art�st l�ked by the publ�c.’

Th�s t�me Jory stuttered, feel�ng very much annoyed on account of
Claude be�ng there. He d�d not attempt to defend h�mself, however,
preferr�ng to turn the quarrel �nto a joke. Wasn’t she amus�ng, eh?
when she blazed up l�ke that, w�th her lustrous w�cked eyes, and her
tw�tch�ng mouth, eager to �ndulge �n v�tuperat�on?

‘But remember, my dear, th�s sort of th�ng cracks your T�t�anesque
“make-up,”’ he added.

She began to laugh, moll�f�ed at once.
Claude, bask�ng �n phys�cal comfort, kept on s�pp�ng small glasses

of cognac one after another, w�thout not�c�ng �t. Dur�ng the two hours
they had been there a k�nd of �ntox�cat�on had stolen over them, the
halluc�natory �ntox�cat�on produced by l�queurs and tobacco smoke.
They changed the conversat�on; the h�gh pr�ces that p�ctures were
fetch�ng came �nto quest�on. Irma, who no longer spoke, kept a b�t of
ext�ngu�shed c�garette between her l�ps, and f�xed her eyes on the
pa�nter. At last she abruptly began to quest�on h�m about h�s w�fe.

Her quest�ons d�d not appear to surpr�se h�m; h�s �deas were go�ng
astray: ‘She had just come from the prov�nces,’ he sa�d. ‘She was �n
a s�tuat�on w�th a lady, and was a very good and honest g�rl.’

‘Pretty?’
‘Why, yes, pretty.’
For a moment Irma relapsed �nto her rever�e, then she sa�d,

sm�l�ng: ‘Dash �t all! How lucky you are!’
Then she shook herself, and excla�med, r�s�ng from the table:

‘Nearly three o’clock! Ah! my ch�ldren, I must turn you out of the
house. Yes, I have an appo�ntment w�th an arch�tect; I am go�ng to
see some ground near the Parc Monceau, you know, �n the new
quarter wh�ch �s be�ng bu�lt. I have scented a stroke of bus�ness �n
that d�rect�on.’

They had returned to the draw�ng-room. She stopped before a
look�ng-glass, annoyed at see�ng herself so flushed.



‘It’s about that house, �sn’t �t?’ asked Jory. ‘You have found the
money, then?’

She brought her ha�r down over her brow aga�n, then w�th her
hands seemed to efface the flush on her cheeks; elongated the oval
of her face, and rearranged her tawny head, wh�ch had all the charm
of a work of art; and f�nally, turn�ng round, she merely threw Jory
these words by way of reply: Look! there’s my T�t�anesque effect
back aga�n.’

She was already, am�dst the�r laughter, edg�ng them towards the
hall, where once more, w�thout speak�ng, she took Claude’s hands �n
her own, her glance yet aga�n d�v�ng �nto the depths of h�s eyes.
When he reached the street he felt uncomfortable. The cold a�r
d�ss�pated h�s �ntox�cat�on; he remorsefully reproached h�mself for
hav�ng spoken of Chr�st�ne �n that house, and swore to h�mself that
he would never set foot there aga�n.

Indeed, a k�nd of shame deterred Claude from go�ng home, and
when h�s compan�on, exc�ted by the luncheon and feel�ng �ncl�ned to
loaf about, spoke of go�ng to shake hands w�th Bongrand, he was
del�ghted w�th the �dea, and both made the�r way to the Boulevard de
Cl�chy.

For the last twenty years Bongrand had there occup�ed a very
large stud�o, �n wh�ch he had �n no w�se sacr�f�ced to the tastes of the
day, to that magn�f�cence of hang�ngs and n�ck-nacks w�th wh�ch
young pa�nters were then beg�nn�ng to surround themselves. It was
the bare, grey�sh stud�o of the old style, exclus�vely ornamented w�th
sketches by the master, wh�ch hung there unframed, and �n close
array l�ke the vot�ve offer�ngs �n a chapel. The only tokens of
elegance cons�sted of a cheval glass, of the F�rst Emp�re style, a
large Norman wardrobe, and two arm-cha�rs upholstered �n Utrecht
velvet, and threadbare w�th usage. In one corner, too, a bearsk�n
wh�ch had lost nearly all �ts ha�r covered a large couch. However, the
art�st had reta�ned s�nce h�s youthful days, wh�ch had been spent �n
the camp of the Romant�c�sts, the hab�t of wear�ng a spec�al
costume, and �t was �n flow�ng trousers, �n a dress�ng-gown secured
at the wa�st by a s�lken cord, and w�th h�s head covered w�th a
pr�est’s skull-cap, that he rece�ved h�s v�s�tors.



He came to open the door h�mself, hold�ng h�s palette and
brushes.

‘So here you are! It was a good �dea of yours to come! I was
th�nk�ng about you, my dear fellow. Yes, I don’t know who �t was that
told me of your return, but I sa�d to myself that �t wouldn’t be long
before I saw you.’

The hand that he had free grasped Claude’s �n a burst of s�ncere
affect�on. He then shook Jory’s, add�ng:

‘And you, young pont�ff; I read your last art�cle, and thank you for
your k�nd ment�on of myself. Come �n, come �n, both of you! You
don’t d�sturb me; I’m tak�ng advantage of the dayl�ght to the very last
m�nute, for there’s hardly t�me to do anyth�ng �n th�s confounded
month of November.’

He had resumed h�s work, stand�ng before h�s easel, on wh�ch
there was a small canvas, wh�ch showed two women, mother and
daughter, s�tt�ng sew�ng �n the embrasure of a sunl�t w�ndow. The
young fellows stood look�ng beh�nd h�m.

‘Exqu�s�te,’ murmured Claude, at last.
Bongrand shrugged h�s shoulders w�thout turn�ng round.
‘Pooh! A mere noth�ng at all. A fellow must occupy h�s t�me, eh? I

d�d th�s from l�fe at a fr�end’s house, and I am clean�ng �t a b�t.’
‘But �t’s perfect—�t �s a l�ttle gem of truth and l�ght,’ repl�ed Claude,

warm�ng up. ‘And do you know, what overcomes me �s �ts s�mpl�c�ty,
�ts very s�mpl�c�ty.’

On hear�ng th�s the pa�nter stepped back and bl�nked h�s eyes,
look�ng very much surpr�sed.

‘You th�nk so? It really pleases you? Well, when you came �n I was
just th�nk�ng �t was a foul b�t of work. I g�ve you my word, I was �n the
dumps, and felt conv�nced that I hadn’t a scrap of talent left.’

H�s hands shook, h�s stalwart frame trembled as w�th the agony of
trava�l. He r�d h�mself of h�s palette, and came back towards them,
h�s arms saw�ng the a�r, as �t were; and th�s art�st, who had grown old
am�dst success, who was assured of rank�ng �n the French School,
cr�ed to them:



‘It surpr�ses you, eh? but there are days when I ask myself
whether I shall be able to draw a nose correctly. Yes, w�th every one
of my p�ctures I st�ll feel the emot�on of a beg�nner; my heart beats,
angu�sh parches my mouth—�n fact, I funk abom�nably. Ah! you
youngsters, you th�nk you know what funk means; but you haven’t as
much as a not�on of �t, for �f you fa�l w�th one work, you get qu�ts by
try�ng to do someth�ng better. Nobody �s down upon you; whereas
we, the veterans, who have g�ven our measure, who are obl�ged to
keep up to the level prev�ously atta�ned, �f not to surpass �t, we
mustn’t weaken under penalty of roll�ng down �nto the common
grave. And so, Mr. Celebr�ty, Mr. Great Art�st, wear out your bra�ns,
consume yourself �n str�v�ng to cl�mb h�gher, st�ll h�gher, ever h�gher,
and �f you happen to k�ck your heels on the summ�t, th�nk yourself
lucky! Wear your heels out �n k�ck�ng them up as long as poss�ble,
and �f you feel that you are decl�n�ng, why, make an end of yourself
by roll�ng down am�d the death rattle of your talent, wh�ch �s no
longer su�ted to the per�od; roll down forgetful of such of your works
as are dest�ned to �mmortal�ty, and �n despa�r at your powerless
efforts to create st�ll further!’

H�s full vo�ce had r�sen to a f�nal outburst l�ke thunder, and h�s
broad flushed face wore an express�on of angu�sh. He strode about,
and cont�nued, as �f carr�ed away, �n sp�te of h�mself, by a v�olent
wh�rlw�nd:

‘I have told you a score of t�mes that one was for ever beg�nn�ng
one’s career afresh, that joy d�d not cons�st �n hav�ng reached the
summ�t, but �n the cl�mb�ng, �n the ga�ety of scal�ng the he�ghts. Only,
you don’t understand, you cannot understand; a man must have
passed through �t. Just remember! You hope for everyth�ng, you
dream of everyth�ng; �t �s the hour of boundless �llus�ons, and your
legs are so strong that the most fat�gu�ng roads seem short; you are
consumed w�th such an appet�te for glory, that the f�rst petty
successes f�ll your mouth w�th a del�c�ous taste. What a feast �t w�ll
be when you are able to grat�fy amb�t�on to sat�ety! You have nearly
reached that po�nt, and you look r�ght cheerfully on your scratches!
Well, the th�ng �s accompl�shed; the summ�t has been ga�ned; �t �s
now a quest�on of rema�n�ng there. Then a l�fe of abom�nat�on
beg�ns; you have exhausted �ntox�cat�on, and you have d�scovered



that �t does not last long enough, that �t �s not worth the struggle �t
has cost, and that the dregs of the cup taste b�tter. There �s noth�ng
left to be learnt, no new sensat�on to be felt; pr�de has had �ts
allowance of fame; you know that you have produced your greatest
works; and you are surpr�sed that they d�d not br�ng keener
enjoyment w�th them. From that moment the hor�zon becomes vo�d;
no fresh hope �nflames you; there �s noth�ng left but to d�e. And yet
you st�ll cl�ng on, you won’t adm�t that �t’s all up w�th you, you
obst�nately pers�st �n try�ng to produce—just as old men cl�ng to love
w�th pa�nful, �gnoble efforts. Ah! a man ought to have the courage
and the pr�de to strangle h�mself before h�s last masterp�ece!’

Wh�le he spoke he seemed to have �ncreased �n stature, reach�ng
to the elevated ce�l�ng of the stud�o, and shaken by such keen
emot�on that the tears started to h�s eyes. And he dropped �nto a
cha�r before h�s p�cture, ask�ng w�th the anx�ous look of a beg�nner
who has need of encouragement:

‘Then th�s really seems to you all r�ght? I myself no longer dare to
bel�eve anyth�ng. My unhapp�ness spr�ngs from the possess�on of
both too much and not enough cr�t�cal acumen. The moment I beg�n
a sketch I exalt �t, then, �f �t’s not successful, I torture myself. It would
be better not to know anyth�ng at all about �t, l�ke that brute
Chambouvard, or else to see very clearly �nto the bus�ness and then
g�ve up pa�nt�ng.... Really now, you l�ke th�s l�ttle canvas?’

Claude and Jory rema�ned mot�onless, aston�shed and
embarrassed by those tokens of the �ntense angu�sh of art �n �ts
trava�l. Had they come at a moment of cr�s�s, that th�s master thus
groaned w�th pa�n, and consulted them l�ke comrades? The worst
was that they had been unable to d�sgu�se some hes�tat�on when
they found themselves under the gaze of the ardent, d�lated eyes
w�th wh�ch he �mplored them—eyes �n wh�ch one could read the
h�dden fear of decl�ne. They knew current rumours well enough; they
agreed w�th the op�n�on that s�nce h�s ‘V�llage Wedd�ng’ the pa�nter
had produced noth�ng equal to that famous p�cture. Indeed, after
ma�nta�n�ng someth�ng of that standard of excellence �n a few works,
he was now gl�d�ng �nto a more sc�ent�f�c, dr�er manner. Br�ghtness of
colour was van�sh�ng; each work seemed to show a decl�ne.



However, these were th�ngs not to be sa�d; so Claude, when he had
recovered h�s composure, excla�med:

‘You never pa�nted anyth�ng so powerful!’
Bongrand looked at h�m aga�n, stra�ght �n the eyes. Then he

turned to h�s work, �n wh�ch he became absorbed, mak�ng a
movement w�th h�s herculean arms, as �f he were break�ng every
bone of them to l�ft that l�ttle canvas wh�ch was so very l�ght. And he
muttered to h�mself: ‘Confound �t! how heavy �t �s! Never m�nd, I’ll d�e
at �t rather than show a fall�ng-off.’

He took up h�s palette and grew calm at the f�rst stroke of the
brush, wh�le bend�ng h�s manly shoulders and broad neck, about
wh�ch one not�ced traces of peasant bu�ld rema�n�ng am�d the
bourgeo�s ref�nement contr�buted by the cross�ng of classes of wh�ch
he was the outcome.

S�lence had ensued, but Jory, h�s eyes st�ll f�xed on the p�cture,
asked:

‘Is �t sold?’
Bongrand repl�ed le�surely, l�ke the art�st who works when he l�kes

w�thout care of prof�t:
‘No; I feel paralysed when I’ve a dealer at my back.’ And, w�thout

paus�ng �n h�s work, he went on talk�ng, grow�ng wagg�sh.
‘Ah! people are beg�nn�ng to make a trade of pa�nt�ng now. Really

and truly I have never seen such a th�ng before, old as I am gett�ng.
For �nstance, you, Mr. Am�able Journal�st, what a quant�ty of flowers
you fl�ng to the young ones �n that art�cle �n wh�ch you ment�oned
me! There were two or three youngsters spoken of who were s�mply
gen�uses, noth�ng less.’

Jory burst out laugh�ng.
‘Well, when a fellow has a paper, he must make use of �t. Bes�des,

the publ�c l�kes to have great men d�scovered for �t.’
‘No doubt, publ�c stup�d�ty �s boundless, and I am qu�te w�ll�ng that

you should trade on �t. Only I remember the f�rst starts that we old
fellows had. Dash �t! We were not spo�led l�ke that, I can tell you. We
had ten years’ labour and struggle before us ere we could �mpose on
people a p�cture the s�ze of your hand; whereas nowadays the f�rst



hobbledehoy who can st�ck a f�gure on �ts legs makes all the
trumpets of publ�c�ty blare. And what k�nd of publ�c�ty �s �t? A
hullabaloo from one end of France to the other, sudden reputat�ons
that shoot up of a n�ght, and burst upon one l�ke thunderbolts, am�d
the gap�ng of the throng. And I say noth�ng of the works themselves,
those works announced w�th salvoes of art�llery, awa�ted am�d a
del�r�um of �mpat�ence, madden�ng Par�s for a week, and then fall�ng
�nto everlast�ng obl�v�on!’

‘Th�s �s an �nd�ctment aga�nst journal�sm,’ sa�d Jory, who had
stretched h�mself on the couch and l�ghted another c�gar. ‘There �s a
great deal to be sa�d for and aga�nst �t, but dev�l a b�t, a man must
keep pace w�th the t�mes.’

Bongrand shook h�s head, and then started off aga�n, am�d a
tremendous burst of m�rth:

‘No! no! one can no longer throw off the merest daub w�thout be�ng
ha�led as a young “master.” Well, �f you only knew how your young
masters amuse me!’

But as �f these words had led to some other �deas, he cooled
down, and turned towards Claude to ask th�s quest�on: ‘By the way,
have you seen Fagerolles’ p�cture?’

‘Yes,’ sa�d the young fellow, qu�etly.
They both rema�ned look�ng at each other: a restless sm�le had

r�sen to the�r l�ps, and Bongrand eventually added:
‘There’s a fellow who p�llages you r�ght and left.’
Jory, becom�ng embarrassed, had lowered h�s eyes, ask�ng

h�mself whether he should defend Fagerolles. He, no doubt,
concluded that �t would be prof�table to do so, for he began to pra�se
the p�cture of the actress �n her dress�ng-room, an engrav�ng of
wh�ch was then attract�ng a great deal of not�ce �n the pr�nt-shops.
Was not the subject a really modern one? Was �t not well pa�nted, �n
the br�ght clear tone of the new school? A l�ttle more v�gour m�ght,
perhaps, have been des�rable; but every one ought to be left to h�s
own temperament. And bes�des, ref�nement and charm were not so
common by any means, nowadays.



Bend�ng over h�s canvas, Bongrand, who, as a rule, had noth�ng
but paternal pra�se for the young ones, shook and made a v�s�ble
effort to avo�d an outburst. The explos�on took place, however, �n
sp�te of h�mself.

‘Just shut up, eh? about your Fagerolles! Do you th�nk us greater
fools than we really are? There! you see the great pa�nter here
present. Yes; I mean the young gentleman �n front of you. Well, the
whole tr�ck cons�sts �n p�lfer�ng h�s or�g�nal�ty, and d�sh�ng �t up w�th
the w�shy-washy sauce of the School of Arts! Qu�te so! you select a
modern subject, and you pa�nt �n the clear br�ght style, only you
adhere to correctly commonplace draw�ng, to all the hab�tual
pleas�ng style of compos�t�on—�n short, to the formula wh�ch �s
taught over yonder for the pleasure of the m�ddle-classes. And you
souse all that w�th deftness, that execrable deftness of the f�ngers
wh�ch would just as well carve cocoanuts, the flow�ng, pleasant
deftness that begets success, and wh�ch ought to be pun�shed w�th
penal serv�tude, do you hear?’

He brand�shed h�s palette and brushes aloft, �n h�s clenched f�sts.
‘You are severe,’ sa�d Claude, feel�ng embarrassed. ‘Fagerolles

shows del�cacy �n h�s work.’
‘I have been told,’ muttered Jory, m�ldly, ‘that he has just s�gned a

very prof�table agreement w�th Naudet.’
That name, thrown haphazard �nto the conversat�on, had the effect

of once more sooth�ng Bongrand, who repeated, shrugg�ng h�s
shoulders:

‘Ah! Naudet—ah! Naudet.’
And he greatly amused the young fellows by tell�ng them about

Naudet, w�th whom he was well acqua�nted. He was a dealer, who,
for some few years, had been revolut�on�s�ng the p�cture trade. There
was noth�ng of the old fash�on about h�s style—the greasy coat and
keen taste of Papa Malgras, the watch�ng for the p�ctures of
beg�nners, bought at ten francs, to be resold at f�fteen, all the l�ttle
humdrum comedy of the conno�sseur, turn�ng up h�s nose at a
coveted canvas �n order to deprec�ate �t, worsh�pp�ng pa�nt�ng �n h�s
�nmost heart, and earn�ng a meagre l�v�ng by qu�ckly and prudently
turn�ng over h�s petty cap�tal. No, no; the famous Naudet had the



appearance of a nobleman, w�th a fancy-pattern jacket, a d�amond
p�n �n h�s scarf, and patent-leather boots; he was well pomaded and
brushed, and l�ved �n f�ne style, w�th a l�very-stable carr�age by the
month, a stall at the opera, and h�s part�cular table at B�gnon’s. And
he showed h�mself wherever �t was the correct th�ng to be seen. For
the rest, he was a speculator, a Stock Exchange gambler, not car�ng
one s�ngle rap about art. But he unfa�l�ngly scented success, he
guessed what art�st ought to be properly started, not the one who
seemed l�kely to develop the gen�us of a great pa�nter, furn�sh�ng
food for d�scuss�on, but the one whose decept�ve talent, set off by a
pretended d�splay of audac�ty, would command a prem�um �n the
market. And that was the way �n wh�ch he revolut�on�sed that market,
g�v�ng the amateur of taste the cold shoulder, and only treat�ng w�th
the moneyed amateur, who knew noth�ng about art, but who bought
a p�cture as he m�ght buy a share at the Stock Exchange, e�ther from
van�ty or w�th the hope that �t would r�se �n value.

At th�s stage of the conversat�on Bongrand, very jocular by nature,
and w�th a good deal of the mummer about h�m, began to enact the
scene. Enter Naudet �n Fagerolles’ stud�o.

‘“You’ve real gen�us, my dear fellow. Your last p�cture �s sold, then?
For how much?”

‘“For f�ve hundred francs.”
‘“But you must be mad; �t was worth twelve hundred. And th�s one

wh�ch you have by you—how much?”
‘“Well, my fa�th, I don’t know. Suppose we say twelve hundred?”
‘“What are you talk�ng about? Twelve hundred francs! You don’t

understand me, then, my boy; �t’s worth two thousand. I take �t at two
thousand. And from th�s day forward you must work for no one but
myself—for me, Naudet. Good-bye, good-bye, my dear fellow; don’t
overwork yourself—your fortune �s made. I have taken �t �n hand.”
Wherew�th he goes off, tak�ng the p�cture w�th h�m �n h�s carr�age. He
trots �t round among h�s amateurs, among whom he has spread the
rumour that he has just d�scovered an extraord�nary pa�nter. One of
the amateurs b�tes at last, and asks the pr�ce.

“‘F�ve thousand.”



‘“What, f�ve thousand francs for the p�cture of a man whose name
hasn’t the least notor�ety? Are you play�ng the fool w�th me?”

‘“Look here, I’ll make you a proposal; I’ll sell �t you for f�ve
thousand francs, and I’ll s�gn an agreement to take �t back �n a
twelvemonth at s�x thousand, �f you no longer care for �t.”

Of course the amateur �s tempted. What does he r�sk after all? In
real�ty �t’s a good speculat�on, and so he buys. After that Naudet
loses no t�me, but d�sposes �n a s�m�lar manner of n�ne or ten
pa�nt�ngs by the same man dur�ng the course of the year. Van�ty gets
m�ngled w�th the hope of ga�n, the pr�ces go up, the p�ctures get
regularly quoted, so that when Naudet returns to see h�s amateur,
the latter, �nstead of return�ng the p�cture, buys another one for e�ght
thousand francs. And the pr�ces cont�nue to go up, and pa�nt�ng
degenerates �nto someth�ng shady, a k�nd of gold m�ne s�tuated on
the he�ghts of Montmartre, promoted by a number of bankers, and
around wh�ch there �s a constant battle of bank-notes.’

Claude was grow�ng �nd�gnant, but Jory thought �t all very clever,
when there came a knock at the door. Bongrand, who went to open
�t, uttered a cry of surpr�se.

‘Naudet, as I l�ve! We were just talk�ng about you.’
Naudet, very correctly dressed, w�thout a speck of mud on h�m,

desp�te the horr�ble weather, bowed and came �n w�th the reverent�al
pol�teness of a man of soc�ety enter�ng a church.

‘Very pleased—feel flattered, �ndeed, dear master. And you only
spoke well of me, I’m sure of �t.’

‘Not at all, Naudet, not at all,’ sa�d Bongrand, �n a qu�et tone. ‘We
were say�ng that your manner of trad�ng was g�v�ng us a n�ce
generat�on of art�sts—tr�cksters crossed w�th d�shonest bus�ness
men.’

Naudet sm�led, w�thout los�ng h�s composure.
‘The remark �s harsh, but so charm�ng! Never m�nd, never m�nd,

dear master, noth�ng that you say offends me.’
And, dropp�ng �nto ecstasy before the p�cture of the two l�ttle

women at needlework:



‘Ah! Good heavens, I d�dn’t know th�s, �t’s a l�ttle marvel! Ah! that
l�ght, that broad substant�al treatment! One has to go back to
Rembrandt for anyth�ng l�ke �t; yes, to Rembrandt! Look here, I only
came �n to pay my respects, but I thank my lucky star for hav�ng
brought me here. Let us do a l�ttle b�t of bus�ness. Let me have th�s
gem. Anyth�ng you l�ke to ask for �t—I’ll cover �t w�th gold.’

One could see Bongrand’s back shake, as �f h�s �rr�tat�on were
�ncreas�ng at each sentence. He curtly �nterrupted the dealer.

‘Too late; �t’s sold.’
‘Sold, you say. And you cannot annul your barga�n? Tell me, at any

rate, to whom �t’s sold? I’ll do everyth�ng, I’ll g�ve anyth�ng. Ah! What
a horr�ble blow! Sold, are you qu�te sure of �t? Suppose you were
offered double the sum?’

‘It’s sold, Naudet. That’s enough, �sn’t �t?’
However, the dealer went on lament�ng. He rema�ned for a few

m�nutes longer, go�ng �nto raptures before other sketches, wh�le
mak�ng the tour of the stud�o w�th the keen glances of a speculator �n
search of luck. When he real�sed that h�s t�me was badly chosen,
and that he would be able to take noth�ng away w�th h�m, he went
off, bow�ng w�th an a�r of grat�tude, and repeat�ng remarks of
adm�rat�on as far as the land�ng.

As soon as he had gone, Jory, who had l�stened to the
conversat�on w�th surpr�se, ventured to ask a quest�on:

‘But you told us, I thought—It �sn’t sold, �s �t?’
W�thout �mmed�ately answer�ng, Bongrand went back to h�s

p�cture. Then, �n h�s thunder�ng vo�ce, resum�ng �n one cry all h�s
h�dden suffer�ng, the whole of the nascent struggle w�th�n h�m wh�ch
he dared not avow, he sa�d:

‘He plagues me. He shall never have anyth�ng of m�ne! Let h�m go
and buy of Fagerolles!’

A quarter of an hour later, Claude and Jory also sa�d good-bye,
leav�ng Bongrand struggl�ng w�th h�s work �n the wan�ng dayl�ght.
Once outs�de, when the young pa�nter had left h�s compan�on, he d�d
not at once return home to the Rue de Doua�, �n sp�te of h�s long
absence. He st�ll felt the want of walk�ng about, of surrender�ng



h�mself up to that great c�ty of Par�s, where the meet�ngs of one
s�ngle day suff�ced to f�ll h�s bra�n; and th�s need of mot�on made h�m
wander about t�ll the black n�ght had fallen, through the frozen mud
of the streets, beneath the gas-lamps, wh�ch, l�ghted up one by one,
showed l�ke nebulous stars am�dst the fog.

Claude �mpat�ently awa�ted the Thursday when he was to d�ne at
Sandoz’s, for the latter, �mmutable �n h�s hab�ts, st�ll �nv�ted h�s
cron�es to d�nner once a week. All those who chose could come,
the�r covers were la�d. H�s marr�age, h�s change of l�fe, the ardent
l�terary struggle �nto wh�ch he had thrown h�mself, made no
d�fference; he kept to h�s day ‘at home,’ that Thursday wh�ch dated
from the t�me he had left college, from the t�me they had all smoked
the�r f�rst p�pes. As he h�mself expressed �t, allud�ng to h�s w�fe, there
was only one chum more.

‘I say, old man,’ he had frankly sa�d to Claude, ‘I’m greatly worr�ed
—’

‘What about?’
‘Why, about �nv�t�ng Madame Chr�st�ne. There are a lot of �d�ots, a

lot of ph�l�st�nes watch�ng me, who would say all manner of th�ngs—’
‘You are qu�te r�ght, old man. But Chr�st�ne herself would decl�ne to

come. Oh! we understand the pos�t�on very well. I’ll come alone,
depend upon �t.’

At s�x o’clock, Claude started for Sandoz’s place �n the Rue Nollet,
�n the depths of Bat�gnolles, and he had no end of trouble �n f�nd�ng
the small pav�l�on wh�ch h�s fr�end had rented. F�rst of all he entered
a large house fac�ng the street, and appl�ed to the doorkeeper, who
made h�m cross three success�ve courtyards; then he went down a
passage, between two other bu�ld�ngs, descended some steps, and
tumbled upon the �ron gate of a small garden. That was the spot, the
pav�l�on was there at the end of a path. But �t was so dark, and he
had nearly broken h�s legs com�ng down the steps, that he dared not
venture any further, the more so as a huge dog was bark�ng
fur�ously. At last he heard the vo�ce of Sandoz, who was com�ng
forward and try�ng to qu�et the dog.

‘Ah, �t’s you! We are qu�te �n the country, aren’t we? We are go�ng
to set up a lantern, so that our company may not break the�r necks.



Come �n, come �n! W�ll you hold your no�se, you brute of a Bertrand?
Don’t you see that �t’s a fr�end, fool?’

Thereupon the dog accompan�ed them as far as the pav�l�on,
wagg�ng h�s ta�l and bark�ng joyously. A young servant-g�rl had come
out w�th a lantern, wh�ch she fastened to the gate, �n order to l�ght up
the breakneck steps. In the garden there was s�mply a small central
lawn, on wh�ch there stood a large plum tree, d�ffus�ng a shade
around that rotted the grass; and just �n front of the low house, wh�ch
showed only three w�ndows, there stretched an arbour of V�rg�n�a
creeper, w�th a brand-new seat sh�n�ng there as an ornament am�d
the w�nter showers, pend�ng the advent of the summer sun.

‘Come �n,’ repeated Sandoz.
On the r�ght-hand s�de of the hall he ushered Claude �nto the

parlour, wh�ch he had turned �nto a study. The d�n�ng-room and
k�tchen were on the left. Upsta�rs, h�s mother, who was now
altogether bedr�dden, occup�ed the larger room, wh�le he and h�s
w�fe contented themselves w�th the other one, and a dress�ng-room
that parted the two. That was the whole place, a real cardboard box,
w�th rooms l�ke l�ttle drawers separated by part�t�ons as th�n as paper.
W�thal, �t was the abode of work and hope, vast �n compar�son w�th
the ord�nary garrets of youth, and already made br�ght by a
beg�nn�ng of comfort and luxury.

‘There’s room here, eh?’ he excla�med. ‘Ah! �t’s a jolly s�ght more
comfortable than the Rue d’Enfer. You see that I’ve a room to myself.
And I have bought myself an oaken wr�t�ng-table, and my w�fe made
me a present of that dwarf palm �n that pot of old Rouen ware. Isn’t �t
swell, eh?’

H�s w�fe came �n at that very moment. Tall, w�th a pleasant, tranqu�l
face and beaut�ful brown ha�r, she wore a large wh�te apron over her
pla�nly made dress of black popl�n; for although they had a regular
servant, she saw to the cook�ng, for she was proud of certa�n of her
d�shes, and she put the household on a foot�ng of m�ddle-class
cleanl�ness and love of cheer.

She and Claude became old chums at once.
‘Call h�m Claude, my darl�ng. And you, old man, call her Henr�ette.

No madame nor mons�eur, or I shall f�ne you f�ve sous each t�me.’



They laughed, and she scampered away, be�ng wanted �n the
k�tchen to look after a southern d�sh, a bou�llaba�sse, w�th wh�ch she
w�shed to surpr�se the Plassans fr�end. She had obta�ned the rec�pe
from her husband h�mself, and had become marvellously deft at �t,
so he sa�d.

‘Your w�fe �s charm�ng,’ sa�d Claude, ‘and I see she spo�ls you.’
But Sandoz, seated at h�s table, w�th h�s elbows among such

pages of the book he was work�ng at as he had wr�tten that morn�ng,
began to talk of the f�rst novel of h�s ser�es, wh�ch he had publ�shed
�n October. Ah! they had treated h�s poor book n�cely! It had been a
throttl�ng, a butcher�ng, all the cr�t�cs yell�ng at h�s heels, a broads�de
of �mprecat�ons, as �f he had murdered people �n a wood. He h�mself
laughed at �t, exc�ted rather than otherw�se, for he had sturdy
shoulders and the qu�et bear�ng of a to�ler who knows what he’s
after. Mere surpr�se rema�ned to h�m at the profound lack of
�ntell�gence shown by those fellows the cr�t�cs, whose art�cles,
knocked off on the corner of some table, bespattered h�m w�th mud,
w�thout appear�ng as much as to guess at the least of h�s �ntent�ons.
Everyth�ng was flung �nto the same slop-pa�l of abuse: h�s stud�es of
phys�olog�cal man; the �mportant part he ass�gned to c�rcumstances
and surround�ngs; h�s allus�ons to nature, ever and ever creat�ng; �n
short, l�fe—ent�re, un�versal l�fe—ex�stent through all the an�mal
world w�thout there really be�ng e�ther h�gh or low, beauty or
ugl�ness; he was �nsulted, too, for h�s boldness of language for the
conv�ct�on he expressed that all th�ngs ought to be sa�d, that there
are abom�nable express�ons wh�ch become necessary, l�ke brand�ng
�rons, and that a language emerges enr�ched from such strength-
g�v�ng baths. He eas�ly granted the�r anger, but he would at least
have l�ked them to do h�m the honour of understand�ng h�m and
gett�ng angry at h�s audac�ty, not at the �d�ot�c, f�lthy des�gns of wh�ch
he was accused.

‘Really,’ he cont�nued, ‘I bel�eve that the world st�ll conta�ns more
�d�ots than downr�ght sp�teful people. They are enraged w�th me on
account of the form I g�ve to my product�ons, the wr�tten sentences,
the s�m�les, the very l�fe of my style. Yes, the m�ddle-classes fa�rly
spl�t w�th hatred of l�terature!’



Then he became s�lent, hav�ng grown sad.
‘Never m�nd,’ sa�d Claude, after an �nterval, ‘you are happy, you at

least work, you produce—’
Sandoz had r�sen from h�s seat w�th a gesture of sudden pa�n.
‘True, I work. I work out my books to the�r last pages—But �f you

only knew, �f I told you am�dst what d�scouragement, am�dst what
torture! Won’t those �d�ots take �t �nto the�r heads to accuse me of
pr�de! I, whom the �mperfect�on of my work pursues even �n my sleep
—I, who never look over the pages of the day before, lest I should
f�nd them so execrable that I m�ght afterwards lack the courage to
cont�nue. Oh, I work, no doubt, I work! I go on work�ng, as I go on
l�v�ng, because I am born to �t, but I am none the gayer on account of
�t. I am never sat�sf�ed; there �s always a great collapse at the end.’

He was �nterrupted by a loud exclamat�on outs�de, and Jory
appeared, del�ghted w�th l�fe, and relat�ng that he had just touched
up an old art�cle �n order to have the even�ng to h�mself. Almost
�mmed�ately afterwards Gagn�ère and Mahoudeau, who had met at
the door, came �n convers�ng together. The former, who had been
absorbed for some months �n a theory of colours, was expla�n�ng h�s
system to the other.

‘I pa�nt my shade �n,’ he cont�nued, as �f �n a dream. ‘The red of the
flag loses �ts br�ghtness and becomes yellow�sh because �t stands
out aga�nst the blue of the sky, the complementary shade of wh�ch—
orange—blends w�th red—’

Claude, �nterested at once, was already quest�on�ng h�m when the
servant brought �n a telegram.

‘All r�ght,’ sa�d Sandoz, ‘�t’s from Dubuche, who apolog�ses; he
prom�ses to come and surpr�se us at about eleven o’clock.’

At th�s moment Henr�ette threw the door w�de open, and
personally announced that d�nner was ready. She had doffed her
wh�te apron, and cord�ally shook hands, as hostess, w�th all of them.
‘Take your seats! take your seats!’ was her cry. It was half-past
seven already, the bou�llaba�sse could not wa�t. Jory, hav�ng
observed that Fagerolles had sworn to h�m that he would come, they



would not bel�eve �t. Fagerolles was gett�ng r�d�culous w�th h�s hab�t
of ap�ng the great art�st overwhelmed w�th work!

The d�n�ng-room �nto wh�ch they passed was so small that, �n
order to make room for a p�ano, a k�nd of alcove had been made out
of a dark closet wh�ch had formerly served for the accommodat�on of
crockery. However, on grand occas�ons half a score of people st�ll
gathered round the table, under the wh�te porcela�n hang�ng lamp,
but th�s was only accompl�shed by block�ng up the s�deboard, so that
the servant could not even pass to take a plate from �t. However, �t
was the m�stress of the house who carved, wh�le the master took h�s
place fac�ng her, aga�nst the blockaded s�deboard, �n order to hand
round whatever th�ngs m�ght be requ�red.

Henr�ette had placed Claude on her r�ght hand, Mahoudeau on her
left, wh�le Gagn�ère and Jory were seated next to Sandoz.

‘Franço�se,’ she called, ‘g�ve me the sl�ces of toast. They are on
the range.’

And the g�rl hav�ng brought the toast, she d�str�buted two sl�ces to
each of them, and was beg�nn�ng to ladle the bou�llaba�sse �nto the
plates, when the door opened once more.

‘Fagerolles at last!’ she sa�d. ‘I have g�ven your seat to
Mahoudeau. S�t down there, next to Claude.’

He apolog�sed w�th an a�r of courtly pol�teness, by alleg�ng a
bus�ness appo�ntment. Very elegantly dressed, t�ghtly buttoned up �n
clothes of an Engl�sh cut, he had the carr�age of a man about town,
rel�eved by the retent�on of a touch of art�st�c free-and-eas�ness.
Immed�ately on s�tt�ng down he grasped h�s ne�ghbour’s hand,
affect�ng great del�ght.

‘Ah, my old Claude! I have for such a long t�me wanted to see you.
A score of t�mes I �ntended go�ng after you �nto the country; but then,
you know, c�rcumstances—’

Claude, feel�ng uncomfortable at these protestat�ons, endeavoured
to meet them w�th a l�ke cord�al�ty. But Henr�ette, who was st�ll
serv�ng, saved the s�tuat�on by grow�ng �mpat�ent.

‘Come, Fagerolles, just answer me. Do you w�sh two sl�ces of
toast?’



‘Certa�nly, madame, two, �f you please. I am very fond of
bou�llaba�sse. Bes�des, yours �s del�c�ous, a marvel!’

In fact, they all went �nto raptures over �t, espec�ally Jory and
Mahoudeau, who declared they had never tasted anyth�ng better at
Marse�lles; so much so, that the young w�fe, del�ghted and st�ll
flushed w�th the heat of the k�tchen, her ladle �n her hand, had all she
could do to ref�ll the plates held out to her; and, �ndeed, she rose up
and ran �n person to the k�tchen to fetch the rema�ns of the soup, for
the servant-g�rl was los�ng her w�ts.

‘Come, eat someth�ng,’ sa�d Sandoz to her. ‘We’ll wa�t well enough
t�ll you have done.’

But she was obst�nate and rema�ned stand�ng.
‘Never m�nd me. You had better pass the bread—yes, there,

beh�nd you on the s�deboard. Jory prefers crumb, wh�ch he can soak
�n the soup.’

Sandoz rose �n h�s turn and ass�sted h�s w�fe, wh�le the others
chaffed Jory on h�s love for sops. And Claude, moved by the
pleasant cord�al�ty of h�s hosts, and awak�ng, as �t were, from a long
sleep, looked at them all, ask�ng h�mself whether he had only left
them on the prev�ous n�ght, or whether four years had really elapsed
s�nce he had d�ned w�th them one Thursday. They were d�fferent,
however; he felt them to be changed: Mahoudeau soured by m�sery,
Jory wrapt up �n h�s own pleasures, Gagn�ère more d�stant, w�th h�s
thoughts elsewhere. And �t espec�ally seemed to h�m that Fagerolles
was ch�lly, �n sp�te of h�s exaggerated cord�al�ty of manner. No doubt
the�r features had aged somewhat am�d the wear and tear of l�fe; but
�t was not only that wh�ch he not�ced, �t seemed to h�m also as �f
there was a vo�d between them; he beheld them �solated and
estranged from each other, although they were seated elbow to
elbow �n close array round the table. Then the surround�ngs were
d�fferent; nowadays, a woman brought her charm to bear on them,
and calmed them by her presence. Then why d�d he, face to face
w�th the �rrevocable current of th�ngs, wh�ch d�e and are renewed,
exper�ence that sensat�on of beg�nn�ng someth�ng over aga�n—why
was �t that he could have sworn that he had been seated at that
same place only last Thursday? At last he thought he understood. It



was Sandoz who had not changed, who rema�ned as obst�nate as
regards h�s hab�ts of fr�endsh�p, as regards h�s hab�ts of work, as
rad�ant at be�ng able to rece�ve h�s fr�ends at the board of h�s new
home as he had formerly been, when shar�ng h�s frugal bachelor fare
w�th them. A dream of eternal fr�endsh�p made h�m changeless.
Thursdays s�m�lar one to another followed and followed on unt�l the
furthest stages of the�r l�ves. All of them were eternally together, all
started at the self-same hour, and part�c�pated �n the same tr�umph!

Sandoz must have guessed the thought that kept Claude mute, for
he sa�d to h�m across the table, w�th h�s frank, youthful sm�le:

‘Well, old man, here you are aga�n! Ah, confound �t! we m�ssed
you sorely. But, you see, noth�ng �s changed; we are all the same—
aren’t we, all of you?’

They answered by nodd�ng the�r heads—no doubt, no doubt!
‘W�th th�s d�fference,’ he went on, beam�ng—‘w�th th�s d�fference,

that the cookery �s somewhat better than �n the Rue d’Enfer! What a
lot of messes I d�d make you swallow!’

After the bou�llaba�sse there came a c�vet of hare; and a roast fowl
and salad term�nated the d�nner. But they sat for a long t�me at table,
and the dessert proved a protracted affa�r, although the conversat�on
lacked the fever and v�olence of yore. Every one spoke of h�mself
and ended by relaps�ng �nto s�lence on perce�v�ng that the others d�d
not l�sten to h�m. W�th the cheese, however, when they had tasted
some burgundy, a sharp l�ttle growth, of wh�ch the young couple had
ordered a cask out of the prof�ts of Sandoz’s f�rst novel, the�r vo�ces
rose to a h�gher key, and they all grew an�mated.

‘So you have made an arrangement w�th Naudet, eh?’ asked
Mahoudeau, whose bony cheeks seemed to have grown yet more
hollow. ‘Is �t true that he guarantees you f�fty thousand francs for the
f�rst year?’

Fagerolles repl�ed, w�th affected carelessness, ‘Yes, f�fty thousand
francs. But noth�ng �s settled; I’m th�nk�ng �t over. It �s hard to engage
oneself l�ke that. I am not go�ng to do anyth�ng prec�p�tately.’

‘The deuce!’ muttered the sculptor; ‘you are hard to please. For
twenty francs a day I’d s�gn whatever you l�ke.’



They all now l�stened to Fagerolles, who posed as be�ng wear�ed
by h�s budd�ng success. He st�ll had the same good-look�ng,
d�sturb�ng hussy-l�ke face, but the fash�on �n wh�ch he wore h�s ha�r
and the cut of h�s beard lent h�m an appearance of grav�ty. Although
he st�ll came at long �ntervals to Sandoz’s, he was separat�ng from
the band; he showed h�mself on the boulevards, frequented the
cafés and newspaper off�ces—all the places where a man can
advert�se h�mself and make useful acqua�ntances. These were
tact�cs of h�s own, a determ�nat�on to carve h�s own v�ctory apart
from the others; the smart �dea that �f he w�shed to tr�umph he ought
to have noth�ng more �n common w�th those revolut�on�sts, ne�ther
dealer, nor connect�ons, nor hab�ts. It was even sa�d that he had
�nterested the female element of two or three draw�ng-rooms �n h�s
success, not �n Jory’s style, but l�ke a v�c�ous fellow who r�ses
super�or to h�s pass�ons, and �s content to adulate superannuated
baronesses.

Just then Jory, �n v�ew of lend�ng �mportance to h�mself, called
Fagerolles’ attent�on to a recently publ�shed art�cle; he pretended
that he had made Fagerolles just as he pretended that he had made
Claude. ‘I say, have you read that art�cle of Vern�er’s about yourself?
There’s another fellow who repeats my �deas!’

‘Ah, he does get art�cles, and no m�stake!’ s�ghed Mahoudeau.
Fagerolles made a careless gesture, but he sm�led w�th secret

contempt for all those poor beggars who were so utterly def�c�ent �n
shrewdness that they clung, l�ke s�mpletons, to the�r crude style,
when �t was so easy to conquer the crowd. Had �t not suff�ced for h�m
to break w�th them, after p�llag�ng them, to make h�s own fortune? He
benef�ted by all the hatred that folks had aga�nst them; h�s p�ctures,
of a softened, attenuated style, were held up �n pra�se, so as to deal
the death-blow to the�r ever obst�nately v�olent works.

‘Have you read Vern�er’s art�cle?’ asked Jory of Gagn�ère. ‘Doesn’t
he say exactly what I sa�d?’

For the last few moments Gagn�ère had been absorbed �n
contemplat�ng h�s glass, the w�ne �n wh�ch cast a ruddy reflect�on on
the wh�te tablecloth. He started:

‘Eh, what, Vern�er’s art�cle?’



‘Why, yes; �n fact, all those art�cles wh�ch appear about
Fagerolles.’

Gagn�ère �n amazement turned to the pa�nter.
‘What, are they wr�t�ng art�cles about you? I know noth�ng about

them, I haven’t seen them. Ah! they are wr�t�ng art�cles about you,
but whatever for?’

There was a mad roar of laughter. Fagerolles alone gr�nned w�th
an �ll grace, for he fanc�ed h�mself the butt of some sp�teful joke. But
Gagn�ère spoke �n absolute good fa�th. He felt surpr�sed at the
success of a pa�nter who d�d not even observe the laws regulat�ng
the value of t�nts. Success for that tr�ckster! Never! For �n that case
what would become of consc�ent�ousness?

Th�s bo�sterous h�lar�ty enl�vened the end of the d�nner. They all
left off eat�ng, though the m�stress of the house st�ll �ns�sted upon
f�ll�ng the�r plates.

‘My dear, do attend to them,’ she kept say�ng to Sandoz, who had
grown greatly exc�ted am�dst the d�n. ‘Just stretch out your hand; the
b�scu�ts are on the s�de-board.’

They all decl�ned anyth�ng more, and rose up. As the rest of the
even�ng was to be spent there, round the table, dr�nk�ng tea, they
leaned back aga�nst the walls and cont�nued chatt�ng wh�le the
servant cleared away. The young couple ass�sted, Henr�ette putt�ng
the salt-cellars �n a drawer, and Sandoz help�ng to fold the cloth.

‘You can smoke,’ sa�d Henr�ette. ‘You know that �t doesn’t
�nconven�ence me �n the least.’

Fagerolles, who had drawn Claude �nto the w�ndow recess, offered
h�m a c�gar, wh�ch was decl�ned.

‘True, I forgot; you don’t smoke. Ah! I say, I must go to see what
you have brought back w�th you. Some very �nterest�ng th�ngs, no
doubt. You know what I th�nk of your talent. You are the cleverest of
us all.’

He showed h�mself very humble, s�ncere at heart, and allow�ng h�s
adm�rat�on of former days to r�se once more to the surface; �ndeed,
he for ever bore the �mpr�nt of another’s gen�us, wh�ch he adm�tted,
desp�te the complex calculat�ons of h�s cunn�ng m�nd. But h�s



hum�l�ty was m�ngled w�th a certa�n embarrassment very rare w�th
h�m—the concern he felt at the s�lence wh�ch the master of h�s youth
preserved respect�ng h�s last p�cture. At last he ventured to ask, w�th
qu�ver�ng l�ps:

‘D�d you see my actress at the Salon? Do you l�ke �t? Tell me
cand�dly.’

Claude hes�tated for a moment; then, l�ke the good-natured fellow
he was, sa�d:

‘Yes; there are some very good b�ts �n �t.’
Fagerolles already repented hav�ng asked that stup�d quest�on,

and he ended by altogether flounder�ng; he tr�ed to excuse h�mself
for h�s plag�ar�sms and h�s comprom�ses. When w�th great d�ff�culty
he had got out of the mess, enraged w�th h�mself for h�s clums�ness,
he for a moment became the joker of yore aga�n, made even Claude
laugh t�ll he cr�ed, and amused them all. At last he held out h�s hand
to take leave of Henr�ette.

‘What, go�ng so soon?’
‘Alas! yes, dear madame. Th�s even�ng my father �s enterta�n�ng

the head of a department at one of the m�n�str�es, an off�c�al whom
he’s try�ng to �nfluence �n v�ew of obta�n�ng a decorat�on; and, as I
am one of h�s t�tles to that d�st�nct�on, I had to prom�se that I would
look �n.’

When he was gone, Henr�ette, who had exchanged a few words �n
a low vo�ce w�th Sandoz, d�sappeared; and her l�ght footfall was
heard on the f�rst floor. S�nce her marr�age �t was she who tended the
old, �nf�rm mother, absent�ng herself �n th�s fash�on several t�mes
dur�ng the even�ng, just as the son had done formerly.

Not one of the guests, however, had not�ced her leave the room.
Mahoudeau and Gagn�ère were now talk�ng about Fagerolles;
show�ng themselves covertly b�tter, w�thout openly attack�ng h�m. As
yet they contented themselves w�th �ron�cal glances and shrugs of
the shoulders—all the s�lent contempt of fellows who don’t w�sh to
slash a chum. Then they fell back on Claude; they prostrated
themselves before h�m, overwhelmed h�m w�th the hopes they set �n
h�m. Ah! �t was h�gh t�me for h�m to come back, for he alone, w�th h�s



great g�fts, h�s v�gorous touch, could become the master, the
recogn�sed ch�ef. S�nce the Salon of the Rejected the ‘school of the
open a�r’ had �ncreased �n numbers; a grow�ng �nfluence was mak�ng
�tself felt; but unfortunately, the efforts were fr�ttered away; the new
recru�ts contented themselves w�th produc�ng sketches, �mpress�ons
thrown off w�th a few strokes of the brush; they were awa�t�ng the
necessary man of gen�us, the one who would �ncarnate the new
formula �n masterp�eces. What a pos�t�on to take! to master the
mult�tude, to open up a century, to create a new art! Claude l�stened
to them, w�th h�s eyes turned to the floor and h�s face very pale. Yes,
that �ndeed was h�s unavowed dream, the amb�t�on he dared not
confess to h�mself. Only, w�th the del�ght that the flattery caused h�m,
there was m�ngled a strange angu�sh, a dread of the future, as he
heard them ra�s�ng h�m to the pos�t�on of d�ctator, as �f he had
already tr�umphed.

‘Don’t,’ he excla�med at last; ‘there are others as good as myself. I
am st�ll seek�ng my real l�ne.’

Jory, who felt annoyed, was smok�ng �n s�lence. Suddenly, as the
others obst�nately kept at �t, he could not refra�n from remark�ng:

‘All th�s, my boys, �s because you are vexed at Fagerolles’
success.’

They energet�cally den�ed �t; they burst out �n protestat�ons.
Fagerolles, the young master! What a good joke!

‘Oh, you are turn�ng your back upon us, we know �t,’ sa�d
Mahoudeau. ‘There’s no fear of your wr�t�ng a l�ne about us
nowadays.’

‘Well, my dear fellow,’ answered Jory, vexed, ‘everyth�ng I wr�te
about you �s cut out. You make yourselves hated everywhere. Ah! �f I
had a paper of my own!’

Henr�ette came back, and Sandoz’s eyes hav�ng sought hers, she
answered h�m w�th a glance and the same affect�onate, qu�et sm�le
that he had shown when leav�ng h�s mother’s room �n former t�mes.
Then she summoned them all. They sat down aga�n round the table
wh�le she made the tea and poured �t out. But the gather�ng grew
sad, benumbed, as �t were, w�th lass�tude. Sandoz va�nly tr�ed a
d�vers�on by adm�tt�ng Bertrand, the b�g dog, who grovelled at s�ght



of the sugar-bas�n, and ended by go�ng to sleep near the stove,
where he snored l�ke a man. S�nce the d�scuss�on on Fagerolles
there had been �ntervals of s�lence, a k�nd of bored �rr�tat�on, wh�ch
fell heav�ly upon them am�dst the dense tobacco smoke. And, �n fact,
Gagn�ère felt so out of sorts that he left the table for a moment to
seat h�mself at the p�ano, murder�ng some passages from Wagner �n
a subdued key, w�th the st�ff f�ngers of an amateur who tr�es h�s f�rst
scale at th�rty.

Towards eleven o’clock Dubuche, arr�v�ng at last, contr�buted the
f�n�sh�ng touch to the general frost. He had made h�s escape from a
ball to fulf�l what he cons�dered a rema�n�ng duty towards h�s old
comrades; and h�s dress-coat, h�s wh�te neckt�e, h�s fat, pale face, all
procla�med h�s vexat�on at hav�ng come, the �mportance he attached
to the sacr�f�ce, and the fear he felt of comprom�s�ng h�s new
pos�t�on. He avo�ded ment�on�ng h�s w�fe, so that he m�ght not have
to br�ng her to Sandoz’s. When he had shaken hands w�th Claude,
w�thout show�ng more emot�on than �f he had met h�m the day
before, he decl�ned a cup of tea and spoke slowly—puff�ng out h�s
cheeks the wh�le—of h�s worry �n settl�ng �n a brand-new house, and
of the work that had overwhelmed h�m s�nce he had attended to the
bus�ness of h�s father-�n-law, who was bu�ld�ng a whole street near
the Parc Monceau.

Then Claude d�st�nctly felt that someth�ng had snapped. Had l�fe
then already carr�ed away the even�ngs of former days, those
even�ngs so fraternal �n the�r very v�olence, when noth�ng had as yet
separated them, when not one of them had thought of keep�ng h�s
part of glory to h�mself? Nowadays the battle was beg�nn�ng. Each
hungry one was eagerly b�t�ng. And a f�ssure was there, a scarcely
percept�ble crack that had rent the old, sworn fr�endsh�ps, and some
day would make them crumble �nto a thousand p�eces.

However, Sandoz, w�th h�s crav�ng for perpetu�ty, had so far
not�ced noth�ng; he st�ll beheld them as they had been �n the Rue
d’Enfer, all arm �n arm, start�ng off to v�ctory. Why change what was
well? D�d not happ�ness cons�st �n one pleasure selected from
among all, and then enjoyed for ever afterwards? And when, an hour
later, the others made up the�r m�nds to go off, wear�ed by the dull



egot�sm of Dubuche, who had not left off talk�ng about h�s own
affa�rs; when they had dragged Gagn�ère, �n a trance, away from the
p�ano, Sandoz, followed by h�s w�fe, absolutely �ns�sted, desp�te the
coldness of the n�ght, on accompany�ng them all to the gate at the
end of the garden. He shook hands all round, and shouted after
them:

‘T�ll Thursday, Claude; t�ll next Thursday, all of you, eh? M�nd you
all come!’

‘T�ll Thursday!’ repeated Henr�ette, who had taken the lantern and
was hold�ng �t aloft so as to l�ght the steps.

And, am�d the laughter, Gagn�ère and Mahoudeau repl�ed,
jok�ngly: ‘T�ll Thursday, young master! Good-n�ght, young master!’

Once �n the Rue Nollet, Dubuche �mmed�ately ha�led a cab, �n
wh�ch he drove away. The other four walked together as far as the
outer boulevards, scarcely exchang�ng a word, look�ng dazed, as �t
were, at hav�ng been �n each other’s company so long. At last Jory
decamped, pretend�ng that some proofs were wa�t�ng for h�m at the
off�ce of h�s newspaper. Then Gagn�ère mechan�cally stopped
Claude �n front of the Café Baudequ�n, the gas of wh�ch was st�ll
blaz�ng away. Mahoudeau refused to go �n, and went off alone, sadly
rum�nat�ng, towards the Rue du Cherche-M�d�.

W�thout know�ng how, Claude found h�mself seated at the�r old
table, oppos�te Gagn�ère, who was s�lent. The café had not changed.
The fr�ends st�ll met there of a Sunday, show�ng a deal of fervour, �n
fact, s�nce Sandoz had l�ved �n the ne�ghbourhood; but the band was
now lost am�d a flood of new-comers; �t was slowly be�ng submerged
by the �ncreas�ng tr�teness of the young d�sc�ples of the ‘open a�r.’ At
that hour of n�ght, however, the establ�shment was gett�ng empty.
Three young pa�nters, whom Claude d�d not know, came to shake
hands w�th h�m as they went off; and then there merely rema�ned a
petty ret�red tradesman of the ne�ghbourhood, asleep �n front of a
saucer.

Gagn�ère, qu�te at h�s ease, as �f he had been at home, absolutely
�nd�fferent to the yawns of the sol�tary wa�ter, who was stretch�ng h�s
arms, glanced towards Claude, but w�thout see�ng h�m, for h�s eyes
were d�m.



‘By the way,’ sa�d the latter, ‘what were you expla�n�ng to
Mahoudeau th�s even�ng? Yes, about the red of a flag turn�ng
yellow�sh am�d the blue of the sky. That was �t, eh? You are study�ng
the theory of complementary colours.’

But the other d�d not answer. He took up h�s glass of beer, set �t
down aga�n w�thout tast�ng �ts contents, and w�th an ecstat�c sm�le
ended by mutter�ng:

‘Haydn has all the gracefulness of a rhetor�c�an—h�s �s a gentle
mus�c, qu�ver�ng l�ke the vo�ce of a great-grandmother �n powdered
ha�r. Mozart, he’s the precursory gen�us—the f�rst who endowed an
orchestra w�th an �nd�v�dual vo�ce; and those two w�ll l�ve mostly
because they created Beethoven. Ah, Beethoven! power and
strength am�dst serene suffer�ng, M�chael Angelo at the tomb of the
Med�c�! A hero�c log�c�an, a kneader of human bra�ns; for the
symphony, w�th choral accompan�ments, was the start�ng-po�nt of all
the great ones of to-day!’

The wa�ter, t�red of wa�t�ng, began to turn off the gas, wear�ly
dragg�ng h�s feet along as he d�d so. Mournfulness pervaded the
deserted room, d�rty w�th sal�va and c�gar ends, and reek�ng of sp�lt
dr�nk; wh�le from the hushed boulevard the only sound that came
was the d�stant blubber�ng of some drunkard.

Gagn�ère, st�ll �n the clouds, however, cont�nued to r�de h�s hobby-
horse.

‘Weber passes by us am�d a romant�c landscape, conduct�ng the
ballads of the dead am�dst weep�ng w�llows and oaks w�th tw�sted
branches. Schumann follows h�m, beneath the pale moonl�ght, along
the shores of s�lvery lakes. And behold, here comes Ross�n�,
�ncarnat�on of the mus�cal g�ft, so gay, so natural, w�thout the least
concern for express�on, car�ng noth�ng for the publ�c, and who �sn’t
my man by a long way—ah! certa�nly not—but then, all the same, he
aston�shes one by h�s wealth of product�on, and the huge effects he
der�ves from an accumulat�on of vo�ces and an ever-swell�ng
repet�t�on of the same stra�n. These three led to Meyerbeer, a
cunn�ng fellow who prof�ted by everyth�ng, �ntroduc�ng symphony �nto
opera after Weber, and g�v�ng dramat�c express�on to the
unconsc�ous formulas of Ross�n�. Oh! the superb bursts of sound,



the feudal pomp, the mart�al myst�c�sm, the qu�ver�ng of fantast�c
legends, the cry of pass�on r�ng�ng out through h�story! And such
f�nds!—each �nstrument endowed w�th a personal�ty, the dramat�c
rec�tat�ves accompan�ed symphon�ously by the orchestra—the
typ�cal mus�cal phrase on wh�ch an ent�re work �s bu�lt! Ah! he was a
great fellow—a very great fellow �ndeed!’

‘I am go�ng to shut up, s�r,’ sa�d the wa�ter, draw�ng near.
And, see�ng that Gagn�ère d�d not as much as look round, he went

to awaken the petty ret�red tradesman, who was st�ll doz�ng �n front
of h�s saucer.

‘I am go�ng to shut up, s�r.’
The belated customer rose up, sh�ver�ng, fumbled �n the dark

corner where he was seated for h�s walk�ng-st�ck, and when the
wa�ter had p�cked �t up for h�m from under the seats he went away.

And Gagn�ère rambled on:
‘Berl�oz has m�ngled l�terature w�th h�s work. He �s the mus�cal

�llustrator of Shakespeare, V�rg�l, and Goethe. But what a pa�nter!—
the Delacro�x of mus�c, who makes sound blaze forth am�dst
effulgent contrasts of colour. And w�thal he has romant�c�sm �n h�s
bra�n, a rel�g�ous myst�c�sm that carr�es h�m away, an ecstasy that
soars h�gher than mounta�n summ�ts. A bad bu�lder of operas, but
marvellous �n detached p�eces, ask�ng too much at t�mes of the
orchestra wh�ch he tortures, hav�ng pushed the personal�ty of
�nstruments to �ts furthest l�m�ts; for each �nstrument represents a
character to h�m. Ah! that remark of h�s about clar�onets: “They typ�fy
beloved women.” Ah! �t has always made a sh�ver run down my
back. And Chop�n, so dand�f�ed �n h�s Byron�sm; the dreamy poet of
those who suffer from neuros�s! And Mendelssohn, that faultless
ch�seller! a Shakespeare �n danc�ng pumps, whose “songs w�thout
words” are gems for women of �ntellect! And after that—after that—a
man should go down on h�s knees.’

There was now only one gas-lamp al�ght just above h�s head, and
the wa�ter stand�ng beh�nd h�m stood wa�t�ng am�d the gloomy, ch�lly
vo�d of the room. Gagn�ère’s vo�ce had come to a reverent�al
tremolo. He was reach�ng devot�onal fervour as he approached the
�nner tabernacle, the holy of hol�es.



‘Oh! Schumann, typ�cal of despa�r, the voluptuousness of despa�r!
Yes, the end of everyth�ng, the last song of saddened pur�ty hover�ng
above the ru�ns of the world! Oh! Wagner, the god �n whom centur�es
of mus�c are �ncarnated! H�s work �s the �mmense ark, all the arts
blended �n one; the real human�ty of the personages at last
expressed, the orchestra �tself l�v�ng apart the l�fe of the drama. And
what a massacre of convent�onal�ty, of �nept formulas! what a
revolut�onary emanc�pat�on am�d the �nf�n�te! The overture of
“Tannhauser,” ah! that’s the subl�me hallelujah of the new era. F�rst
of all comes the chant of the p�lgr�ms, the rel�g�ous stra�n, calm, deep
and slowly throbb�ng; then the vo�ces of the s�rens gradually drown �t;
the voluptuous pleasures of Venus, full of enervat�ng del�ght and
languor, grow more and more �mper�ous and d�sorderly; and soon
the sacred a�r gradually returns, l�ke the asp�r�ng vo�ce of space, and
se�zes hold of all other stra�ns and blends them �n one supreme
harmony, to waft them away on the w�ngs of a tr�umphal hymn!’

‘I am go�ng to shut up, s�r,’ repeated the wa�ter.
Claude, who no longer l�stened, he also be�ng absorbed �n h�s own

pass�on, empt�ed h�s glass of beer and cr�ed: ‘Eh, old man, they are
go�ng to shut up.’

Then Gagn�ère trembled. A pa�nful tw�tch came over h�s ecstat�c
face, and he sh�vered as �f he had dropped from the stars. He gulped
down h�s beer, and once on the pavement outs�de, after press�ng h�s
compan�on’s hand �n s�lence, he walked off �nto the gloom.

It was nearly two o’clock �n the morn�ng when Claude returned to
the Rue de Doua�. Dur�ng the week that he had been scour�ng Par�s
anew, he had each t�me brought back w�th h�m the fever�sh
exc�tement of the day. But he had never before returned so late, w�th
h�s bra�n so hot and smoky. Chr�st�ne, overcome w�th fat�gue, was
asleep under the lamp, wh�ch had gone out, her brow rest�ng on the
edge of the table.



VIII

AT last Chr�st�ne gave a f�nal stroke w�th her feather-broom, and
they were settled. The stud�o �n the Rue de Doua�, small and
�nconven�ent, had only one l�ttle room, and a k�tchen, as b�g as a
cupboard, attached to �t. They were obl�ged to take the�r meals �n the
stud�o; they had to l�ve �n �t, w�th the ch�ld always tumbl�ng about the�r
legs. And Chr�st�ne had a deal of trouble �n mak�ng the�r few st�cks
suff�ce, as she w�shed to do, �n order to save expense. After all, she
was obl�ged to buy a second-hand bedstead; and y�elded to the
temptat�on of hav�ng some wh�te musl�n curta�ns, wh�ch cost her
seven sous the metre. The den then seemed charm�ng to her, and
she began to keep �t scrupulously clean, resolv�ng to do everyth�ng
herself, and to d�spense w�th a servant, as l�v�ng would be a d�ff�cult
matter.

Dur�ng the f�rst months Claude l�ved �n ever-�ncreas�ng exc�tement.
H�s peregr�nat�ons through the no�sy streets; h�s fever�sh d�scuss�ons
on the occas�on of h�s v�s�ts to fr�ends; all the rage and all the
burn�ng �deas he thus brought home from out of doors, made h�m
hold forth aloud even �n h�s sleep. Par�s had se�zed hold of h�m
aga�n; and �n the full blaze of that furnace, a second youth,
enthus�ast�c amb�t�on to see, do, and conquer, had come upon h�m.
Never had he felt such a pass�on for work, such hope, as �f �t suff�ced
for h�m to stretch out h�s hand �n order to create masterp�eces that
should set h�m �n the r�ght rank, wh�ch was the f�rst. Wh�le cross�ng
Par�s he d�scovered subjects for p�ctures everywhere; the whole c�ty,
w�th �ts streets, squares, br�dges, and panoramas of l�fe, suggested
�mmense frescoes, wh�ch he, however, always found too small, for
he was �ntox�cated w�th the thought of do�ng someth�ng colossal.
Thus he returned home qu�ver�ng, h�s bra�n seeth�ng w�th projects;



and of an even�ng threw off sketches on b�ts of paper, �n the lamp-
l�ght, w�thout be�ng able to dec�de by what he ought to beg�n the
ser�es of grand product�ons that he dreamt about.

One ser�ous obstacle was the smallness of h�s stud�o. If he had
only had the old garret of the Qua� de Bourbon, or even the huge
d�n�ng-room of Bennecourt! But what could he do �n that oblong str�p
of space, that k�nd of passage, wh�ch the landlord of the house
�mpudently let to pa�nters for four hundred francs a year, after roof�ng
�t �n w�th glass? The worst was that the slop�ng glazed roof looked to
the north, between two h�gh walls, and only adm�tted a green�sh
cellar-l�ke l�ght. He was therefore obl�ged to postpone h�s amb�t�ous
projects, and he dec�ded to beg�n w�th average-s�zed canvases,
w�sely say�ng to h�mself that the d�mens�ons of a p�cture are not a
proper test of an art�st’s gen�us.

The moment seemed to h�m favourable for the success of a
courageous art�st who, am�dst the break�ng up of the old schools,
would at length br�ng some or�g�nal�ty and s�ncer�ty �nto h�s work. The
formulas of recent t�mes were already shaken. Delacro�x had d�ed
w�thout leav�ng any d�sc�ples. Courbet had barely a few clumsy
�m�tators beh�nd h�m; the�r best p�eces would merely become so
many museum p�ctures, blackened by age, tokens only of the art of a
certa�n per�od. It seemed easy to foresee the new formula that would
spr�ng from the�rs, that rush of sunsh�ne, that l�mp�d dawn wh�ch was
r�s�ng �n new works under the nascent �nfluence of the ‘open a�r’
school. It was unden�able; those l�ght-toned pa�nt�ngs over wh�ch
people had laughed so much at the Salon of the Rejected were
secretly �nfluenc�ng many pa�nters, and gradually br�ghten�ng every
palette. Nobody, as yet, adm�tted �t, but the f�rst blow had been dealt,
and an evolut�on was beg�nn�ng, wh�ch became more percept�ble at
each succeed�ng Salon. And what a stroke �t would be �f, am�dst the
unconsc�ous cop�es of �mpotent essay�sts, am�dst the t�m�d artful
attempts of tr�cksters, a master were suddenly to reveal h�mself,
g�v�ng body to the new formula by d�nt of audac�ty and power, w�thout
comprom�se, show�ng �t such as �t should be, substant�al, ent�re, so
that �t m�ght become the truth of the end of the century!



In that f�rst hour of pass�on and hope, Claude, usually so harassed
by doubts, bel�eved �n h�s gen�us. He no longer exper�enced any of
those cr�ses, the angu�sh of wh�ch had dr�ven h�m for days �nto the
streets �n quest of h�s van�shed courage. A fever st�ffened h�m, he
worked on w�th the bl�nd obst�nacy of an art�st who d�ves �nto h�s
entra�ls, to drag therefrom the fru�t that tortures h�m. H�s long rest �n
the country had endowed h�m w�th s�ngular freshness of v�sual
percept�on, and joyous del�ght �n execut�on; he seemed to have been
born anew to h�s art, and endowed w�th a fac�l�ty and balance of
power he had never h�therto possessed. He also felt certa�n of
progress, and exper�enced great sat�sfact�on at some successful b�ts
of work, �n wh�ch h�s former ster�le efforts at last culm�nated. As he
had sa�d at Bennecourt, he had got hold of h�s ‘open a�r,’ that
caroll�ng ga�ety of t�nts wh�ch aston�shed h�s comrades when they
came to see h�m. They all adm�red, conv�nced that he would only
have to show h�s work to take a very h�gh place w�th �t, such was �ts
�nd�v�dual�ty of style, for the f�rst t�me show�ng nature flooded w�th
real l�ght, am�d all the play of reflect�ons and the constant var�at�ons
of colours.

Thus, for three years, Claude struggled on, w�thout weaken�ng,
spurred to further efforts by each rebuff, abandon�ng nought of h�s
�deas, but march�ng stra�ght before h�m, w�th all the v�gour of fa�th.

Dur�ng the f�rst year he went forth am�d the December snows to
place h�mself for four hours a day beh�nd the he�ghts of Montmartre,
at the corner of a patch of waste land whence as a background he
pa�nted some m�serable, low, tumble-down bu�ld�ngs, overtopped by
factory ch�mneys, wh�lst �n the foreground, am�dst the snow, he set a
g�rl and a ragged street rough devour�ng stolen apples. H�s obst�nacy
�n pa�nt�ng from nature greatly compl�cated h�s work, and gave r�se to
almost �nsuperable d�ff�cult�es. However, he f�n�shed th�s p�cture out
of doors; he merely cleaned and touched �t up a b�t �n h�s stud�o.
When the canvas was placed beneath the wan dayl�ght of the glazed
roof, he h�mself was startled by �ts brutal�ty. It showed l�ke a scene
beheld through a doorway open on the street. The snow bl�nded one.
The two f�gures, of a muddy grey �n t�nt, stood out, lamentable. He at
once felt that such a p�cture would not be accepted, but he d�d not try
to soften �t; he sent �t to the Salon, all the same. After swear�ng that



he would never aga�n try to exh�b�t, he now held the v�ew that one
should always present someth�ng to the hang�ng comm�ttee �f merely
to accentuate �ts wrong-do�ng. Bes�des, he adm�tted the ut�l�ty of the
Salon, the only battlef�eld on wh�ch an art�st m�ght come to the fore
at one stroke. The hang�ng comm�ttee refused h�s p�cture.

The second year Claude sought a contrast. He selected a b�t of
the publ�c garden of Bat�gnolles �n May; �n the background were
some large chestnut trees cast�ng the�r shade around a corner of
greensward and several s�x-stor�ed houses; wh�le �n front, on a seat
of a crude green hue, some nurses and petty c�ts of the
ne�ghbourhood sat �n a l�ne watch�ng three l�ttle g�rls mak�ng sand
p�es. When perm�ss�on to pa�nt there had been obta�ned, he had
needed some hero�sm to br�ng h�s work to a successful �ssue am�d
the banter�ng crowd. At last he made up h�s m�nd to go there at f�ve
�n the morn�ng, �n order to pa�nt �n the background; reserv�ng the
f�gures, he contented h�mself w�th mak�ng mere sketches of them
from nature, and f�n�sh�ng them �n h�s stud�o. Th�s t�me h�s p�cture
seemed to h�m less crude; �t had acqu�red some of the wan, softened
l�ght wh�ch descended through the glass roof. He thought h�s p�cture
accepted, for all h�s fr�ends pronounced �t to be a masterp�ece, and
went about say�ng that �t would revolut�on�se the Salon. There was
stupefact�on and �nd�gnat�on when a fresh refusal of the hang�ng
comm�ttee was rumoured. The comm�ttee’s �ntent�ons could not be
den�ed: �t was a quest�on of systemat�cally strangl�ng an or�g�nal
art�st. He, after h�s f�rst burst of pass�on, vented all h�s anger upon
h�s work, wh�ch he st�gmat�sed as false, d�shonest, and execrable. It
was a well-deserved lesson, wh�ch he should remember: ought he to
have relapsed �nto that cellar-l�ke stud�o l�ght? Was he go�ng to revert
to the f�lthy cook�ng of �mag�nary f�gures? When the p�cture came
back, he took a kn�fe and r�pped �t from top to bottom.

And so dur�ng the th�rd year he obst�nately to�led on a work of
revolt. He wanted the blaz�ng sun, that Par�s sun wh�ch, on certa�n
days, turns the pavement to a wh�te heat �n the dazzl�ng reflect�on
from the house frontages. Nowhere �s �t hotter; even people from
burn�ng cl�mes mop the�r faces; you would say you were �n some
reg�on of Afr�ca beneath the heav�ly ra�n�ng glow of a sky on f�re. The
subject Claude chose was a corner of the Place du Carrousel, at one



o’clock �n the afternoon, when the sunrays fall vert�cally. A cab was
jolt�ng along, �ts dr�ver half asleep, �ts horse steam�ng, w�th droop�ng
head, vague am�d the throbb�ng heat. The passers-by seemed, as �t
were, �ntox�cated, w�th the one except�on of a young woman, who,
rosy and gay under her parasol, walked on w�th an easy queen-l�ke
step, as �f the f�ery element were her proper sphere. But what
espec�ally rendered th�s p�cture terr�ble was a new �nterpretat�on of
the effects of l�ght, a very accurate decompos�t�on of the sunrays,
wh�ch ran counter to all the hab�ts of eyes�ght, by emphas�s�ng blues,
yellows and reds, where nobody had been accustomed to see any.
In the background the Tu�ler�es van�shed �n a golden sh�mmer; the
pav�ng-stones bled, so to say; the f�gures were only so many
�nd�cat�ons, sombre patches eaten �nto by the v�v�d glare. Th�s t�me
h�s comrades, wh�le st�ll pra�s�ng, looked embarrassed, all se�zed
w�th the same apprehens�ons. Such pa�nt�ng could only lead to
martyrdom. He, am�dst the�r pra�ses, understood well enough the
rupture that was tak�ng place, and when the hang�ng comm�ttee had
once more closed the Salon aga�nst h�m, he dolorously excla�med, �n
a moment of luc�d�ty:

‘All r�ght; �t’s an understood th�ng—I’ll d�e at the task.’
However, although h�s obst�nate courage seemed to �ncrease, he

now and then gradually relapsed �nto h�s former doubts, consumed
by the struggle he was wag�ng w�th nature. Every canvas that came
back to h�m seemed bad to h�m—above all �ncomplete, not real�s�ng
what he had a�med at. It was th�s �dea of �mpotence that exasperated
h�m even more than the refusals of the hang�ng comm�ttee. No doubt
he d�d not forg�ve the latter; h�s works, even �n an embryo state, were
a hundred t�mes better than all the trash wh�ch was accepted. But
what suffer�ng he felt at be�ng ever unable to show h�mself �n all h�s
strength, �n such a master-p�ece as he could not br�ng h�s gen�us to
y�eld! There were always some superb b�ts �n h�s pa�nt�ngs. He felt
sat�sf�ed w�th th�s, that, and the other. Why, then, were there sudden
vo�ds? Why were there �nfer�or b�ts, wh�ch he d�d not perce�ve wh�le
he was at work, but wh�ch afterwards utterly k�lled the p�cture l�ke
�neffaceable defects? And he felt qu�te unable to make any
correct�ons; at certa�n moments a wall rose up, an �nsuperable
obstacle, beyond wh�ch he was forb�dden to venture. If he touched



up the part that d�spleased h�m a score of t�mes, so a score of t�mes
d�d he aggravate the ev�l, t�ll everyth�ng became qu�te muddled and
messy.

He grew anx�ous, and fa�led to see th�ngs clearly; h�s brush
refused to obey h�m, and h�s w�ll was paralysed. Was �t h�s hands or
h�s eyes that ceased to belong to h�m am�d those progress�ve
attacks of the hered�tary d�sorder that had already made h�m
anx�ous? Those attacks became more frequent; he once more
lapsed �nto horr�ble weeks, wear�ng h�mself out, osc�llat�ng betw�xt
uncerta�nty and hope; and h�s only support dur�ng those terr�ble
hours, wh�ch he spent �n a desperate hand-to-hand struggle w�th h�s
rebell�ous work, was the consol�ng dream of h�s future masterp�ece,
the one w�th wh�ch he would at last be fully sat�sf�ed, �n pa�nt�ng
wh�ch h�s hands would show all the energy and deftness of true
creat�ve sk�ll. By some ever-recurr�ng phenomenon, h�s long�ng to
create outstr�pped the qu�ckness of h�s f�ngers; he never worked at
one p�cture w�thout plann�ng the one that was to follow. Then all that
rema�ned to h�m was an eager des�re to r�d h�mself of the work on
wh�ch he was engaged, for �t brought h�m torture; no doubt �t would
be good for noth�ng; he was st�ll mak�ng fatal concess�ons, hav�ng
recourse to tr�ckery, to everyth�ng that a true art�st should ban�sh
from h�s consc�ence. But what he meant to do after that—ah! what
he meant to do—he beheld �t superb and hero�c, above attack and
�ndestruct�ble. All th�s was the everlast�ng m�rage that goads on the
condemned d�sc�ples of art, a falsehood that comes �n a sp�r�t of
tenderness and compass�on, and w�thout wh�ch product�on would
become �mposs�ble to those who d�e of the�r fa�lure to create l�fe.

In add�t�on to those constantly renewed struggles w�th h�mself,
Claude’s mater�al d�ff�cult�es now �ncreased. Was �t not enough that
he could not g�ve b�rth to what he felt ex�st�ng w�th�n h�m? Must he
also battle w�th every-day cares? Though he refused to adm�t �t,
pa�nt�ng from nature �n the open a�r became �mposs�ble when a
p�cture was beyond a certa�n s�ze. How could he settle h�mself �n the
streets am�dst the crowd?—how obta�n from each person the
necessary number of s�tt�ngs? That sort of pa�nt�ng must ev�dently be
conf�ned to certa�n determ�ned subjects, landscapes, small corners
of the c�ty, �n wh�ch the f�gures would be but so many s�lhouettes,



pa�nted �n afterwards. There were also a thousand and one
d�ff�cult�es connected w�th the weather; the w�nd wh�ch threatened to
carry off the easel, the ra�n wh�ch obl�ged one to �nterrupt one’s work.
On such days Claude came home �n a rage, shak�ng h�s f�st at the
sky and accus�ng nature of res�st�ng h�m �n order that he m�ght not
take and vanqu�sh her. He also compla�ned b�tterly of be�ng poor; for
h�s dream was to have a movable stud�o, a veh�cle �n Par�s, a boat
on the Se�ne, �n both of wh�ch he would have l�ved l�ke an art�st�c
g�psy. But noth�ng came to h�s a�d, everyth�ng consp�red aga�nst h�s
work.

And Chr�st�ne suffered w�th Claude. She had shared h�s hopes
very bravely, br�ghten�ng the stud�o w�th her housew�fely act�v�ty; but
now she sat down, d�scouraged, when she saw h�m powerless. At
each p�cture wh�ch was refused she d�splayed st�ll deeper gr�ef, hurt
�n her womanly self-love, tak�ng that pr�de �n success wh�ch all
women have. The pa�nter’s b�tterness soured her also; she entered
�nto h�s feel�ngs and pass�ons, �dent�f�ed herself w�th h�s tastes,
defended h�s pa�nt�ng, wh�ch had become, as �t were, part of herself,
the one great concern of the�r l�ves—�ndeed, the only �mportant one
henceforth, s�nce �t was the one whence she expected all her
happ�ness. She understood well enough that art robbed her more
and more of her lover each day, but the real struggle between herself
and art had not yet begun. For the t�me she y�elded, and let herself
be carr�ed away w�th Claude, so that they m�ght be but one—one
only �n the self-same effort. From that part�al abd�cat�on of self there
sprang, however, a sadness, a dread of what m�ght be �n store for
her later on. Every now and then a shudder ch�lled her to the very
heart. She felt herself grow�ng old, wh�le �ntense melancholy upset
her, an unreason�ng long�ng to weep, wh�ch she sat�sf�ed �n the
gloomy stud�o for hours together, when she was alone there.

At that per�od her heart expanded, as �t were, and a mother sprang
from the lov�ng woman. That motherly feel�ng for her b�g art�st ch�ld
was made up of all the vague �nf�n�te p�ty wh�ch f�lled her w�th
tenderness, of the �llog�cal f�ts of weakness �nto wh�ch she saw h�m
fall each hour, of the constant pardons wh�ch she was obl�ged to
grant h�m. He was beg�nn�ng to make her unhappy, h�s caresses
were few and far between, a look of wear�ness constantly



overspread h�s features. How could she love h�m then �f not w�th that
other affect�on of every moment, rema�n�ng �n adorat�on before h�m,
and unceas�ngly sacr�f�c�ng herself? In her �nmost be�ng �nsat�able
pass�on st�ll l�ngered; she was st�ll the sensuous woman w�th th�ck
l�ps set �n obst�nately prom�nent jaws. Yet there was a gentle
melancholy, �n be�ng merely a mother to h�m, �n try�ng to make h�m
happy am�d that l�fe of the�rs wh�ch now was spo�lt.

L�ttle Jacques was the only one to suffer from that transfer of
tenderness. She neglected h�m more; the man, h�s father, became
her ch�ld, and the poor l�ttle fellow rema�ned as mere test�mony of
the�r great pass�on of yore. As she saw h�m grow up, and no longer
requ�re so much care, she began to sacr�f�ce h�m, w�thout �ntent�onal
harshness, but merely because she felt l�ke that. At meal-t�mes she
only gave h�m the �nfer�or b�ts; the cos�est nook near the stove was
not for h�s l�ttle cha�r; �f ever the fear of an acc�dent made her tremble
now and then, her f�rst cry, her f�rst protect�ng movement was not for
her helpless ch�ld. She ever relegated h�m to the background,
suppressed h�m, as �t were: ‘Jacques, be qu�et; you t�re your father.
Jacques, keep st�ll; don’t you see that your father �s at work?’

The urch�n suffered from be�ng cooped up �n Par�s. He, who had
had the whole country-s�de to roll about �n, felt st�fled �n the narrow
space where he now had to keep qu�et. H�s rosy cheeks became
pale, he grew up puny, ser�ous, l�ke a l�ttle man, w�th eyes wh�ch
stared at th�ngs �n wonder. He was f�ve by now, and h�s head by a
s�ngular phenomenon had become d�sproport�onately large, �n such
w�se as to make h�s father say, ‘He has a great man’s nut!’ But the
ch�ld’s �ntell�gence seemed, on the contrary, to decrease �n
proport�on as h�s skull became larger. Very gentle and t�m�d, he
became absorbed �n thought for hours, �ncapable of answer�ng a
quest�on. And when he emerged from that state of �mmob�l�ty he had
mad f�ts of shout�ng and jump�ng, l�ke a young an�mal g�v�ng re�n to
�nst�nct. At such t�mes warn�ngs ‘to keep qu�et’ ra�ned upon h�m, for
h�s mother fa�led to understand h�s sudden outbursts, and became
uneasy at see�ng the father grow �rr�tated as he sat before h�s easel.
Gett�ng cross herself, she would then hast�ly seat the l�ttle fellow �n
h�s corner aga�n. Qu�eted all at once, g�v�ng the startled shudder of
one who has been too abruptly awakened, the ch�ld would after a



t�me doze off w�th h�s eyes w�de open, so careless of enjoy�ng l�fe
that h�s toys, corks, p�ctures, and empty colour-tubes dropped
l�stlessly from h�s hands. Chr�st�ne had already tr�ed to teach h�m h�s
alphabet, but he had cr�ed and struggled, so they had dec�ded to
wa�t another year or two before send�ng h�m to school, where h�s
masters would know how to make h�m learn.

Chr�st�ne at last began to grow fr�ghtened at the prospect of
�mpend�ng m�sery. In Par�s, w�th that grow�ng ch�ld bes�de them,
l�v�ng proved expens�ve, and the end of each month became terr�ble,
desp�te her efforts to save �n every d�rect�on. They had noth�ng
certa�n but Claude’s thousand francs a year; and how could they l�ve
on f�fty francs a month, wh�ch was all that was left to them after
deduct�ng four hundred francs for the rent? At f�rst they had got out
of embarrassment, thanks to the sale of a few p�ctures, Claude
hav�ng found Gagn�ère’s old amateur, one of those detested
bourgeo�s who possess the ardent souls of art�sts, desp�te the
monoman�acal hab�ts �n wh�ch they are conf�ned. Th�s one, M. Hue,
a ret�red ch�ef clerk �n a publ�c department, was unfortunately not r�ch
enough to be always buy�ng, and he could only bewa�l the
purbl�ndness of the publ�c, wh�ch once more allowed a gen�us to d�e
of starvat�on; for he h�mself, conv�nced, struck by grace at the f�rst
glance, had selected Claude’s crudest works, wh�ch he hung by the
s�de of h�s Delacro�x, pred�ct�ng equal fortune for them. The worst
was that Papa Malgras had just ret�red after mak�ng h�s fortune. It
was but a modest competence after all, an �ncome of about ten
thousand francs, upon wh�ch he had dec�ded to l�ve �n a l�ttle house
at Bo�s Colombes, l�ke the careful man he was.

It was h�ghly amus�ng to hear h�m speak of the famous Naudet, full
of d�sda�n for the m�ll�ons turned over by that speculator, ‘m�ll�ons that
would some day fall upon h�s nose,’ sa�d Malgras. Claude, hav�ng
casually met h�m, only succeeded �n sell�ng h�m a last p�cture, one of
h�s sketches from the nude made at the Bout�n stud�o, that superb
study of a woman’s trunk wh�ch the erstwh�le dealer had not been
able to see afresh w�thout feel�ng a rev�val of h�s old pass�on for �t.
So m�sery was �mm�nent; outlets were clos�ng �nstead of new ones
open�ng; d�squ�et�ng rumours were beg�nn�ng to c�rculate concern�ng
the young pa�nter’s works, so constantly rejected at the Salon; and



bes�des, Claude’s style of art, so revolut�onary and �mperfect, �n
wh�ch the startled eye found nought of adm�tted convent�onal�ty,
would of �tself have suff�ced to dr�ve away wealthy buyers. One
even�ng, be�ng unable to settle h�s b�ll at h�s colour shop, the pa�nter
had excla�med that he would l�ve upon the cap�tal of h�s �ncome
rather than lower h�mself to the degrad�ng product�on of trade
p�ctures. But Chr�st�ne had v�olently opposed such an extreme
measure; she would retrench st�ll further; �n short, she preferred
anyth�ng to such madness, wh�ch would end by throw�ng them �nto
the streets w�thout even bread to eat.

After the reject�on of Claude’s th�rd p�cture, the summer proved so
wonderfully f�ne that the pa�nter seemed to der�ve new strength from
�t. There was not a cloud; l�mp�d l�ght streamed day after day upon
the g�ant act�v�ty of Par�s. Claude had resumed h�s peregr�nat�ons
through the c�ty, determ�ned to f�nd a masterstroke, as he expressed
�t, someth�ng huge, someth�ng dec�s�ve, he d�d not exactly know
what. September came, and st�ll he had found noth�ng that sat�sf�ed
h�m; he s�mply went mad for a week about one or another subject,
and then declared that �t was not the th�ng after all. H�s l�fe was spent
�n constant exc�tement; he was ever on the watch, on the po�nt of
sett�ng h�s hand on the real�sat�on of h�s dream, wh�ch always flew
away. In real�ty, beneath h�s �ntractable real�sm lay the superst�t�on of
a nervous woman; he bel�eved �n occult and complex �nfluences;
everyth�ng, luck or �ll-luck, must depend upon the v�ew selected.

One afternoon—�t was one of the last f�ne days of the season—
Claude took Chr�st�ne out w�th h�m, leav�ng l�ttle Jacques �n the
charge of the doorkeeper, a k�nd old woman, as was the�r wont when
they wanted to go out together. That day the young pa�nter was
possessed by a sudden wh�m to ramble about and rev�s�t �n
Chr�st�ne’s company the nooks beloved �n other days; and beh�nd
th�s des�re of h�s there lurked a vague hope that she would br�ng h�m
luck. And thus they went as far as the Pont Lou�s-Ph�l�ppe, and
rema�ned for a quarter of an hour on the Qua� des Ormes, s�lent,
lean�ng aga�nst the parapet, and look�ng at the old Hôtel du Martoy,
across the Se�ne, where they had f�rst loved each other. Then, st�ll
w�thout say�ng a word, they went the�r former round; they started
along the quays, under the plane trees, see�ng the past r�se up



before them at every step. Everyth�ng spread out aga�n: the br�dges
w�th the�r arches open�ng upon the sheeny water; the C�té,
enveloped �n shade, above wh�ch rose the flavescent towers of
Notre-Dame; the great curve of the r�ght bank flooded w�th sunl�ght,
and end�ng �n the �nd�st�nct s�lhouette of the Pav�llon de Flore,
together w�th the broad avenues, the monuments and ed�f�ces on
both banks, and all the l�fe of the r�ver, the float�ng wash-houses, the
baths, and the l�ghters.

As of old, the orb �n �ts decl�ne followed them, seem�ngly roll�ng
along the d�stant housetops, and assum�ng a crescent shape, as �t
appeared from beh�nd the dome of the Inst�tute. There was a
dazzl�ng sunset, they had never beheld a more magn�f�cent one,
such a majest�c descent am�dst t�ny cloudlets that changed �nto
purple network, between the meshes of wh�ch a shower of gold
escaped. But of the past that thus rose up before the�r eyes there
came to them nought but �nv�nc�ble sadness—a sensat�on that th�ngs
escaped them, and that �t was �mposs�ble for them to retrace the�r
way up stream and l�ve the�r l�fe over aga�n. All those old stones
rema�ned cold. The constant current beneath the br�dges, the water
that had ever flowed onward and onward, seemed to have borne
away someth�ng of the�r own selves, the del�ght of early des�re and
the joyfulness of hope. Now that they belonged to one another, they
no longer tasted the s�mple happ�ness born of feel�ng the warm
pressure of the�r arms as they strolled on slowly, enveloped by the
m�ghty v�tal�ty of Par�s.

On reach�ng the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères, Claude, �n sheer despa�r,
stopped short. He had rel�nqu�shed Chr�st�ne’s arm, and had turned
h�s face towards the po�nt of the C�té. She no doubt felt the
severance that was tak�ng place and became very sad. See�ng that
he l�ngered there obl�v�ously, she w�shed to rega�n her hold upon
h�m.

‘My dear,’ sa�d she, ‘let us go home; �t’s t�me. Jacques w�ll be
wa�t�ng for us, you know.’

But he went half way across the br�dge, and she had to follow h�m.
Then once more he rema�ned mot�onless, w�th h�s eyes st�ll f�xed on
the C�té, on that �sland wh�ch ever rode at anchor, the cradle and



heart of Par�s, where for centur�es all the blood of her arter�es had
converged am�d the constant growth of faubourgs �nvad�ng the pla�n.
And a glow came over Claude’s face, h�s eyes sparkled, and at last
he made a sweep�ng gesture:

‘Look! Look!’
In the �mmed�ate foreground beneath them was the port of St.

N�colas, w�th the low shant�es serv�ng as off�ces for the �nspectors of
nav�gat�on, and the large paved r�ver-bank slop�ng down, l�ttered w�th
p�les of sand, barrels, and sacks, and edged w�th a row of l�ghters,
st�ll full, �n wh�ch busy lumpers swarmed beneath the g�gant�c arm of
an �ron crane. Then on the other s�de of the r�ver, above a cold
sw�mm�ng-bath, resound�ng w�th the shouts of the last bathers of the
season, the str�ps of grey l�nen that served as a roof�ng flapped �n
the w�nd. In the m�ddle, the open stream flowed on �n r�ppl�ng,
green�sh wavelets t�pped here and there w�th wh�te, blue, and p�nk.
And then there came the Pont des Arts, stand�ng back, h�gh above
the water on �ts �ron g�rders, l�ke black lace-work, and an�mated by a
ceaseless process�on of foot-passengers, who looked l�ke ants
career�ng over the narrow l�ne of the hor�zontal plane. Below, the
Se�ne flowed away to the far d�stance; you saw the old arches of the
Pont-Neuf, browny w�th stone-rust; on the left, as far as the Isle of St.
Lou�s, came a m�rror-l�ke gap; and the other arm of the r�ver curved
sharply, the lock gates of the M�nt shutt�ng out the v�ew w�th a bar of
foam. Along the Pont-Neuf passed b�g yellow omn�buses, motley
veh�cles of all k�nds, w�th the mechan�cal regular�ty of so many
ch�ldren’s toys. The whole of the background was �nframed w�th�n the
perspect�ve of the two banks; on the r�ght were houses on the quays,
partly h�dden by a cluster of lofty trees, from beh�nd wh�ch on the
hor�zon there emerged a corner of the Hôtel de V�lle, together w�th
the square clock tower of St. Gerva�s, both look�ng as �nd�st�nct as �f
they had stood far away �n the suburbs. And on the left bank there
was a w�ng of the Inst�tute, the flat frontage of the M�nt, and yet
another enf�lade of trees.

But the centre of the �mmense p�cture, that wh�ch rose most
prom�nently from the stream and soared to the sky, was the C�té,
show�ng l�ke the prow of an ant�que vessel, ever burn�shed by the



sett�ng sun. Down below, the poplars on the str�p of ground that jo�ns
the two sect�ons of the Pont-Neuf h�d the statue of Henr� IV. w�th a
dense mass of green fol�age. H�gher up, the sun set the two l�nes of
frontages �n contrast, wrapp�ng the grey bu�ld�ngs of the Qua� de
l’Horloge �n shade, and �llum�n�ng w�th a blaze those of the Qua� des
Orfèvres, rows of �rregular houses wh�ch stood out so clearly that
one d�st�ngu�shed the smallest deta�ls, the shops, the s�gnboards,
even the curta�ns at the w�ndows. H�gher up, am�d the jagged
outl�nes of ch�mney stacks, beh�nd a slant�ng chess-board of smaller
roofs, the pepper-caster turrets of the Pala�s de Just�ce and the
garrets of the Prefecture of Pol�ce d�splayed sheets of slate,
�ntersected by a colossal advert�sement pa�nted �n blue upon a wall,
w�th g�gant�c letters wh�ch, v�s�ble to all Par�s, seemed l�ke some
efflorescence of the fever�sh l�fe of modern t�mes sprout�ng on the
c�ty’s brow. H�gher, h�gher st�ll, betw�xt the tw�n towers of Notre-
Dame, of the colour of old gold, two arrows darted upwards, the
sp�re of the cathedral �tself, and to the left that of the Sa�nte-
Chapelle, both so elegantly sl�m that they seemed to qu�ver �n the
breeze, as �f they had been the proud topmasts of the anc�ent vessel
r�s�ng �nto the br�ghtness of the open sky.

‘Are you com�ng, dear?’ asked Chr�st�ne, gently.
Claude d�d not l�sten to her; th�s, the heart of Par�s, had taken full

possess�on of h�m. The splend�d even�ng seemed to w�den the
hor�zon. There were patches of v�v�d l�ght, and of clearly def�ned
shadow; there was a br�ghtness �n the prec�s�on of each deta�l, a
transparency �n the a�r, wh�ch throbbed w�th gladness. And the r�ver
l�fe, the turmo�l of the quays, all the people, stream�ng along the
streets, roll�ng over the br�dges, arr�v�ng from every s�de of that huge
cauldron, Par�s, steamed there �n v�s�ble b�llows, w�th a qu�ver that
was apparent �n the sunl�ght. There was a l�ght breeze, h�gh aloft a
fl�ght of small cloudlets crossed the pal�ng azure sky, and one could
hear a slow but m�ghty palp�tat�on, as �f the soul of Par�s here dwelt
around �ts cradle.

But Chr�st�ne, fr�ghtened at see�ng Claude so absorbed, and
se�zed herself w�th a k�nd of rel�g�ous awe, took hold of h�s arm and



dragged h�m away, as �f she had felt that some great danger was
threaten�ng h�m.

‘Let us go home. You are do�ng yourself harm. I want to get back.’
At her touch he started l�ke a man d�sturbed �n sleep. Then, turn�ng

h�s head to take a last look, he muttered: ‘Ah! heavens! Ah! heavens,
how beaut�ful!’

He allowed h�mself to be led away. But throughout the even�ng,
f�rst at d�nner, afterwards bes�de the stove, and unt�l he went to bed,
he rema�ned l�ke one dazed, so deep �n h�s cog�tat�ons that he d�d
not utter half a dozen sentences. And Chr�st�ne, fa�l�ng to draw from
h�m any answer to her quest�ons, at last became s�lent also. She
looked at h�m anx�ously; was �t the approach of some ser�ous �llness,
had he �nhaled some bad a�r wh�lst stand�ng m�dway across the
br�dge yonder? H�s eyes stared vaguely �nto space, h�s face flushed
as �f w�th some �nner stra�n�ng. One would have thought �t the mute
trava�l of germ�nat�on, as �f someth�ng were spr�ng�ng �nto l�fe w�th�n
h�m.

The next morn�ng, �mmed�ately after breakfast, he set off, and
Chr�st�ne spent a very sorrowful day, for although she had become
more easy �n m�nd on hear�ng h�m wh�stle some of h�s old southern
tunes as he got up, she was worr�ed by another matter, wh�ch she
had not ment�oned to h�m for fear of damp�ng h�s sp�r�ts aga�n. That
day they would for the f�rst t�me lack everyth�ng; a whole week
separated them from the date when the�r l�ttle �ncome would fall due,
and she had spent her last copper that morn�ng. She had noth�ng left
for the even�ng, not even the wherew�thal to buy a loaf. To whom
could she apply? How could she manage to h�de the truth any longer
from h�m when he came home hungry? She made up her m�nd to
pledge the black s�lk dress wh�ch Madame Vanzade had formerly
g�ven her, but �t was w�th a heavy heart; she trembled w�th fear and
shame at the �dea of the pawnshop, that fam�l�ar resort of the poor
wh�ch she had never as yet entered. And she was tortured by such
apprehens�on about the future, that from the ten francs wh�ch were
lent her she only took enough to make a sorrel soup and a stew of
potatoes. On com�ng out of the pawn-off�ce, a meet�ng w�th
somebody she knew had g�ven her the f�n�sh�ng stroke.



As �t happened, Claude came home very late, gest�culat�ng
merr�ly, and h�s eyes very br�ght, as �f he were exc�ted by some
secret joy; he was very hungry, and grumbled because the cloth was
not la�d. Then, hav�ng sat down between Chr�st�ne and l�ttle Jacques,
he swallowed h�s soup and devoured a plateful of potatoes.

‘Is that all?’ he asked, when he had f�n�shed. ‘You m�ght as well
have added a scrap of meat. D�d you have to buy some boots
aga�n?’

She stammered, not dar�ng to tell h�m the truth, but hurt at heart by
th�s �njust�ce. He, however, went on chaff�ng her about the coppers
she juggled away to buy herself th�ngs w�th; and gett�ng more and
more exc�ted, am�d the egot�sm of feel�ngs wh�ch he seem�ngly
w�shed to keep to h�mself, he suddenly flew out at Jacques.

‘Hold your no�se, you brat!—you dr�ve one mad.’
The ch�ld, forgett�ng all about h�s d�nner, had been tapp�ng the

edge of h�s plate w�th h�s spoon, h�s eyes full of m�rthful del�ght at
th�s mus�c.

‘Jacques, be qu�et,’ scold�ngly sa�d h�s mother, �n her turn. ‘Let
your father have h�s d�nner �n peace.’

Then the l�ttle one, abashed, at once became very qu�et, and
relapsed �nto gloomy st�llness, w�th h�s lustreless eyes f�xed on h�s
potatoes, wh�ch, however, he d�d not eat.

Claude made a show of stuff�ng h�mself w�th cheese, wh�le
Chr�st�ne, qu�te gr�eved, offered to fetch some cold meat from a ham
and beef shop; but he decl�ned, and prevented her go�ng by words
that pa�ned her st�ll more. Then, the table hav�ng been cleared, they
all sat round the lamp for the even�ng, she sew�ng, the l�ttle one
turn�ng over a p�cture-book �n s�lence, and Claude drumm�ng on the
table w�th h�s f�ngers, h�s m�nd the wh�le wander�ng back to the spot
whence he had come. Suddenly he rose, sat down aga�n w�th a
sheet of paper and a penc�l, and began sketch�ng rap�dly, �n the v�v�d
c�rcle of l�ght that fell from under the lamp-shade. And such was h�s
long�ng to g�ve outward express�on to the tumultuous �deas beat�ng
�n h�s skull, that soon th�s sketch d�d not suff�ce for h�s rel�ef. On the
contrary, �t goaded h�m on, and he f�n�shed by unburthen�ng h�s m�nd
�n a flood of words. He would have shouted to the walls; and �f he



addressed h�mself to h�s w�fe �t was because she happened to be
there.

‘Look, that’s what we saw yesterday. It’s magn�f�cent. I spent three
hours there to-day. I’ve got hold of what I want—someth�ng
wonderful, someth�ng that’ll knock everyth�ng else to p�eces. Just
look! I stat�on myself under the br�dge; �n the �mmed�ate foreground I
have the Port of St. N�colas, w�th �ts crane, �ts l�ghters wh�ch are
be�ng unloaded, and �ts crowd of labourers. Do you see the �dea—�t’s
Par�s at work—all those brawny fellows d�splay�ng the�r bare arms
and chests? Then on the other s�de I have the sw�mm�ng-baths—
Par�s at play—and some sk�ff there, no doubt, to occupy the centre
of the compos�t�on; but of that I am not as yet certa�n. I must feel my
way. As a matter of course, the Se�ne w�ll be �n the m�ddle, broad,
�mmense.’

Wh�le talk�ng, he kept on �nd�cat�ng outl�nes w�th h�s penc�l,
th�cken�ng h�s strokes over and over aga�n, and tear�ng the paper �n
h�s very energy. She, �n order to please h�m, bent over the sketch,
pretend�ng to grow very �nterested �n h�s explanat�ons. But there was
such a labyr�nth of l�nes, such a confus�on of summary deta�ls, that
she fa�led to d�st�ngu�sh anyth�ng.

‘You are follow�ng me, aren’t you?’
‘Yes, yes, very beaut�ful �ndeed.’
‘Then I have the background, the two arms of the r�vet w�th the�r

quays, the C�té, r�s�ng up tr�umphantly �n the centre, and stand�ng out
aga�nst the sky. Ah! that background, what a marvel! People see �t
every day, pass before �t w�thout stopp�ng; but �t takes hold of one all
the same; one’s adm�rat�on accumulates, and one f�ne afternoon �t
bursts forth. Noth�ng �n the world can be grander; �t �s Par�s herself,
glor�ous �n the sunl�ght. Ah! what a fool I was not to th�nk of �t before!
How many t�mes I have looked at �t w�thout see�ng! However, I
stumbled on �t after that ramble along the quays! And, do you
remember, there’s a dash of shadow on that s�de; wh�le here the
sunrays fall qu�te stra�ght. The towers are yonder; the sp�re of the
Sa�nte-Chapelle tapers upward, as sl�m as a needle po�nt�ng to the
sky. But no, �t’s more to the r�ght. Wa�t, I’ll show you.’



He began aga�n, never weary�ng, but constantly retouch�ng the
sketch, and add�ng �nnumerable l�ttle character�st�c deta�ls wh�ch h�s
pa�nter’s eye had not�ced; here the red s�gnboard of a d�stant shop
v�brated �n the l�ght; closer by was a green�sh b�t of the Se�ne, on
whose surface large patches of o�l seemed to be float�ng; and then
there was the del�cate tone of a tree, the gamut of greys suppl�ed by
the house frontages, and the lum�nous cast of the sky. She
compla�santly approved of all he sa�d and tr�ed to look del�ghted.

But Jacques once aga�n forgot what he had been told. After long
rema�n�ng s�lent before h�s book, absorbed �n the contemplat�on of a
wood-cut dep�ct�ng a black cat, he began to hum some words of h�s
own compos�t�on: ‘Oh, you pretty cat; oh, you ugly cat; oh, you pretty,
ugly cat,’ and so on, ad �nf�n�tum, ever �n the same lugubr�ous
manner.

Claude, who was made f�dgety by the buzz�ng no�se, d�d not at
f�rst understand what was upsett�ng h�m. But after a t�me the ch�ld’s
harass�ng phrase fell clearly upon h�s ear.

‘Haven’t you done worry�ng us w�th your cat?’ he shouted fur�ously.
‘Hold your tongue, Jacques, when your father �s talk�ng!’ repeated

Chr�st�ne.
Upon my word, I do bel�eve he �s becom�ng an �d�ot. Just look at

h�s head, �f �t �sn’t l�ke an �d�ot’s. It’s dreadful. Just say; what do you
mean by your pretty and ugly cat?’

The l�ttle fellow, turn�ng pale and wagg�ng h�s b�g head, looked
stup�d, and repl�ed: ‘Don’t know.’

Then, as h�s father and mother gazed at each other w�th a
d�scouraged a�r, he rested h�s cheek on the open p�cture-book, and
rema�ned l�ke that, ne�ther st�rr�ng nor speak�ng, but w�th h�s eyes
w�de open.

It was gett�ng late; Chr�st�ne wanted to put h�m to bed, but Claude
had already resumed h�s explanat�ons. He now told her that, the very
next morn�ng, he should go and make a sketch on the spot, just �n
order to f�x h�s �deas. And, as he rattled on, he began to talk of
buy�ng a small camp easel, a th�ng upon wh�ch he had set h�s heart
for months. He kept harp�ng on the subject, and spoke of money



matters t�ll she at last became embarrassed, and ended by tell�ng
h�m of everyth�ng—the last copper she had spent that morn�ng, and
the s�lk dress she had pledged �n order to d�ne that even�ng.
Thereupon he became very remorseful and affect�onate; he k�ssed
her and asked her forg�veness for hav�ng compla�ned about the
d�nner. She would excuse h�m, surely; he would have k�lled father
and mother, as he kept on repeat�ng, when that confounded pa�nt�ng
got hold of h�m. As for the pawn-shop, �t made h�m laugh; he def�ed
m�sery.

‘I tell you that we are all r�ght,’ he excla�med. ‘That p�cture means
success.’

She kept s�lent, th�nk�ng about her meet�ng of the morn�ng, wh�ch
she w�shed to h�de from h�m; but w�thout apparent cause or
trans�t�on, �n the k�nd of torpor that had come over her, the words she
would have kept back rose �nv�nc�bly to her l�ps.

‘Madame Vanzade �s dead,’ she sa�d.
He looked surpr�sed. Ah! really? How d�d she, Chr�st�ne, know �t?
‘I met the old man-servant. Oh, he’s a gentleman by now, look�ng

very spr�ghtly, �n sp�te of h�s seventy years. I d�d not know h�m aga�n.
It was he who spoke to me. Yes, she d�ed s�x weeks ago. Her
m�ll�ons have gone to var�ous char�t�es, w�th the except�on of an
annu�ty to the old servants, upon wh�ch they are l�v�ng snugly l�ke
people of the m�ddle-classes.’

He looked at her, and at last murmured, �n a saddened vo�ce: ‘My
poor Chr�st�ne, you are regrett�ng th�ngs now, aren’t you? She would
have g�ven you a marr�age port�on, have found you a husband! I told
you so �n days gone by. She would, perhaps, have left you all her
money, and you wouldn’t now be starv�ng w�th a crazy fellow l�ke
myself.’

She then seemed to wake from her dream. She drew her cha�r to
h�s, caught hold of one of h�s arms and nestled aga�nst h�m, as �f her
whole be�ng protested aga�nst h�s words:

‘What are you say�ng? Oh! no; oh! no. It would have been
shameful to have thought of her money. I would confess �t to you �f �t
were the case, and you know that I never tell l�es; but I myself don’t



know what came over me when I heard the news. I felt upset and
saddened, so sad that I �mag�ned everyth�ng was over for me. It was
no doubt remorse; yes, remorse at hav�ng deserted her so brutally,
poor �nval�d that she was, the good old soul who called me her
daughter! I behaved very badly, and �t won’t br�ng me luck. Ah! don’t
say “No,” I feel �t well enough; henceforth there’s an end to
everyth�ng for me.’

Then she wept, choked by those confused regrets, the
s�gn�f�cance of wh�ch she fa�led to understand, regrets m�ngl�ng w�th
the one feel�ng that her l�fe was spo�lt, and that she now had noth�ng
but unhapp�ness before her.

‘Come, w�pe your eyes,’ sa�d Claude, becom�ng affect�onate once
more. ‘Is �t poss�ble that you, who were never nervous, can conjure
up ch�meras and worry yourself �n th�s way? Dash �t all, we shall get
out of our d�ff�cult�es! F�rst of all, you know that �t was through you
that I found the subject for my p�cture. There cannot be much of a
curse upon you, s�nce you br�ng me luck.’

He laughed, and she shook her head, see�ng well enough that he
wanted to make her sm�le. She was suffer�ng on account of h�s
p�cture already; for on the br�dge he had completely forgotten her, as
�f she had ceased to belong to h�m! And, s�nce the prev�ous n�ght,
she had real�sed that he was farther and farther removed from her,
alone �n a world to wh�ch she could not ascend. But she allowed h�m
to soothe her, and they exchanged one of the�r k�sses of yore, before
r�s�ng from the table to ret�re to rest.

L�ttle Jacques had heard noth�ng. Benumbed by h�s st�llness, he
had fallen asleep, w�th h�s cheek on h�s p�cture-book; and h�s b�g
head, so heavy at t�mes that �t bent h�s neck, looked pale �n the
lampl�ght. Poor l�ttle offspr�ng of gen�us, wh�ch, when �t begets at all,
so often begets �d�ocy or phys�cal �mperfect�on! When h�s mother put
h�m to bed Jacques d�d not even open h�s eyes.

It was only at th�s per�od that the �dea of marry�ng Chr�st�ne came
to Claude. Though y�eld�ng to the adv�ce of Sandoz, who expressed
h�s surpr�se at the prolongat�on of an �rregular s�tuat�on wh�ch no
c�rcumstances just�f�ed, he more part�cularly gave way to a feel�ng of
p�ty, to a des�re to show h�mself k�nd to h�s m�stress, and to w�n



forg�veness for h�s del�nquenc�es. He had seen her so sad of late, so
uneasy w�th respect to the future, that he d�d not know how to rev�ve
her sp�r�ts. He h�mself was grow�ng soured, and relaps�ng �nto h�s
former f�ts of anger, treat�ng her, at t�mes, l�ke a servant, to whom
one fl�ngs a week’s not�ce. Be�ng h�s lawful w�fe, she would, no
doubt, feel herself more �n her r�ghtful home, and would suffer less
from h�s rough behav�our. She herself, for that matter, had never
aga�n spoken of marr�age. She seemed to care noth�ng for earthly
th�ngs, but ent�rely reposed upon h�m; however, he understood well
enough that �t gr�eved her that she was not able to v�s�t at Sandoz’s.
Bes�des, they no longer l�ved am�d the freedom and sol�tude of the
country; they were �n Par�s, w�th �ts thousand and one petty sp�tes,
everyth�ng that �s calculated to wound a woman �n an �rregular
pos�t�on. In real�ty, he had noth�ng aga�nst marr�age save h�s old
prejud�ces, those of an art�st who takes l�fe as he l�sts. S�nce he was
never to leave her, why not afford her that pleasure? And, �n fact,
when he spoke to her about �t, she gave a loud cry and threw her
arms round h�s neck, surpr�sed at exper�enc�ng such great emot�on.
Dur�ng a whole week �t made her feel thoroughly happy. But her joy
subs�ded long before the ceremony.

Moreover, Claude d�d not hurry over any of the formal�t�es, and
they had to wa�t a long wh�le for the necessary papers. He cont�nued
gett�ng the sketches for h�s p�cture together, and she, l�ke h�mself,
d�d not seem �n the least �mpat�ent. What was the good? It would
assuredly make no d�fference �n the�r l�fe. They had dec�ded to be
marr�ed merely at the mun�c�pal off�ces, not �n v�ew of d�splay�ng any
contempt for rel�g�on, but to get the affa�r over qu�ckly and s�mply.
That would suff�ce. The quest�on of w�tnesses embarrassed them for
a moment. As she was absolutely unacqua�nted w�th anybody, he
selected Sandoz and Mahoudeau to act for her. For a moment he
had thought of replac�ng the latter by Dubuche, but he never saw the
arch�tect now, and he feared to comprom�se h�m. He, Claude, would
be content w�th Jory and Gagn�ère. In that way the affa�r would pass
off among fr�ends, and nobody would talk of �t.

Several weeks had gone by; they were �n December, and the
weather proved terr�bly cold. On the day before the wedd�ng,
although they barely had th�rty-f�ve francs left them, they agreed that



they could not send the�r w�tnesses away w�th a mere shake of the
hand; and, rather than have a lot of trouble �n the stud�o, they
dec�ded to offer them lunch at a small restaurant on the Boulevard
de Cl�chy, after wh�ch they would all go home.

In the morn�ng, wh�le Chr�st�ne was tack�ng a collar to a grey l�nsey
gown wh�ch, w�th the coquetry of woman, she had made for the
occas�on, �t occurred to Claude, who was already wear�ng h�s frock-
coat and k�ck�ng h�s heels �mpat�ently, to go and fetch Mahoudeau,
for the latter, he asserted, was qu�te capable of forgett�ng all about
the appo�ntment. S�nce autumn, the sculptor had been l�v�ng at
Montmartre, �n a small stud�o �n the Rue des T�lleuls. He had moved
th�ther �n consequence of a ser�es of affa�rs that had qu�te upset h�m.
F�rst of all, he had been turned out of the fru�terer’s shop �n the Rue
du Cherche-M�d� for not pay�ng h�s rent; then had come a def�n�te
rupture w�th Chaîne, who, despa�r�ng of be�ng able to l�ve by h�s
brush, had rushed �nto commerc�al enterpr�se, betak�ng h�mself to all
the fa�rs around Par�s as the manager of a k�nd of ‘fortune’s wheel’
belong�ng to a w�dow; wh�le last of all had come the sudden fl�ght of
Math�lde, her herbal�st’s bus�ness sold up, and she herself
d�sappear�ng, �t seemed, w�th some myster�ous adm�rer. At present
Mahoudeau l�ved all by h�mself �n greater m�sery than ever, only
eat�ng when he secured a job at scrap�ng some arch�tectural
ornaments, or prepar�ng work for some more prosperous fellow-
sculptor.

‘I am go�ng to fetch h�m, do you hear?’ Claude repeated to
Chr�st�ne. ‘We st�ll have a couple of hours before us. And, �f the
others come, make them wa�t. We’ll go to the mun�c�pal off�ces all
together.’

Once outs�de, Claude hurr�ed along �n the n�pp�ng cold wh�ch
loaded h�s moustache w�th �c�cles. Mahoudeau’s stud�o was at the
end of a conglomerat�on of tenements—‘rents,’ so to say—and he
had to cross a number of small gardens, wh�te w�th r�me, and
show�ng the bleak, st�ff melancholy of cemeter�es. He could
d�st�ngu�sh h�s fr�end’s place from afar on account of the colossal
plaster statue of the ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl,’ the once successful exh�b�t of
the Salon, for wh�ch there had not been suff�c�ent space �n the



narrow ground-floor stud�o. Thus �t was rott�ng out �n the open l�ke so
much rubb�sh shot from a cart, a lamentable spectacle, weather-
b�tten, r�ddled by the ra�n’s b�g, gr�my tears. The key was �n the door,
so Claude went �n.

‘Hallo! have you come to fetch me?’ sa�d Mahoudeau, �n surpr�se.
‘I’ve only got my hat to put on. But wa�t a b�t, I was ask�ng myself
whether �t wouldn’t be better to l�ght a l�ttle f�re. I am uneasy about
my woman there.’

Some water �n a bucket was �ce-bound. So cold was the stud�o
that �t froze �ns�de as hard as �t d�d out of doors, for, hav�ng been
penn�less for a whole week, Mahoudeau had g�ngerly eked out the
l�ttle coal rema�n�ng to h�m, only l�ght�ng the stove for an hour or two
of a morn�ng. H�s stud�o was a k�nd of trag�c cavern, compared w�th
wh�ch the shop of former days evoked rem�n�scences of snug
comfort, such was the tomb-l�ke ch�ll that fell on one’s shoulders from
the crev�ced ce�l�ng and the bare walls. In the var�ous corners some
statues, of less bulky d�mens�ons than the ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl,’ plaster
f�gures wh�ch had been modelled w�th pass�on and exh�b�ted, and
wh�ch had then come back for want of buyers, seemed to be
sh�ver�ng w�th the�r noses turned to the wall, form�ng a melancholy
row of cr�pples, some already badly damaged, show�ng mere stumps
of arms, and all dust-begr�med and clay-bespattered. Under the eyes
of the�r art�st creator, who had g�ven them h�s heart’s blood, those
wretched nud�t�es dragged out years of agony. At f�rst, no doubt, they
were preserved w�th jealous care, desp�te the lack of room, but then
they lapsed �nto the grotesque honor of all l�feless th�ngs, unt�l a day
came when, tak�ng up a mallet, he h�mself f�n�shed them off,
break�ng them �nto mere lumps of plaster, so as to be r�d of them.

‘You say we have got two hours, eh?’ resumed Mahoudeau. ‘Well,
I’ll just l�ght a b�t of f�re; �t w�ll be the w�ser perhaps.’

Then, wh�le l�ght�ng the stove, he began bewa�l�ng h�s fate �n an
angry vo�ce. What a dog’s l�fe a sculptor’s was! The most bungl�ng
stonemason was better off. A f�gure wh�ch the Government bought
for three thousand francs cost well n�gh two thousand, what w�th �ts
model, clay, marble or bronze, all sorts of expenses, �ndeed, and for
all that �t rema�ned bur�ed �n some off�c�al cellar on the pretext that



there was no room for �t elsewhere. The n�ches of the publ�c
bu�ld�ngs rema�ned empty, pedestals were awa�t�ng statues �n the
publ�c gardens. No matter, there was never any room! And there
were no poss�ble comm�ss�ons from pr�vate people; at best one
rece�ved an order for a few busts, and at very rare �ntervals one for a
memor�al statue, subscr�bed for by the publ�c and hurr�edly executed
at reduced terms. Sculpture was the noblest of arts, the most manly,
yes, but the one wh�ch led the most surely to death by starvat�on!

‘Is your mach�ne progress�ng?’ asked Claude.
‘W�thout th�s confounded cold, �t would be f�n�shed,’ answered

Mahoudeau. ‘I’ll show �t you.’
He rose from h�s knees after l�sten�ng to the snort�ng of the stove.

In the m�ddle of the stud�o, on a pack�ng-case, strengthened by
cross-p�eces, stood a statue swathed �s l�nen wraps wh�ch were qu�te
r�g�d, hard frozen, drap�ng the f�gure w�th the wh�teness of a shroud.
Th�s statue embod�ed Mahoudeau’s old dream, unreal�sed unt�l now
from lack of means—�t was an upr�ght f�gure of that bath�ng g�rl of
whom more than a dozen small models had been knock�ng about h�s
place for years. In a moment of �mpat�ent revolt he h�mself had
manufactured trusses and stays out of broom-handles, d�spens�ng
w�th the necessary �ron work �n the hope that the wood would prove
suff�c�ently sol�d. From t�me to t�me he shook the f�gure to try �t, but
as yet �t had not budged.

‘The dev�l!’ he muttered; ‘some warmth w�ll do her good. These
wraps seem glued to her—they form qu�te a breastplate.’

The l�nen was crackl�ng between h�s f�ngers, and spl�nters of �ce
were break�ng off. He was obl�ged to wa�t unt�l the heat produced a
sl�ght thaw, and then w�th great care he str�pped the f�gure, bar�ng
the head f�rst, then the bosom, and then the h�ps, well pleased at
f�nd�ng everyth�ng �ntact, and sm�l�ng l�ke a lover at a woman fondly
adored.

‘Well, what do you th�nk of �t?’
Claude, who had only prev�ously seen a l�ttle rough model of the

statue, nodded h�s head, �n order that he m�ght not have to answer
�mmed�ately. Dec�dedly, that good fellow Mahoudeau was turn�ng
tra�tor, and dr�ft�ng towards gracefulness, �n sp�te of h�mself, for pretty



th�ngs ever sprang from under h�s b�g f�ngers, former stonecutter
though he was. S�nce h�s colossal ‘V�ntag�ng G�rl,’ he had gone on
reduc�ng and reduc�ng the proport�ons of h�s f�gures w�thout
appear�ng to be aware of �t h�mself, always ready to st�ck out
feroc�ously for the g�gant�c, wh�ch agreed w�th h�s temperament, but
y�eld�ng to the part�al�ty of h�s eyes for sweetness and gracefulness.
And �ndeed real nature broke at last through �nflated amb�t�on.
Exaggerated st�ll, h�s ‘Bath�ng G�rl’ was already possessed of great
charm, w�th her qu�ver�ng shoulders and her t�ghtly-crossed arms
that supported her breast.

‘Well, you don’t l�ke her?’ he asked, look�ng annoyed.
‘Oh, yes, I do! I th�nk you are r�ght to tone th�ngs down a b�t,

see�ng that you feel l�ke that. You’ll have a great success w�th th�s.
Yes, �t’s ev�dent �t w�ll please people very much.’

Mahoudeau, whom such pra�ses would once have thrown �nto
consternat�on, seemed del�ghted. He expla�ned that he w�shed to
conquer publ�c op�n�on w�thout rel�nqu�sh�ng a t�the of h�s conv�ct�ons.

‘Ah! dash �t! �t takes a we�ght off my m�nd to f�nd you pleased,’ sa�d
he, ‘for I should have destroyed �t �f you had told me to do so, I g�ve
you my word! Another fortn�ght’s work, and I’ll sell my sk�n to no
matter whom �n order to pay the moulder. I say, I shall have a f�ne
show at the Salon, perhaps get a medal.’

He laughed, waved h�s arms about, and then, break�ng off:
‘As we are not �n a hurry, s�t down a b�t. I want to get the wraps

qu�te thawed.’
The stove, wh�ch was becom�ng red hot, d�ffused great heat. The

f�gure, placed close by, seemed to rev�ve under the warm a�r that
now crept up her from her sh�ns to her neck. And the two fr�ends,
who had sat down, cont�nued look�ng the statue full �n the face,
chatt�ng about �t and not�ng each deta�l. The sculptor espec�ally grew
exc�ted �n h�s del�ght, and �ndulged �n caress�ng gestures.

All at once, however, Claude fanc�ed he was the v�ct�m of some
halluc�nat�on. To h�m the f�gure seemed to be mov�ng; a qu�ver l�ke
the r�pple of a wavelet crossed her stomach, and her left h�p became
stra�ghtened, as �f the r�ght leg were about to step out.



‘Have you not�ced the smooth surface just about the lo�ns?’
Mahoudeau went on, w�thout not�c�ng anyth�ng. ‘Ah, my boy, I took
great pa�ns over that!’

But by degrees the whole statue was becom�ng an�mated. The
lo�ns swayed and the bosom swelled, as w�th a deep s�gh, between
the parted arms. And suddenly the head drooped, the th�ghs bent,
and the f�gure came forward l�ke a l�v�ng be�ng, w�th all the w�ld
angu�sh, the gr�ef-�nsp�red spr�ng of a woman who �s fl�ng�ng herself
down.

Claude at last understood th�ngs, when Mahoudeau uttered a
terr�ble cry. ‘By heavens, she’s break�ng to p�eces!—she �s com�ng
down!’

The clay, �n thaw�ng, had snapped the weak wooden trusses.
There came a crack�ng no�se, as �f bones �ndeed were spl�tt�ng; and
Mahoudeau, w�th the same pass�onate gesture w�th wh�ch he had
caressed the f�gure from afar, work�ng h�mself �nto a fever, opened
both arms, at the r�sk of be�ng k�lled by the fall. For a moment the
bath�ng g�rl swayed to and fro, and then w�th one crash came down
on her face, broken �n twa�n at the ankles, and leav�ng her feet
st�ck�ng to the boards.

Claude had jumped up to hold h�s fr�end back.
‘Dash �t! you’ll be smashed!’ he cr�ed.
But dread�ng to see her f�n�sh herself off on the floor, Mahoudeau

rema�ned w�th hands outstretched. And the g�rl seemed to fl�ng
herself on h�s neck. He caught her �n h�s arms, w�nd�ng them t�ghtly
around her. Her bosom was flattened aga�nst h�s shoulder and her
th�ghs beat aga�nst h�s own, wh�le her decap�tated head rolled upon
the floor. The shock was so v�olent that Mahoudeau was carr�ed off
h�s legs and thrown over, as far back as the wall; and there, w�thout
relax�ng h�s hold on the g�rl’s trunk, he rema�ned as �f stunned ly�ng
bes�de her.

‘Ah! confound �t!’ repeated Claude, fur�ously, bel�ev�ng that h�s
fr�end was dead.

W�th great d�ff�culty Mahoudeau rose to h�s knees, and burst �nto
v�olent sobs. He had only damaged h�s face �n the fall. Some blood



dr�bbled down one of h�s cheeks, m�ngl�ng w�th h�s tears.
‘Ah! curse poverty!’ he sa�d. ‘It’s enough to make a fellow drown

h�mself not to be able to buy a couple of rods! And there she �s, there
she �s!’

H�s sobs grew louder; they became an agon�s�ng wa�l; the pa�nful
shr�ek�ng of a lover before the mut�lated corpse of h�s affect�ons.
W�th unsteady hands he touched the l�mbs ly�ng �n confus�on around
h�m; the head, the torso, the arms that had snapped �n twa�n; above
aught else the bosom, now caved �n. That bosom, flattened, as �f �t
had been operated upon for some terr�ble d�sease, suffocated h�m,
and he unceas�ngly returned to �t, prob�ng the sore, try�ng to f�nd the
gash by wh�ch l�fe had fled, wh�le h�s tears, m�ngled w�th blood,
flowed freely, and sta�ned the statue’s gap�ng wounds w�th red.

‘Do help me!’ he gasped. ‘One can’t leave her l�ke th�s.’
Claude was overcome also, and h�s own eyes grew mo�st from a

feel�ng of art�st�c brotherl�ness. He hastened to h�s comrade’s a�de,
but the sculptor, after cla�m�ng h�s ass�stance, pers�sted �n p�ck�ng up
the rema�ns by h�mself, as �f dread�ng the rough handl�ng of anybody
else. He slowly crawled about on h�s knees, took up the fragments
one by one, and put them together on a board. The f�gure soon lay
there �n �ts ent�rety, as �f �t had been one of those g�rls who,
comm�tt�ng su�c�de from love, throw themselves from some
monument and are shattered by the�r fall, and put together aga�n,
look�ng both grotesque and lamentable, to be carr�ed to the Morgue.
Mahoudeau, seated on the floor before h�s statue, d�d not take h�s
eyes from �t, but became absorbed �n heart-rend�ng contemplat�on.
However, h�s sobs subs�ded, and at last he sa�d w�th a long-drawn
s�gh: ‘I shall have to model her ly�ng down! There’s no other way! Ah,
my poor old woman, I had such trouble to set her on her legs, and I
thought her so grand l�ke that!’

But all at once Claude grew uneasy. What about h�s wedd�ng?
Mahoudeau must change h�s clothes. As he had no other frock-coat
than the one he was wear�ng, he was obl�ged to make a jacket do.
Then, the f�gure hav�ng been covered w�th l�nen wraps once more,
l�ke a corpse over wh�ch a sheet has been pulled, they both started
off at a run. The stove was roar�ng away, the thaw f�lled the whole



stud�o w�th water, and slush streamed from the old dust-begr�med
plaster casts.

When they reached the Rue de Doua� there was no one there
except l�ttle Jacques, �n charge of the doorkeeper. Chr�st�ne, t�red of
wa�t�ng, had just started off w�th the three others, th�nk�ng that there
had been some m�stake—that Claude m�ght have told her that he
would go stra�ght to the mayor’s off�ces w�th Mahoudeau. The pa�r
fell �nto a sharp trot, but only overtook Chr�st�ne and the�r comrades
�n the Rue Drouot �n front of the mun�c�pal ed�f�ce. They all went
upsta�rs together, and as they were late they met w�th a very cool
recept�on from the usher on duty. The wedd�ng was got over �n a few
m�nutes, �n a perfectly empty room. The mayor mumbled on, and the
br�de and br�degroom curtly uttered the b�nd�ng ‘Yes,’ wh�le the�r
w�tnesses were marvell�ng at the bad taste of the appo�ntments of
the apartment. Once outs�de, Claude took Chr�st�ne’s arm aga�n, and
that was all.

It was pleasant walk�ng �n the clear frosty weather. Thus the party
qu�etly went back on foot, cl�mb�ng the Rue des Martyrs to reach the
restaurant on the Boulevard de Cl�chy. A small pr�vate room had
been engaged; the lunch was a very fr�endly affa�r, and not a word
was sa�d about the s�mple formal�ty that had just been gone through;
other subjects were spoken of all the wh�le, as at one of the�r
customary gather�ngs.

It was thus that Chr�st�ne, who �n real�ty was very affected desp�te
her pretended �nd�fference, heard her husband and h�s fr�ends exc�te
themselves for three mortal hours about Mahoudeau’s unfortunate
statue. S�nce the others had been made acqua�nted w�th the story,
they kept harp�ng on every part�cular of �t. Sandoz thought the whole
th�ng very wonderful; Jory and Gagn�ère d�scussed the strength of
stays and trusses; the former ma�nly concerned about the monetary
loss �nvolved, and the other demonstrat�ng w�th a cha�r that the
statue m�ght have been kept up. As for Mahoudeau, st�ll very shaky
and grow�ng dazed; he compla�ned of a st�ffness wh�ch he had not
felt before; h�s l�mbs began to hurt h�m, he had stra�ned h�s muscles
and bru�sed h�s sk�n as �f he had been caught �n the embrace of a
stone s�ren. Chr�st�ne washed the scratch on h�s cheek, wh�ch had



begun to bleed aga�n, and �t seemed to her as �f the mut�lated
bath�ng g�rl had sat down to table w�th them, as �f she alone was of
any �mportance that day; for she alone seemed to �nterest Claude,
whose narrat�ve, repeated a score of t�mes, was full of endless
part�culars about the emot�on he had felt on see�ng that bosom and
those h�ps of clay shattered at h�s feet.

However, at dessert there came a d�vers�on, for Gagn�ère all at
once remarked to Jory:

‘By the way, I saw you w�th Math�lde the day before yesterday.
Yes, yes, �n the Rue Dauph�ne.’

Jory, who had turned very red, tr�ed to deny �t; ‘Oh, a mere
acc�dental meet�ng—honour br�ght!’ he stammered. ‘I don’t know
where she hangs out, or I would tell you.’

‘What! �s �t you who are h�d�ng her?’ excla�med Mahoudeau. ‘Well,
nobody wants to see her aga�n!’

The truth was that Jory, throw�ng to the w�nds all h�s hab�ts of
prudence and pars�mony, was now secretly prov�d�ng for Math�lde.
She had ga�ned an ascendency over h�m by h�s v�ces.

They st�ll l�ngered at table, and n�ght was fall�ng when they
escorted Mahoudeau to h�s own door. Claude and Chr�st�ne, on
reach�ng home, took Jacques from the doorkeeper, and found the
stud�o qu�te ch�lly, wrapped �n such dense gloom that they had to
grope about for several m�nutes before they were able to l�ght the
lamp. They also had to l�ght the stove aga�n, and �t struck seven
o’clock before they were able to draw breath at the�r ease. They
were not hungry, so they merely f�n�shed the rema�ns of some bo�led
beef, ma�nly by way of encourag�ng the ch�ld to eat h�s soup; and
when they had put h�m to bed, they settled themselves w�th the lamp
betw�xt them, as was the�r hab�t every even�ng.

However, Chr�st�ne had not put out any work, she felt too much
moved to sew. She sat there w�th her hands rest�ng �dly on the table,
look�ng at Claude, who on h�s s�de had at once become absorbed �n
a sketch, a b�t of h�s p�cture, some workmen of the Port Sa�nt
N�colas, unload�ng plaster. Inv�nc�ble dream�ness came over the
young woman, all sorts of recollect�ons and regrets became
apparent �n the depths of her d�m eyes; and by degrees grow�ng



sadness, great mute gr�ef took absolute possess�on of her, am�d the
�nd�fference, the boundless sol�tude �nto wh�ch she seemed to be
dr�ft�ng, although she was so near to Claude. He was, �ndeed, on the
other s�de of the table, yet how far away she felt h�m to be! He was
yonder before that po�nt of the C�té, he was even farther st�ll, �n the
�nf�n�te �naccess�ble reg�ons of art; so far, �ndeed, that she would now
never more be able to jo�n h�m! She several t�mes tr�ed to start a
conversat�on, but w�thout el�c�t�ng any answer. The hours went by,
she grew weary and numb w�th do�ng noth�ng, and she ended by
tak�ng out her purse and count�ng her money.

‘Do you know how much we have to beg�n our marr�ed l�fe w�th?’
Claude d�d not even ra�se h�s head.
‘We’ve n�ne sous. Ah! talk of poverty—’
He shrugged h�s shoulders, and f�nally growled: ‘We shall be r�ch

some day; don’t fret.’
Then the s�lence fell aga�n, and she d�d not even attempt to break

�t, but gazed at her n�ne coppers la�d �n a row upon the table. At last,
as �t struck m�dn�ght, she sh�vered, �ll w�th wa�t�ng and ch�lled by the
cold.

‘Let’s go to bed, dear,’ she murmured; ‘I’m dead t�red.’
He, however, was work�ng frant�cally, and d�d not even hear her.
‘The f�re’s gone out,’ she began aga�n, ‘we shall make ourselves

�ll; let’s go to bed.’
Her �mplor�ng vo�ce reached h�m at last, and made h�m start w�th

sudden exasperat�on.
‘Oh! go �f you l�ke! You can see very well that I want to f�n�sh

someth�ng!’
She rema�ned there for another m�nute, amazed by h�s sudden

anger, her face express�ve of deep sorrow. Then, feel�ng that he
would rather be w�thout her, that the very presence of a woman
do�ng noth�ng upset h�m, she rose from the table and went off,
leav�ng the door w�de open. Half an hour, three-quarters went by,
noth�ng st�rred, not a sound came from her room; but she was not
asleep, her eyes were star�ng �nto the gloom; and at last she t�m�dly
ventured upon a f�nal appeal, from the depths of the dark alcove.



An oath was the only reply she rece�ved. And noth�ng st�rred after
that. She perhaps dozed off. The cold �n the stud�o grew keener, and
the w�ck of the lamp began to carbon�se and burn red, wh�le Claude,
st�ll bend�ng over h�s sketch, d�d not seem consc�ous of the pass�ng
m�nutes.

At two o’clock, however, he rose up, fur�ous to f�nd the lamp go�ng
out for lack of o�l. He only had t�me to take �t �nto the other room, so
that he m�ght not have to undress �n the dark. But h�s d�spleasure
�ncreased on see�ng that Chr�st�ne’s eyes were w�de open. He felt
�ncl�ned to compla�n of �t. However, after some random remarks, he
suddenly excla�med:

‘The most surpr�s�ng th�ng �s that her trunk wasn’t hurt!’
‘What do you mean?’ asked Chr�st�ne, �n amazement.
‘Why, Mahoudeau’s g�rl,’ he answered.
At th�s she shook nervously, turned and bur�ed her face �n the

p�llow; and he was qu�te surpr�sed on hear�ng her burst �nto sobs.
‘What! you are cry�ng?’ he excla�med.
She was chok�ng, sobb�ng w�th heart-rend�ng v�olence.
‘Come, what’s the matter w�th you?—I’ve sa�d noth�ng to you.

Come, darl�ng, what’s the matter?’
But, wh�le he was speak�ng, the cause of her great gr�ef dawned

upon h�m. No doubt, on a day l�ke that, he ought to have shown
more affect�on; but h�s neglect was un�ntent�onal enough; he had not
even g�ven the matter a thought. She surely knew h�m, sa�d he; he
became a downr�ght brute when he was at work. Then he bent over
and embraced her. But �t was as �f someth�ng �rreparable had taken
place, as �f someth�ng had for ever snapped, leav�ng a vo�d between
them. The formal�ty of marr�age seemed to have k�lled love.



IX

AS Claude could not pa�nt h�s huge p�cture �n the small stud�o of
the Rue de Doua�, he made up h�s m�nd to rent some shed that
would be spac�ous enough, elsewhere; and stroll�ng one day on the
he�ghts of Montmartre, he found what he wanted half way down the
slope of the Rue Tourlaque, a street that descends abruptly beh�nd
the cemetery, and whence one overlooks Cl�chy as far as the
marshes of Gennev�ll�ers. It had been a dyer’s dry�ng shed, and was
nearly f�fty feet long and more than th�rty broad, w�th walls of board
and plaster adm�tt�ng the w�nd from every po�nt of the compass. The
place was let to h�m for three hundred francs. Summer was at hand;
he would soon work off h�s p�cture and then qu�t.

Th�s settled, fever�sh w�th hope, Claude dec�ded to go to all the
necessary expenses; as fortune was certa�n to come �n the end, why
trammel �ts advent by unnecessary scruples? Tak�ng advantage of
h�s r�ght, he broke �n upon the pr�nc�pal of h�s �ncome, and soon grew
accustomed to spend money w�thout count�ng. At f�rst he kept the
matter from Chr�st�ne, for she had already tw�ce stopped h�m from
do�ng so; and when he was at last obl�ged to tell her, she also, after
a week of reproaches and apprehens�on, fell �n w�th �t, happy at the
comfort �n wh�ch she l�ved, and y�eld�ng to the pleasure of always
hav�ng a l�ttle money �n her purse. Thus there came a few years of
easy unconcern.

Claude soon became altogether absorbed �n h�s p�cture. He had
furn�shed the huge stud�o �n a very summary style: a few cha�rs, the
old couch from the Qua� de Bourbon, and a deal table bought
second-hand for f�ve francs suff�ced h�m. In the pract�ce of h�s art he
was ent�rely devo�d of that van�ty wh�ch del�ghts �n luxur�ous
surround�ngs. The only real expense to wh�ch he went was that of



buy�ng some steps on castors, w�th a platform and a movable
footboard. Next he bus�ed h�mself about h�s canvas, wh�ch he
w�shed to be s�x and twenty feet �n length and s�xteen �n he�ght. He
�ns�sted upon prepar�ng �t h�mself; ordered a framework and bought
the necessary seamless canvas, wh�ch he and a couple of fr�ends
had all the work �n the world to stretch properly by the a�d of p�ncers.
Then he just coated the canvas w�th ceruse, la�d on w�th a palette-
kn�fe, refus�ng to s�ze �t prev�ously, �n order that �t m�ght rema�n
absorbent, by wh�ch method he declared that the pa�nt�ng would be
br�ght and sol�d. An easel was not to be thought of. It would not have
been poss�ble to move a canvas of such d�mens�ons on �t. So he
�nvented a system of ropes and beams, wh�ch held �t sl�ghtly slant�ng
aga�nst the wall �n a cheerful l�ght. And backwards and forwards �n
front of the b�g wh�te surface rolled the steps, look�ng l�ke an ed�f�ce,
l�ke the scaffold�ng by means of wh�ch a cathedral �s to be reared.

But when everyth�ng was ready, Claude once more exper�enced
m�sg�v�ngs. An �dea that he had perhaps not chosen the proper l�ght
�n wh�ch to pa�nt h�s p�cture f�dgeted h�m. Perhaps an early morn�ng
effect would have been better? Perhaps, too, he ought to have
chosen a dull day, and so he went back to the Pont des Sa�nt-Pères,
and l�ved there for another three months.

The C�té rose up before h�m, between the two arms of the r�ver, at
all hours and �n all weather. After a late fall of snow he beheld �t
wrapped �n erm�ne, stand�ng above mud-coloured water, aga�nst a
l�ght slatey sky. On the f�rst sunsh�ny days he saw �t cleanse �tself of
everyth�ng that was w�ntry and put on an aspect of youth, when
verdure sprouted from the lofty trees wh�ch rose from the ground
below the br�dge. He saw �t, too, on a somewhat m�sty day recede to
a d�stance and almost evaporate, del�cate and qu�ver�ng, l�ke a fa�ry
palace. Then, aga�n, there were pelt�ng ra�ns, wh�ch submerged �t,
h�d �t as w�th a huge curta�n drawn from the sky to the earth; storms,
w�th l�ghtn�ng flashes wh�ch lent �t a tawny hue, the opaque l�ght of
some cut-throat place half destroyed by the fall of the huge copper-
coloured clouds; and there were w�nds that swept over �t
tempestuously, sharpen�ng �ts angles and mak�ng �t look hard, bare,
and beaten aga�nst the pale blue sky. Then, aga�n, when the
sunbeams broke �nto dust am�dst the vapours of the Se�ne, �t



appeared steeped �n d�ffused br�ghtness, w�thout a shadow about �t,
l�ghted up equally on every s�de, and look�ng as charm�ngly del�cate
as a cut gem set �n f�ne gold. He �ns�sted on behold�ng �t when the
sun was r�s�ng and transp�erc�ng the morn�ng m�sts, when the Qua�
de l’Horloge flushes and the Qua� des Orfèvres rema�ns wrapt �n
gloom; when, up �n the p�nk sky, �t �s already full of l�fe, w�th the br�ght
awaken�ng of �ts towers and sp�res, wh�le n�ght, s�m�lar to a fall�ng
cloak, sl�des slowly from �ts lower bu�ld�ngs. He beheld �t also at
noon, when the sunrays fall on �t vert�cally, when a crude glare b�tes
�nto �t, and �t becomes d�scoloured and mute l�ke a dead c�ty,
reta�n�ng nought but the l�fe of heat, the qu�ver that darts over �ts
d�stant housetops. He beheld �t, moreover, beneath the sett�ng sun,
surrender�ng �tself to the n�ght wh�ch was slowly r�s�ng from the r�ver,
w�th the sal�ent edges of �ts bu�ld�ngs st�ll fr�nged w�th a glow as of
embers, and w�th f�nal conflagrat�ons rek�ndl�ng �n �ts w�ndows, from
whose panes leapt tongue-l�ke flashes. But �n presence of those
twenty d�fferent aspects of the C�té, no matter what the hour or the
weather m�ght be, he ever came back to the C�té that he had seen
the f�rst t�me, at about four o’clock one f�ne September afternoon, a
C�té all seren�ty under a gentle breeze, a C�té wh�ch typ�f�ed the heart
of Par�s beat�ng �n the l�mp�d atmosphere, and seem�ngly enlarged
by the vast stretch of sky wh�ch a fl�ght of cloudlets crossed.

Claude spent h�s t�me under the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères, wh�ch he
had made h�s shelter, h�s home, h�s roof. The constant d�n of the
veh�cles overhead, s�m�lar to the d�stant rumbl�ng of thunder, no
longer d�sturbed h�m. Settl�ng h�mself aga�nst the f�rst abutment,
beneath the huge �ron arches, he took sketches and pa�nted stud�es.
The employes of the r�ver nav�gat�on serv�ce, whose off�ces were
hard by, got to know h�m, and, �ndeed, the w�fe of an �nspector, who
l�ved �n a sort of tarred cab�n w�th her husband, two ch�ldren, and a
cat, kept h�s canvases for h�m, to save h�m the trouble of carry�ng
them to and fro each day. It became h�s joy to rema�n �n that
secluded nook beneath Par�s, wh�ch rumbled �n the a�r above h�m,
whose ardent l�fe he ever felt roll�ng overhead. He at f�rst became
pass�onately �nterested �n Port St. N�colas, w�th �ts ceaseless bustle
suggest�ng that of a d�stant genu�ne seaport. The steam crane, The
Soph�a, worked regularly, haul�ng up blocks of stone; tumbrels



arr�ved to fetch loads of sand; men and horses pulled, pant�ng for
breath on the b�g pav�ng-stones, wh�ch sloped down as far as the
water, to a gran�te marg�n, alongs�de wh�ch two rows of l�ghters and
barges were moored. For weeks Claude worked hard at a study of
some l�ghtermen unload�ng a cargo of plaster, carry�ng wh�te sacks
on the�r shoulders, leav�ng a wh�te pathway beh�nd them, and
bepowdered w�th wh�te themselves, wh�lst hard by the coal removed
from another barge had sta�ned the waters�de w�th a huge �nky
smear. Then he sketched the s�lhouette of a sw�mm�ng-bath on the
left bank, together w�th a float�ng wash-house somewhat �n the rear,
show�ng the w�ndows open and the washerwomen kneel�ng �n a row,
on a level w�th the stream, and beat�ng the�r d�rty l�nen. In the m�ddle
of the r�ver, he stud�ed a boat wh�ch a waterman sculled over the
stern; then, farther beh�nd, a steamer of the tow�ng serv�ce stra�n�ng
�ts cha�n, and dragg�ng a ser�es of rafts loaded w�th barrels and
boards up stream. The pr�nc�pal backgrounds had been sketched a
long wh�le ago, st�ll he d�d several b�ts over aga�n—the two arms of
the Se�ne, and a sky all by �tself, �nto wh�ch rose only towers and
sp�res g�lded by the sun. And under the hosp�table br�dge, �n that
nook as secluded as some far-off cleft �n a rock, he was rarely
d�sturbed by anybody. Anglers passed by w�th contemptuous
unconcern. H�s only compan�on was v�rtually the overseer’s cat, who
cleaned herself �n the sunl�ght, ever plac�d beneath the tumult of the
world overhead.

At last Claude had all h�s mater�als ready. In a few days he threw
off an outl�ne sketch of the whole, and the great work was begun.
However, the f�rst battle between h�mself and h�s huge canvas raged
�n the Rue Tourlaque throughout the summer; for he obst�nately
�ns�sted upon personally attend�ng to all the techn�cal calculat�ons of
h�s compos�t�on, and he fa�led to manage them, gett�ng �nto constant
muddles about the sl�ghtest dev�at�on from mathemat�cal accuracy,
of wh�ch he had no exper�ence. It made h�m �nd�gnant w�th h�mself.
So he let �t go, dec�d�ng to make what correct�ons m�ght be
necessary afterwards. He covered h�s canvas w�th a rush—�n such a
fever as to l�ve all day on h�s steps, brand�sh�ng huge brushes, and
expend�ng as much muscular force as �f he were anx�ous to move
mounta�ns. And when even�ng came he reeled about l�ke a drunken



man, and fell asleep as soon as he had swallowed h�s last mouthful
of food. H�s w�fe even had to put h�m to bed l�ke a ch�ld. From those
hero�c efforts, however, sprang a masterly f�rst draught �n wh�ch
gen�us blazed forth am�dst the somewhat chaot�c masses of colour.
Bongrand, who came to look at �t, caught the pa�nter �n h�s b�g arms,
and st�fled h�m w�th embraces, h�s eyes full of tears. Sandoz, �n h�s
enthus�asm, gave a d�nner; the others, Jory, Mahoudeau and
Gagn�ère, aga�n went about announc�ng a masterp�ece. As for
Fagerolles, he rema�ned mot�onless before the pa�nt�ng for a
moment, then burst �nto congratulat�ons, pronounc�ng �t too beaut�ful.

And, �n fact, subsequently, as �f the �rony of that successful
tr�ckster had brought h�m bad luck, Claude only spo�lt h�s or�g�nal
draught. It was the old story over aga�n. He spent h�mself �n one
effort, one magn�f�cent dash; he fa�led to br�ng out all the rest; he d�d
not know how to f�n�sh. He fell �nto h�s former �mpotence; for two
years he l�ved before that p�cture only, hav�ng no feel�ng for anyth�ng
else. At t�mes he was �n a seventh heaven of exuberant joy; at others
flung to earth, so wretched, so d�stracted by doubt, that dy�ng men
gasp�ng �n the�r beds �n a hosp�tal were happ�er than h�mself. Tw�ce
already had he fa�led to be ready for the Salon, for �nvar�ably, at the
last moment, when he hoped to have f�n�shed �n a few s�tt�ngs, he
found some vo�d, felt h�s compos�t�on crack and crumble beneath h�s
f�ngers. When the th�rd Salon drew n�gh, there came a terr�ble cr�s�s;
he rema�ned for a fortn�ght w�thout go�ng to h�s stud�o �n the Rue
Tourlaque, and when he d�d so, �t was as to a house desolated by
death. He turned the huge canvas to the wall and rolled h�s steps
�nto a corner; he would have smashed and burned everyth�ng �f h�s
falter�ng hands had found strength enough. Noth�ng more ex�sted;
am�d a blast of anger he swept the floor clean, and spoke of sett�ng
to work at l�ttle th�ngs, s�nce he was �ncapable of perfect�ng pa�nt�ngs
of any s�ze.

In sp�te of h�mself, h�s f�rst �dea of a p�cture on a smaller scale took
h�m back to the C�té. Why should not he pa�nt a s�mple v�ew, on a
moderate s�zed canvas? But a k�nd of shame, m�ngled w�th strange
jealousy, prevented h�m from settl�ng h�mself �n h�s old spot under
the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères. It seemed to h�m as �f that spot were
sacred now; that he ought not to offer any outrage to h�s great work,



dead as �t was. So he stat�oned h�mself at the end of the bank,
above the br�dge. Th�s t�me, at any rate, he would work d�rectly from
nature; and he felt happy at not hav�ng to resort to any tr�ckery, as
was unavo�dable w�th works of a large s�ze. The small p�cture, very
carefully pa�nted, more h�ghly f�n�shed than usual, met, however, w�th
the same fate as the others before the hang�ng comm�ttee, who were
�nd�gnant w�th th�s style of pa�nt�ng, executed w�th a t�psy brush, as
was sa�d at the t�me �n the stud�os. The slap �n the face wh�ch
Claude thus rece�ved was all the more severe, as a report had
spread of concess�ons, of advances made by h�m to the School of
Arts, �n order that h�s work m�ght be rece�ved. And when the p�cture
came back to h�m, he, deeply wounded, weep�ng w�th rage, tore �t
�nto narrow shreds, wh�ch he burned �n h�s stove. It was not suff�c�ent
that he should k�ll that one w�th a kn�fe-thrust, �t must be ann�h�lated.

Another year went by for Claude �n desultory to�l. He worked from
force of hab�t, but f�n�shed noth�ng; he h�mself say�ng, w�th a
dolorous laugh, that he had lost h�mself, and was try�ng to f�nd
h�mself aga�n. In real�ty, tenac�ous consc�ousness of h�s gen�us left
h�m a hope wh�ch noth�ng could destroy, even dur�ng h�s longest
cr�ses of despondency. He suffered l�ke some one damned, for ever
roll�ng the rock wh�ch sl�pped back and crushed h�m; but the future
rema�ned, w�th the certa�nty of one day se�z�ng that rock �n h�s
powerful arms and fl�ng�ng �t upward to the stars. H�s fr�ends at last
beheld h�s eyes l�ght up w�th pass�on once more. It was known that
he aga�n secluded h�mself �n the Rue Tourlaque. He who formerly
had always been carr�ed beyond the work on wh�ch he was
engaged, by some dream of a p�cture to come, now stood at bay
before that subject of the C�té. It had become h�s f�xed �dea—the bar
that closed up h�s l�fe. And soon he began to speak freely of �t aga�n
�n a new blaze of enthus�asm, excla�m�ng, w�th ch�ld�sh del�ght, that
he had found h�s way and that he felt certa�n of v�ctory.

One day Claude, who, so far, had not opened h�s door to h�s
fr�ends, condescended to adm�t Sandoz. The latter tumbled upon a
study w�th a deal of dash �n �t, thrown off w�thout a model, and aga�n
adm�rable �n colour. The subject had rema�ned the same—the Port
St. N�colas on the left, the sw�mm�ng-baths on the r�ght, the Se�ne
and C�té �n the background. But Sandoz was amazed at perce�v�ng,



�nstead of the boat sculled by a waterman, another large sk�ff tak�ng
up the whole centre of the compos�t�on—a sk�ff occup�ed by three
women. One, �n a bath�ng costume, was row�ng; another sat over the
edge w�th her legs dangl�ng �n the water, her costume part�ally
unfastened, show�ng her bare shoulder; wh�le the th�rd stood erect
and nude at the prow, so br�ght �n tone that she seemed effulgent,
l�ke the sun.

‘Why, what an �dea!’ muttered Sandoz. ‘What are those women
do�ng there?’

‘Why, they are bath�ng,’ Claude qu�etly answered. ‘Don’t you see
that they have come out of the sw�mm�ng-baths? It suppl�es me w�th
a mot�ve for the nude; �t’s a real f�nd, eh? Does �t shock you?’

H�s old fr�end, who knew h�m well by now, dreaded lest he should
g�ve h�m cause for d�scouragement.

‘I? Oh, no! Only I am afra�d that the publ�c w�ll aga�n fa�l to
understand. That nude woman �n the very m�dst of Par�s—�t’s
�mprobable.’

Claude looked na�vely surpr�sed.
‘Ah! you th�nk so? Well, so much the worse. What’s the odds, as

long as the woman �s well pa�nted? Bes�des, I need someth�ng l�ke
that to get my courage up.’

On the follow�ng occas�ons, Sandoz gently reverted to the
strangeness of the compos�t�on, plead�ng, as was h�s nature, the
cause of outraged log�c. How could a modern pa�nter who pr�ded
h�mself on pa�nt�ng merely what was real—how could he so
bastard�se h�s work as to �ntroduce fanc�ful th�ngs �nto �t? It would
have been so easy to choose another subject, �n wh�ch the nude
would have been necessary. But Claude became obst�nate, and
resorted to lame and v�olent explanat�ons, for he would not avow h�s
real mot�ve: an �dea wh�ch had come to h�m and wh�ch he would
have been at a loss to express clearly. It was, however, a long�ng for
some secret symbol�sm. A recrudescence of romant�c�sm made h�m
see an �ncarnat�on of Par�s �n that nude f�gure; he p�ctured the c�ty
bare and �mpass�oned, resplendent w�th the beauty of woman.



Before the press�ng object�ons of h�s fr�end he pretended to be
shaken �n h�s resolut�ons.

‘Well, I’ll see; I’ll dress my old woman later on, s�nce she worr�es
you,’ he sa�d. ‘But meanwh�le I shall do her l�ke that. You understand,
she amuses me.’

He never reverted to the subject aga�n, rema�n�ng s�lently
obst�nate, merely shrugg�ng h�s shoulders and sm�l�ng w�th
embarrassment whenever any allus�on betrayed the general
aston�shment wh�ch was felt at the s�ght of that Venus emerg�ng
tr�umphantly from the froth of the Se�ne am�dst all the omn�buses on
the quays and the l�ghtermen work�ng at the Port of St. N�colas.

Spr�ng had come round aga�n, and Claude had once more
resolved to work at h�s large p�cture, when �n a sp�r�t of prudence he
and Chr�st�ne mod�f�ed the�r da�ly l�fe. She, at t�mes, could not help
feel�ng uneasy at see�ng all the�r money so qu�ckly spent. S�nce the
supply had seemed �nexhaust�ble, they had ceased count�ng. But, at
the end of four years, they had woke up one morn�ng qu�te
fr�ghtened, when, on ask�ng for accounts, they found that barely
three thousand francs were left out of the twenty thousand. They
�mmed�ately reverted to severe economy, st�nt�ng themselves as to
bread, plann�ng the cutt�ng down of the most elementary expenses;
and �t was thus that, �n the f�rst �mpulse of self-sacr�f�ce, they left the
Rue de Doua�. What was the use of pay�ng two rents? There was
room enough �n the old dry�ng-shed �n the Rue Tourlaque—st�ll
sta�ned w�th the dyes of former days—to afford accommodat�on for
three people. Settl�ng there was, nevertheless, a d�ff�cult affa�r; for
however b�g the place was, �t prov�ded them, after all, w�th but one
room. It was l�ke a g�psy’s shed, where everyth�ng had to be done �n
common. As the landlord was unw�ll�ng, the pa�nter h�mself had to
d�v�de �t at one end by a part�t�on of boards, beh�nd wh�ch he dev�sed
a k�tchen and a bedroom. They were then del�ghted w�th the place,
desp�te the ch�nks through wh�ch the w�nd blew, and although on
ra�ny days they had to set bas�ns beneath the broader cracks �n the
roof. The whole looked mournfully bare; the�r few poor st�cks seemed
to dance alongs�de the naked walls. They themselves pretended to
be proud at be�ng lodged so spac�ously; they told the�r fr�ends that



Jacques would at least have a l�ttle room to run about. Poor
Jacques, �n sp�te of h�s n�ne years, d�d not seem to be grow�ng; h�s
head alone became larger and larger. They could not send h�m to
school for more than a week at a stretch, for he came back
absolutely dazed, �ll from hav�ng tr�ed to learn, �n such w�se that they
nearly always allowed h�m to l�ve on all fours around them, crawl�ng
from one corner to another.

Chr�st�ne, who for qu�te a long wh�le had not shared Claude’s da�ly
work, now once more found herself bes�de h�m throughout h�s long
hours of to�l. She helped h�m to scrape and pum�ce the old canvas of
the b�g p�cture, and gave h�m adv�ce about attach�ng �t more securely
to the wall. But they found that another d�saster had befallen them—
the steps had become warped by the water constantly tr�ckl�ng
through the roof, and, for fear of an acc�dent, Claude had to
strengthen them w�th an oak cross-p�ece, she hand�ng h�m the
necessary na�ls one by one. Then once more, and for the second
t�me, everyth�ng was ready. She watched h�m aga�n outl�n�ng the
work, stand�ng beh�nd h�m the wh�le, t�ll she felt fa�nt w�th fat�gue,
and f�nally dropp�ng to the floor, where she rema�ned squatt�ng, and
st�ll look�ng at h�m.

Ah! how she would have l�ked to snatch h�m from that pa�nt�ng
wh�ch had se�zed hold of h�m! It was for that purpose that she made
herself h�s servant, only too happy to lower herself to a labourer’s
to�l. S�nce she shared h�s work aga�n, s�nce the three of them, he,
she, and the canvas, were s�de by s�de, her hope rev�ved. If he had
escaped her when she, all alone, cr�ed her eyes out �n the Rue de
Doua�, �f he l�ngered t�ll late �n the Rue Tourlaque, fasc�nated as by a
m�stress, perhaps now that she was present she m�ght rega�n her
hold over h�m. Ah, pa�nt�ng, pa�nt�ng! �n what jealous hatred she held
�t! Hers was no longer the revolt of a g�rl of the bourgeo�s�e, who
pa�nted neatly �n water-colours, aga�nst �ndependent, brutal,
magn�f�cent art. No, l�ttle by l�ttle she had come to understand �t,
drawn towards �t at f�rst by her love for the pa�nter, and ga�ned over
afterwards by the feast of l�ght, by the or�g�nal charm of the br�ght
t�nts wh�ch Claude’s works d�splayed. And now she had accepted
everyth�ng, even l�lac-t�nted so�l and blue trees. Indeed, a k�nd of
respect made her qu�ver before those works wh�ch had at f�rst



seemed so horr�d to her. She recogn�sed the�r power well enough,
and treated them l�ke r�vals about whom one could no longer joke.
But her v�nd�ct�veness grew �n proport�on to her adm�rat�on; she
revolted at hav�ng to stand by and w�tness, as �t were, a d�m�nut�on of
herself, the blow of another love beneath her own roof.

At f�rst there was a s�lent struggle of every m�nute. She thrust
herself forward, �nterposed whatever she could, a hand, a shoulder,
between the pa�nter and h�s p�cture. She was always there,
encompass�ng h�m w�th her breath, rem�nd�ng h�m that he was hers.
Then her old �dea rev�ved—she also would pa�nt; she would seek
and jo�n h�m �n the depths of h�s art fever. Every day for a whole
month she put on a blouse, and worked l�ke a pup�l by the s�de of a
master, d�l�gently copy�ng one of h�s sketches, and she only gave �n
when she found the effort turn aga�nst her object; for, dece�ved, as �t
were, by the�r jo�nt work, he f�n�shed by forgett�ng that she was a
woman, and l�ved w�th her on a foot�ng of mere comradesh�p as
between man and man. Accord�ngly she resorted to what was her
only strength.

To perfect some of the small f�gures of h�s latter p�ctures, Claude
had many a t�me already taken the h�nt of a head, the pose of an
arm, the att�tude of a body from Chr�st�ne. He threw a cloak over her
shoulders, and caught her �n the posture he wanted, shout�ng to her
not to st�r. These were l�ttle serv�ces wh�ch she showed herself only
too pleased to render h�m, but she had not h�therto cared to go
further, for she was hurt by the �dea of be�ng a model now that she
was h�s w�fe. However, s�nce Claude had broadly outl�ned the large
upr�ght female f�gure wh�ch was to occupy the centre of h�s p�cture,
Chr�st�ne had looked at the vague s�lhouette �n a dreamy way,
worr�ed by an ever-pursu�ng thought before wh�ch all scruples
van�shed. And so, when he spoke of tak�ng a model, she offered
herself, rem�nd�ng h�m that she had posed for the f�gure �n the ‘Open
A�r’ subject, long ago. ‘A model,’ she added, ‘would cost you seven
francs a s�tt�ng. We are not so r�ch, we may as well save the money.’

The quest�on of economy dec�ded h�m at once.
‘I’m agreeable, and �t’s even very good of you to show such

courage, for you know that �t �s not a b�t of past�me to s�t for me.



Never m�nd, you had better confess to �t, you b�g s�lly, you are afra�d
of another woman com�ng here; you are jealous.’

Jealous! Yes, �ndeed she was jealous, so she suffered agony. But
she snapped her f�ngers at other women; all the models �n Par�s
m�ght have sat to h�m for what she cared. She had but one r�val, that
pa�nt�ng, that art wh�ch robbed her of h�m.

Claude, who was del�ghted, at f�rst made a study, a s�mple
academ�c study, �n the att�tude requ�red for h�s p�cture. They wa�ted
unt�l Jacques had gone to school, and the s�tt�ng lasted for hours.
Dur�ng the earl�er days Chr�st�ne suffered a great deal from be�ng
obl�ged to rema�n �n the same pos�t�on; then she grew used to �t, not
dar�ng to compla�n, lest she m�ght vex h�m, and even restra�n�ng her
tears when he roughly pushed her about. And he soon acqu�red the
hab�t of do�ng so, treat�ng her l�ke a mere model; more exact�ng w�th
her, however, than �f he had pa�d her, never afra�d of unduly tax�ng
her strength, s�nce she was h�s w�fe. He employed her for every
purpose, at every m�nute, for an arm, a foot, the most tr�fl�ng deta�l
that he stood �n need of. And thus �n a way he lowered her to the
level of a ‘l�v�ng lay f�gure,’ wh�ch he stuck �n front of h�m and cop�ed
as he m�ght have cop�ed a p�tcher or a stew-pan for a b�t of st�ll l�fe.

Th�s t�me Claude proceeded le�surely, and before rough�ng �n the
large f�gure he t�red Chr�st�ne for months by mak�ng her pose �n
twenty d�fferent ways. At last, one day, he began the rough�ng �n. It
was an autumnal morn�ng, the north w�nd was already sharp, and �t
was by no means warm even �n the b�g stud�o, although the stove
was roar�ng. As l�ttle Jacques was poorly aga�n and unable to go to
school, they had dec�ded to lock h�m up �n the room at the back,
tell�ng h�m to be very good. And then the mother settled herself near
the stove, mot�onless, �n the att�tude requ�red.

Dur�ng the f�rst hour, the pa�nter, perched upon h�s steps, kept
glanc�ng at her, but d�d not speak a word. Unutterable sadness stole
over her, and she felt afra�d of fa�nt�ng, no longer know�ng whether
she was suffer�ng from the cold or from a despa�r that had come
from afar, and the b�tterness of wh�ch she felt to be r�s�ng w�th�n her.
Her fat�gue became so great that she staggered and hobbled about
on her numbed legs.



‘What, already?’ cr�ed Claude. ‘Why, you haven’t been at �t more
than a quarter of an hour. You don’t want to earn your seven francs,
then?’

He was jok�ng �n a gruff vo�ce, del�ghted w�th h�s work. And she
had scarcely recovered the use of her l�mbs, beneath the dress�ng-
gown she had wrapped round her, when he went on shout�ng: ‘Come
on, come on, no �dl�ng! It’s a grand day to-day �s! I must e�ther show
some gen�us or else k�ck the bucket.’

Then, �n a weary way, she at last resumed the pose.
The m�sfortune was that before long, both by h�s glances and the

language he used, she fully real�sed that she herself was as noth�ng
to h�m. If ever he pra�sed a l�mb, a t�nt, a contour, �t was solely from
the art�st�c po�nt of v�ew. Great enthus�asm and pass�on he often
showed, but �t was not pass�on for herself as �n the old days. She felt
confused and deeply mort�f�ed. Ah! th�s was the end; �n her he no
longer loved aught but h�s art, the example of nature and l�fe! And
then, w�th her eyes gaz�ng �nto space, she would rema�n r�g�d, l�ke a
statue, keep�ng back the tears wh�ch made her heart swell, lack�ng
even the wretched consolat�on of be�ng able to cry. And day by day
the same sorry l�fe began afresh for her. To stand there as h�s model
had become her profess�on. She could not refuse, however b�tter her
gr�ef. The�r once happy l�fe was all over, there now seemed to be
three people �n the place; �t was as �f Claude had �ntroduced a
m�stress �nto �t—that woman he was pa�nt�ng. The huge p�cture rose
up between them, parted them as w�th a wall, beyond wh�ch he l�ved
w�th the other. That dupl�cat�on of herself well n�gh drove Chr�st�ne
mad w�th jealousy, and yet she was consc�ous of the pett�ness of her
suffer�ngs, and d�d not dare to confess them lest he should laugh at
her. However, she d�d not dece�ve herself; she fully real�sed that he
preferred her counterfe�t to herself, that her �mage was the
worsh�pped one, the sole thought, the affect�on of h�s every hour. He
almost k�lled her w�th long s�tt�ngs �n that cold draughty stud�o, �n
order to enhance the beauty of the other; upon whom depended all
h�s joys and sorrows accord�ng as to whether he beheld her l�ve or
langu�sh beneath h�s brush. Was not th�s love? And what suffer�ng to
have to lend herself so that the other m�ght be created, so that she



m�ght be haunted by a n�ghtmare of that r�val, so that the latter m�ght
for ever r�se between them, more powerful than real�ty! To th�nk of �t!
So much dust, the ver�est tr�fle, a patch of colour on a canvas, a
mere semblance destroy�ng all the�r happ�ness!—he, s�lent,
�nd�fferent, brutal at t�mes, and she, tortured by h�s desert�on, �n
despa�r at be�ng unable to dr�ve away that creature who ever
encroached more and more upon the�r da�ly l�fe!

And �t was then that Chr�st�ne, f�nd�ng herself altogether beaten �n
her efforts to rega�n Claude’s love, felt all the sovere�gnty of art
we�gh down upon her. That pa�nt�ng, wh�ch she had already
accepted w�thout restr�ct�on, she ra�sed st�ll h�gher �n her est�mat�on,
placed �ns�de an awesome tabernacle before wh�ch she rema�ned
overcome, as before those powerful d�v�n�t�es of wrath wh�ch one
honours from the very hatred and fear that they �nsp�re. Hers was a
holy awe, a conv�ct�on that struggl�ng was henceforth useless, that
she would be crushed l�ke a b�t of straw �f she pers�sted �n her
obst�nacy. Each of her husband’s canvases became magn�f�ed �n her
eyes, the smallest assumed tr�umphal d�mens�ons, even the worst
pa�nted of them overwhelmed her w�th v�ctory, and she no longer
judged them, but grovelled, trembl�ng, th�nk�ng them all form�dable,
and �nvar�ably reply�ng to Claude’s quest�ons:

‘Oh, yes; very good! Oh, superb! Oh, very, very extraord�nary that
one!’

Nevertheless, she harboured no anger aga�nst h�m; she st�ll
worsh�pped h�m w�th tearful tenderness, as she saw h�m thus
consume h�mself w�th efforts. After a few weeks of successful work,
everyth�ng got spo�lt aga�n; he could not f�n�sh h�s large female
f�gure. At t�mes he almost k�lled h�s model w�th fat�gue, keep�ng hard
at work for days and days together, then leav�ng the p�cture
untouched for a whole month. The f�gure was begun anew,
rel�nqu�shed, pa�nted all over aga�n at least a dozen t�mes. One year,
two years went by w�thout the p�cture reach�ng complet�on. Though
somet�mes �t was almost f�n�shed, �t was scratched out the next
morn�ng and pa�nted ent�rely over aga�n.

Ah! what an effort of creat�on �t was, an effort of blood and tears,
f�ll�ng Claude w�th agony �n h�s attempt to beget flesh and �nst�l l�fe!



Ever battl�ng w�th real�ty, and ever beaten, �t was a struggle w�th the
Angel. He was wear�ng h�mself out w�th th�s �mposs�ble task of
mak�ng a canvas hold all nature; he became exhausted at last w�th
the pa�ns wh�ch racked h�s muscles w�thout ever be�ng able to br�ng
h�s gen�us to fru�t�on. What others were sat�sf�ed w�th, a more or less
fa�thful render�ng, the var�ous necessary b�ts of tr�ckery, f�lled h�m
w�th remorse, made h�m as �nd�gnant as �f �n resort�ng to such
pract�ces one were gu�lty of �gnoble coward�ce; and thus he began
h�s work over and over aga�n, spo�l�ng what was good through h�s
crav�ng to do better. He would always be d�ssat�sf�ed w�th h�s women
—so h�s fr�ends jok�ngly declared—unt�l they flung the�r arms round
h�s neck. What was lack�ng �n h�s power that he could not endow
them w�th l�fe? Very l�ttle, no doubt. Somet�mes he went beyond the
r�ght po�nt, somet�mes he stopped short of �t. One day the words, ‘an
�ncomplete gen�us,’ wh�ch he overheard, both flattered and
fr�ghtened h�m. Yes, �t must be that; he jumped too far or not far
enough; he suffered from a want of nervous balance; he was
affl�cted w�th some hered�tary derangement wh�ch, because there
were a few gra�ns the more or the less of some substance �n h�s
bra�n, was mak�ng h�m a lunat�c �nstead of a great man. Whenever a
f�t of despa�r drove h�m from h�s stud�o, whenever he fled from h�s
work, he now carr�ed about w�th h�m that �dea of fatal �mpotence, and
he heard �t beat�ng aga�nst h�s skull l�ke the obst�nate toll�ng of a
funeral bell.

H�s l�fe became wretched. Never had doubt of h�mself pursued h�m
�n that way before. He d�sappeared for whole days together; he even
stopped out a whole n�ght, com�ng back the next morn�ng stupef�ed,
w�thout be�ng able to say where he had gone. It was thought that he
had been tramp�ng through the outsk�rts of Par�s rather than f�nd
h�mself face to face w�th h�s spo�lt work. H�s sole rel�ef was to flee the
moment that work f�lled h�m w�th shame and hatred, and to rema�n
away unt�l he felt suff�c�ent courage to face �t once more. And not
even h�s w�fe dared to quest�on h�m on h�s return—�ndeed, she was
only too happy to see h�m back aga�n after her anx�ous wa�t�ng. At
such t�mes he madly scoured Par�s, espec�ally the outly�ng quarters,
from a long�ng to debase h�mself and hob-nob w�th labourers. He
expressed at each recurr�ng cr�s�s h�s old regret at not be�ng some



mason’s hodman. D�d not happ�ness cons�st �n hav�ng sol�d l�mbs,
and �n perform�ng the work one was bu�lt for well and qu�ckly? He
had wrecked h�s l�fe; he ought to have got h�mself engaged �n the
bu�ld�ng l�ne �n the old t�mes when he had lunched at the ‘Dog of
Montarg�s,’ Gomard’s tavern, where he had known a L�mous�n, a b�g,
strapp�ng, merry fellow, whose brawny arms he env�ed. Then, on
com�ng back to the Rue Tourlaque, w�th h�s legs fa�nt and h�s head
empty, he gave h�s p�cture much the same d�stressful, fr�ghtened
glance as one casts at a corpse �n a mortuary, unt�l fresh hope of
resusc�tat�ng �t, of endow�ng �t w�th l�fe, brought a flush to h�s face
once more.

One day Chr�st�ne was pos�ng, and the f�gure of the woman was
aga�n well n�gh f�n�shed. For the last hour, however, Claude had
been grow�ng gloomy, los�ng the ch�ld�sh del�ght that he had
d�splayed at the beg�nn�ng of the s�tt�ng. So h�s w�fe scarcely dared
to breathe, feel�ng by her own d�scomfort that everyth�ng must be
go�ng wrong once more, and afra�d that she m�ght accelerate the
catastrophe �f she moved as much as a f�nger. And, surely enough,
he suddenly gave a cry of angu�sh, and launched forth an oath �n a
thunderous vo�ce.

‘Oh, curse �t! curse �t!’
He had flung h�s handful of brushes from the top of the steps.

Then, bl�nded w�th rage, w�th one blow of h�s f�st he transp�erced the
canvas.

Chr�st�ne held out her trembl�ng hands.
‘My dear, my dear!’
But when she had flung a dress�ng-gown over her shoulders, and

approached the p�cture, she exper�enced keen del�ght, a burst of
sat�sf�ed hatred. Claude’s f�st had struck ‘the other one’ full �n the
bosom, and there was a gap�ng hole! At last, then, that other one
was k�lled!

Mot�onless, horror-struck by that murder, Claude stared at the
perforated bosom. Po�gnant gr�ef came upon h�m at the s�ght of the
wound whence the blood of h�s work seemed to flow. Was �t
poss�ble? Was �t he who had thus murdered what he loved best of all
on earth? H�s anger changed �nto stupor; h�s f�ngers wandered over



the canvas, draw�ng the ragged edges of the rent together, as �f he
had w�shed to close the bleed�ng gash. He was chok�ng; he
stammered, d�stracted w�th boundless gr�ef:

‘She �s k�lled, she �s k�lled!’
Then Chr�st�ne, �n her maternal love for that b�g ch�ld of an art�st,

felt moved to her very entra�ls. She forgave h�m as usual. She saw
well enough that he now had but one thought—to mend the rent, to
repa�r the ev�l at once; and she helped h�m; �t was she who held the
shreds together, wh�lst he from beh�nd glued a str�p of canvas
aga�nst them. When she dressed herself, ‘the other one’ was there
aga�n, �mmortal, s�mply reta�n�ng near her heart a sl�ght scar, wh�ch
seemed to make her doubly dear to the pa�nter.

As th�s unh�ng�ng of Claude’s facult�es �ncreased, he dr�fted �nto a
sort of superst�t�on, �nto a devout bel�ef �n certa�n processes and
methods. He ban�shed o�l from h�s colours, and spoke of �t as of a
personal enemy. On the other hand, he held that turpent�ne
produced a sol�d unpol�shed surface, and he had some secrets of h�s
own wh�ch he h�d from everybody; solut�ons of amber, l�quef�ed
copal, and other res�nous compounds that made colours dry qu�ckly,
and prevented them from crack�ng. But he exper�enced some terr�ble
worr�es, as the absorbent nature of the canvas at once sucked �n the
l�ttle o�l conta�ned �n the pa�nt. Then the quest�on of brushes had
always worr�ed h�m greatly; he �ns�sted on hav�ng them w�th spec�al
handles; and object�ng to sable, he used noth�ng but oven-dr�ed
badger ha�r. More �mportant, however, than everyth�ng else was the
quest�on of palette-kn�ves, wh�ch, l�ke Courbet, he used for h�s
backgrounds. He had qu�te a collect�on of them, some long and
flex�ble, others broad and squat, and one wh�ch was tr�angular l�ke a
glaz�er’s, and wh�ch had been expressly made for h�m. It was the
real Delacro�x kn�fe. Bes�des, he never made use of the scraper or
razor, wh�ch he cons�dered beneath an art�st’s d�gn�ty. But, on the
other hand, he �ndulged �n all sorts of myster�ous pract�ces �n
apply�ng h�s colours, concocted rec�pes and changed them every
month, and suddenly fanc�ed that he had b�t on the r�ght system of
pa�nt�ng, when, after repud�at�ng o�l and �ts flow, he began to lay on
success�ve touches unt�l he arr�ved at the exact tone he requ�red.



One of h�s fads for a long wh�le was to pa�nt from r�ght to left; for,
w�thout confess�ng as much, he felt sure that �t brought h�m luck. But
the terr�ble affa�r wh�ch unh�nged h�m once more was an all-�nvad�ng
theory respect�ng the complementary colours. Gagn�ère had been
the f�rst to speak to h�m on the subject, be�ng h�mself equally �ncl�ned
to techn�cal speculat�on. After wh�ch Claude, �mpelled by the
exuberance of h�s pass�on, took to exaggerat�ng the sc�ent�f�c
pr�nc�ples whereby, from the three pr�m�t�ve colours, yellow, red, and
blue, one der�ves the three secondary ones, orange, green, and
v�olet, and, further, a whole ser�es of complementary and s�m�lar
hues, whose compos�tes are obta�ned mathemat�cally from one
another. Thus sc�ence entered �nto pa�nt�ng, there was a method for
log�cal observat�on already. One only had to take the predom�nat�ng
hue of a p�cture, and note the complementary or s�m�lar colours, to
establ�sh exper�mentally what var�at�ons would occur; for �nstance,
red would turn yellow�sh �f �t were near blue, and a whole landscape
would change �n t�nt by the refract�ons and the very decompos�t�on of
l�ght, accord�ng to the clouds pass�ng over �t. Claude then accurately
came to th�s conclus�on: That objects have no real f�xed colour; that
they assume var�ous hues accord�ng to amb�ent c�rcumstances; but
the m�sfortune was that when he took to d�rect observat�on, w�th h�s
bra�n throbb�ng w�th sc�ent�f�c formulas, h�s prejud�ced v�s�on lent too
much force to del�cate shades, and made h�m render what was
theoret�cally correct �n too v�v�d a manner: thus h�s style, once so
br�ght, so full of the palp�tat�on of sunl�ght, ended �n a reversal of
everyth�ng to wh�ch the eye was accustomed, g�v�ng, for �nstance,
flesh of a v�olet t�nge under tr�coloured sk�es. Insan�ty seemed to be
at the end of �t all.

Poverty f�n�shed off Claude. It had gradually �ncreased, wh�le the
fam�ly spent money w�thout count�ng; and, when the last copper of
the twenty thousand francs had gone, �t swooped down upon them—
horr�ble and �rreparable. Chr�st�ne, who wanted to look for work, was
�ncapable of do�ng anyth�ng, even ord�nary needlework. She
bewa�led her lot, tw�rl�ng her f�ngers and �nve�gh�ng aga�nst the �d�ot�c
young lady’s educat�on that she had rece�ved, s�nce �t had g�ven her
no profess�on, and her only resource would be to enter �nto domest�c
serv�ce, should l�fe st�ll go aga�nst them. Claude, on h�s s�de, had



become a subject of chaff w�th the Par�s�ans, and no longer sold a
p�cture. An �ndependent exh�b�t�on at wh�ch he and some fr�ends had
shown some p�ctures, had f�n�shed h�m off as regards amateurs—so
merry had the publ�c become at the s�ght of h�s canvases, streaked
w�th all the colours of the ra�nbow. The dealers fled from h�m. M. Hue
alone now and then made a p�lgr�mage to the Rue Tourlaque, and
rema�ned �n ecstasy before the exaggerated b�ts, those wh�ch blazed
�n unexpected pyrotechn�cal fash�on, �n despa�r at be�ng unable to
cover them w�th gold. And though the pa�nter wanted to make h�m a
present of them, �mplored h�m to accept them, the old fellow
d�splayed extraord�nary del�cacy of feel�ng. He p�nched h�mself to
amass a small sum of money from t�me to t�me, and then rel�g�ously
took away the seem�ngly del�r�ous p�cture, to hang �t bes�de h�s
masterp�eces. Such w�ndfalls came too seldom, and Claude was
obl�ged to descend to ‘trade art,’ repugnant as �t was to h�m. Such,
�ndeed, was h�s despa�r at hav�ng fallen �nto that po�son house,
where he had sworn never to set foot, that he would have preferred
starv�ng to death, but for the two poor be�ngs who were dependent
on h�m and who suffered l�ke h�mself. He became fam�l�ar w�th ‘v�ae
dolorosae’ pa�nted at reduced pr�ces, w�th male and female sa�nts at
so much per gross, even w�th ‘pounced’ shop bl�nds—�n short, all the
�gnoble jobs that degrade pa�nt�ng and make �t so much �d�ot�c
del�neat�on, lack�ng even the charm of na�vete. He even suffered the
hum�l�at�on of hav�ng portra�ts at f�ve-and-twenty francs a-p�ece
refused, because he fa�led to produce a l�keness; and he reached
the lowest degree of d�stress—he worked accord�ng to s�ze for the
petty dealers who sell daubs on the br�dges, and export them to
sem�-c�v�l�sed countr�es. They bought h�s p�ctures at two and three
francs a-p�ece, accord�ng to the regulat�on d�mens�ons. Th�s was l�ke
phys�cal decay, �t made h�m waste away; he rose from such tasks
feel�ng �ll, �ncapable of ser�ous work, look�ng at h�s large p�cture �n
d�stress, and leav�ng �t somet�mes untouched for a week, as �f he
had felt h�s hands befouled and unworthy of work�ng at �t.

They scarcely had bread to eat, and the huge shanty, wh�ch
Chr�st�ne had shown herself so proud of, on settl�ng �n �t, became
un�nhab�table �n the w�nter. She, once such an act�ve housew�fe, now
dragged herself about the place, w�thout courage even to sweep the



floor, and thus everyth�ng lapsed �nto abandonment. In the d�saster
l�ttle Jacques was sadly weakened by unwholesome and �nsuff�c�ent
food, for the�r meals often cons�sted of a mere crust, eaten stand�ng.
W�th the�r l�ves thus �ll-regulated, uncared for, they were dr�ft�ng to
the f�lth of the poor who lose even all self-pr�de.

At the close of another year, Claude, on one of those days of
defeat, when he fled from h�s m�scarr�ed p�cture, met an old
acqua�ntance. Th�s t�me he had sworn he would never go home
aga�n, and he had been tramp�ng across Par�s s�nce noon, as �f at
h�s heels he had heard the wan spectre of the b�g, nude f�gure of h�s
p�cture—ravaged by constant retouch�ng, and always left �ncomplete
—pursu�ng h�m w�th a pass�onate crav�ng for b�rth. The m�st was
melt�ng �nto a yellow�sh dr�zzle, befoul�ng the muddy streets. It was
about f�ve o’clock, and he was cross�ng the Rue Royale l�ke one
walk�ng �n h�s sleep, at the r�sk of be�ng run over, h�s clothes �n rags
and mud-bespattered up to h�s neck, when a brougham suddenly
drew up.

‘Claude, eh? Claude!—�s that how you pass your fr�ends?’
It was Irma Bécot who spoke, Irma �n a charm�ng grey s�lk dress,

covered w�th Chant�lly lace. She had hast�ly let down the w�ndow,
and she sat sm�l�ng, beam�ng �n the frame-work of the carr�age door.

‘Where are you go�ng?’
He, star�ng at her open-mouthed, repl�ed that he was go�ng

nowhere. At wh�ch she merr�ly expressed surpr�se �n a loud vo�ce,
look�ng at h�m w�th her saucy eyes.

‘Get �n, then; �t’s such a long wh�le s�nce we met,’ sa�d she. ‘Get �n,
or you’ll be knocked down.’

And, �n fact, the other dr�vers were gett�ng �mpat�ent, and urg�ng
the�r horses on, am�dst a terr�ble d�n, so he d�d as he was b�dden,
feel�ng qu�te dazed; and she drove h�m away, dr�pp�ng, w�th the
unm�stakable s�gns of h�s poverty upon h�m, �n the brougham l�ned
w�th blue sat�n, where he sat partly on the lace of her sk�rt, wh�le the
cabdr�vers jeered at the elopement before fall�ng �nto l�ne aga�n.

When Claude came back to the Rue Tourlaque he was �n a dazed
cond�t�on, and for a couple of days rema�ned mus�ng whether after



all he m�ght not have taken the wrong course �n l�fe. He seemed so
strange that Chr�st�ne quest�oned h�m, whereupon he at f�rst
stuttered and stammered, and f�nally confessed everyth�ng. There
was a scene; she wept for a long wh�le, then pardoned h�m once
more, full of �nf�n�te �ndulgence for h�m. And, �ndeed, am�dst all her
b�tter gr�ef there sprang up a hope that he m�ght yet return to her, for
�f he could dece�ve her thus he could not care as much as she had
�mag�ned for that hateful pa�nted creature who stared down from the
b�g canvas.

The days went by, and towards the m�ddle of the w�nter Claude’s
courage rev�ved once more. One day, wh�le putt�ng some old frames
�n order, he came upon a roll of canvas wh�ch had fallen beh�nd the
other p�ctures. On open�ng the roll he found on �t the nude f�gure, the
recl�n�ng woman of h�s old pa�nt�ng, ‘In the Open A�r,’ wh�ch he had
cut out when the p�cture had come back to h�m from the Salon of the
Rejected. And, as he gazed at �t, he uttered a cry of adm�rat�on:

‘By the gods, how beaut�ful �t �s!’
He at once secured �t to the wall w�th four na�ls, and rema�ned for

hours �n contemplat�on before �t. H�s hands shook, the blood rushed
to h�s face. Was �t poss�ble that he had pa�nted such a masterly
th�ng? He had possessed gen�us �n those days then. So h�s skull, h�s
eyes, h�s f�ngers had been changed. He became so fever�shly
exc�ted and felt such a need of unburthen�ng h�mself to somebody,
that at last he called h�s w�fe.

‘Just come and have a look. Isn’t her att�tude good, eh? How
del�cately her muscles are art�culated! Just look at that b�t there, full
of sunl�ght. And at the shoulder here. Ah, heavens! �t’s full of l�fe; I
can feel �t throb as I touch �t.’

Chr�st�ne, stand�ng by, kept look�ng and answer�ng �n
monosyllables. Th�s resurrect�on of herself, after so many years, had
at f�rst flattered and surpr�sed her. But on see�ng h�m become so
exc�ted, she gradually felt uncomfortable and �rr�tated, w�thout
know�ng why.

‘Tell me,’ he cont�nued, ‘don’t you th�nk her beaut�ful enough for
one to go on one’s knees to her?’

‘Yes, yes. But she has become rather black�sh—’



Claude protested vehemently. Become black�sh, what an �dea!
That woman would never grow black; she possessed �mmortal
youth! Ver�table pass�on had se�zed hold of h�m; he spoke of the
f�gure as of a l�v�ng be�ng; he had sudden long�ngs to look at her that
made h�m leave everyth�ng else, as �f he were hurry�ng to an
appo�ntment.

Then, one morn�ng, he was taken w�th a f�t of work.
‘But, confound �t all, as I d�d that, I can surely do �t aga�n,’ he sa�d.

‘Ah, th�s t�me, unless I’m a downr�ght brute, we’ll see about �t.’
And Chr�st�ne had to g�ve h�m a s�tt�ng there and then. For e�ght

hours a day, �ndeed, dur�ng a whole month he kept her before h�m,
w�thout compass�on for her �ncreas�ng exhaust�on or for the fat�gue
he felt h�mself. He obst�nately �ns�sted upon produc�ng a
masterp�ece; he was determ�ned that the upr�ght f�gure of h�s b�g
p�cture should equal that recl�n�ng one wh�ch he saw on the wall,
beam�ng w�th l�fe. He constantly referred to �t, compared �t w�th the
one he was pa�nt�ng, d�stracted by the fear of be�ng unable to equal
�t. He cast one glance at �t, another at Chr�st�ne, and a th�rd at h�s
canvas, and burst �nto oaths whenever he felt d�ssat�sf�ed. He ended
by abus�ng h�s w�fe.

She was no longer young. Age had spo�lt her f�gure, and that �t
was wh�ch spo�lt h�s work. She l�stened, and staggered �n her very
gr�ef. Those s�tt�ngs, from wh�ch she had already suffered so much,
were becom�ng unbearable torture now. What was th�s new freak of
crush�ng her w�th her own g�rlhood, of fann�ng her jealousy by f�ll�ng
her w�th regret for van�shed beauty? She was becom�ng her own
r�val, she could no longer look at that old p�cture of herself w�thout
be�ng stung at the heart by hateful envy. Ah, how heav�ly had that
p�cture, that study she had sat for long ago, we�ghed upon her
ex�stence! The whole of her m�sfortunes sprang from �t. It had
changed the current of her ex�stence. And �t had come to l�fe aga�n, �t
rose from the dead, endowed w�th greater v�tal�ty than herself, to
f�n�sh k�ll�ng her, for there was no longer aught but one woman for
Claude—she who was shown recl�n�ng on the old canvas, and who
now arose and became the upr�ght f�gure of h�s new p�cture.



Then Chr�st�ne felt herself grow�ng older and older at each
success�ve s�tt�ng. And she exper�enced the �nf�n�te despa�r wh�ch
comes upon pass�onate women when love, l�ke beauty, abandons
them. Was �t because of th�s that Claude no longer cared for her, that
he sought refuge �n an unnatural pass�on for h�s work? She soon lost
all clear percept�on of th�ngs; she fell �nto a state of utter neglect,
go�ng about �n a dress�ng jacket and d�rty pett�coats, devo�d of all
coquett�sh feel�ng, d�scouraged by the �dea that �t was useless for
her to cont�nue struggl�ng, s�nce she had become old.

There were occas�onally abom�nable scenes between her and
Claude, who th�s t�me, however, obst�nately stuck to h�s work and
f�n�shed h�s p�cture, swear�ng that, come what m�ght, he would send
�t to the Salon. He l�ved on h�s steps, clean�ng up h�s backgrounds
unt�l dark. At last, thoroughly exhausted, he declared that he would
touch the canvas no more; and Sandoz, on com�ng to see h�m one
day, at four o’clock, d�d not f�nd h�m at home. Chr�st�ne declared that
he had just gone out to take a breath of a�r on the he�ght of
Montmartre.

The breach between Claude and h�s old fr�ends had gradually
w�dened. W�th t�me the latters’ v�s�ts had become br�ef and far
between, for they felt uncomfortable when they found themselves
face to face w�th that d�sturb�ng style of pa�nt�ng; and they were more
and more upset by the unh�ng�ng of a m�nd wh�ch had been the
adm�rat�on of the�r youth. Now all had fled; none except�ng Sandoz
ever came. Gagn�ère had even left Par�s, to settle down �n one of the
two houses he owned at Melun, where he l�ved frugally upon the
proceeds of the other one, after suddenly marry�ng, to every one’s
surpr�se, an old ma�d, h�s mus�c m�stress, who played Wagner to h�m
of an even�ng. As for Mahoudeau, he alleged work as an excuse for
not com�ng, and �ndeed he was beg�nn�ng to earn some money,
thanks to a bronze manufacturer, who employed h�m to touch up h�s
models. Matters were d�fferent w�th Jory, whom no one saw, s�nce
Math�lde despot�cally kept h�m sequestrated. She had conquered
h�m, and he had fallen �nto a k�nd of domest�c�ty comparable to that
of a fa�thful dog, y�eld�ng up the keys of h�s cashbox, and only
carry�ng enough money about h�m to buy a c�gar at a t�me. It was
even sa�d that Math�lde, l�ke the devotee she had once been, had



thrown h�m �nto the arms of the Church, �n order to consol�date her
conquest, and that she was constantly talk�ng to h�m about death, of
wh�ch he was horr�bly afra�d. Fagerolles alone affected a l�vely,
cord�al feel�ng towards h�s old fr�end Claude whenever he happened
to meet h�m. He then always prom�sed to go and see h�m, but never
d�d so. He was so busy s�nce h�s great success, �n such request,
advert�sed, celebrated, on the road to every �mag�nable honour and
form of fortune! And Claude regretted nobody save Dubuche, to
whom he st�ll felt attached, from a feel�ng of affect�on for the old
rem�n�scences of boyhood, notw�thstand�ng the d�sagreements wh�ch
d�fference of d�spos�t�on had provoked later on. But Dubuche, �t
appeared, was not very happy e�ther. No doubt he was gorged w�th
m�ll�ons, but he led a wretched l�fe, constantly at logger-heads w�th
h�s father-�n-law (who compla�ned of hav�ng been dece�ved w�th
regard to h�s capab�l�t�es as an arch�tect), and obl�ged to pass h�s l�fe
am�dst the med�c�ne bottles of h�s a�l�ng w�fe and h�s two ch�ldren,
who, hav�ng been prematurely born, had to be reared v�rtually �n
cotton wool.

Of all the old fr�ends, therefore, there only rema�ned Sandoz, who
st�ll found h�s way to the Rue Tourlaque. He came th�ther for l�ttle
Jacques, h�s godson, and for the sorrow�ng woman also, that
Chr�st�ne whose pass�onate features am�dst all th�s d�stress moved
h�m deeply, l�ke a v�s�on of one of the ardently amorous creatures
whom he would have l�ked to embody �n h�s books. But, above all,
h�s feel�ng of art�st�c brotherl�ness had �ncreased s�nce he had seen
Claude los�ng ground, founder�ng am�dst the hero�c folly of art. At
f�rst he had rema�ned utterly aston�shed at �t, for he had bel�eved �n
h�s fr�end more than �n h�mself. S�nce the�r college days, he had
always placed h�mself second, wh�le sett�ng Claude very h�gh on
fame’s ladder—on the same rung, �ndeed, as the masters who
revolut�on�se a per�od. Then he had been gr�evously affected by that
bankruptcy of gen�us; he had become full of b�tter, heartfelt p�ty at
the s�ght of the horr�ble torture of �mpotency. D�d one ever know who
was the madman �n art? Every fa�lure touched h�m to the qu�ck, and
the more a p�cture or a book verged upon aberrat�on, sank to the
grotesque and lamentable, the more d�d Sandoz qu�ver w�th
compass�on, the more d�d he long to lull to sleep, �n the sooth�ng



extravagance of the�r dreams, those who were thus blasted by the�r
own work.

On the day when Sandoz called, and fa�led to f�nd Claude at
home, he d�d not go away; but, see�ng Chr�st�ne’s eyel�ds red w�th
cry�ng, he sa�d:

‘If you th�nk that he’ll be �n soon, I’ll wa�t for h�m.’
‘Oh! he surely won’t be long.’
‘In that case I’ll wa�t, unless I am �n your way.’
Never had her demeanour, the crushed look of a neglected

woman, her l�stless movements, her slow speech, her �nd�fference
for everyth�ng but the pass�on that was consum�ng her, moved h�m
so deeply. For the last week, perhaps, she had not put a cha�r �n �ts
place, or dusted a p�ece of furn�ture; she left the place to go to wreck
and ru�n, scarcely hav�ng the strength to drag herself about. And �t
was enough to break one’s heart to behold that m�sery end�ng �n f�lth
beneath the glar�ng l�ght from the b�g w�ndow; to gaze on that �ll-
pargetted shanty, so bare and d�sorderly, where one sh�vered w�th
melancholy although �t was a br�ght February afternoon.

Chr�st�ne had slowly sat down bes�de an �ron bedstead, wh�ch
Sandoz had not not�ced when he came �n.

‘Hallo,’ he sa�d, ‘�s Jacques �ll?’
She was cover�ng up the ch�ld, who constantly flung off the

bedclothes.
‘Yes, he hasn’t been up these three days. We brought h�s bed �n

here so that he m�ght be w�th us. He was never very strong. But he �s
gett�ng worse and worse, �t’s d�stract�ng.’

She had a f�xed stare �n her eyes and spoke �n a monotonous
tone, and Sandoz felt fr�ghtened when he drew up to the beds�de.
The ch�ld’s pale head seemed to have grown b�gger st�ll, so heavy
that he could no longer support �t. He lay perfectly st�ll, and one
m�ght have thought he was dead, but for the heavy breath�ng com�ng
from between h�s d�scoloured l�ps.

‘My poor l�ttle Jacques, �t’s I, your godfather. Won’t you say how
d’ye do?’



The ch�ld made a fru�tless, pa�nful effort to l�ft h�s head; h�s eyel�ds
parted, show�ng h�s wh�te eyeballs, then closed aga�n.

‘Have you sent for a doctor?’
Chr�st�ne shrugged her shoulders.
‘Oh! doctors, what do they know?’ she answered. ‘We sent for

one; he sa�d that there was noth�ng to be done. Let us hope that �t
w�ll pass over aga�n. He �s close upon twelve years old now, and
maybe he �s grow�ng too fast.’

Sandoz, qu�te ch�lled, sa�d noth�ng for fear of �ncreas�ng her
anx�ety, s�nce she d�d not seem to real�se the grav�ty of the d�sease.
He walked about �n s�lence and stopped �n front of the p�cture.

‘Ho, ho! �t’s gett�ng on; �t’s on the r�ght road th�s t�me.’
‘It’s f�n�shed.’
‘What! f�n�shed?’
And when she told h�m that the canvas was to be sent to the Salon

that next week, he looked embarrassed, and sat down on the couch,
l�ke a man who w�shes to judge the work le�surely. The background,
the quays, the Se�ne, whence arose the tr�umphal po�nt of the C�té,
st�ll rema�ned �n a sketchy state—masterly, however, but as �f the
pa�nter had been afra�d of spo�l�ng the Par�s of h�s dream by g�v�ng �t
greater f�n�sh. There was also an excellent group on the left, the
l�ghtermen unload�ng the sacks of plaster be�ng carefully and
powerfully treated. But the boat full of women �n the centre
transp�erced the p�cture, as �t were, w�th a blaze of flesh-t�nts wh�ch
were qu�te out of place; and the br�ll�ancy and halluc�natory
proport�ons of the large nude f�gure wh�ch Claude had pa�nted �n a
fever seemed strangely, d�sconcert�ngly false am�dst the real�ty of all
the rest.

Sandoz, s�lent, fell despa�r steal over h�m as he sat �n front of that
magn�f�cent fa�lure. But he saw Chr�st�ne’s eyes f�xed upon h�m, and
had suff�c�ent strength of m�nd to say:

‘Astound�ng!—the woman, astound�ng!’
At that moment Claude came �n, and on see�ng h�s old chum he

uttered a joyous exclamat�on and shook h�s hand v�gorously. Then



he approached Chr�st�ne, and k�ssed l�ttle Jacques, who had once
more thrown off the bedclothes.

‘How �s he?’
‘Just the same.’
‘To be sure, to be sure; he �s grow�ng too fast. A few days’ rest w�ll

set h�m all r�ght. I told you not to be uneasy.’
And Claude thereupon sat down bes�de Sandoz on the couch.

They both took the�r ease, lean�ng back, w�th the�r eyes survey�ng
the p�cture; wh�le Chr�st�ne, seated by the bed, looked at noth�ng,
and seem�ngly thought of noth�ng, �n the everlast�ng desolat�on of her
heart. N�ght was slowly com�ng on, the v�v�d l�ght from the w�ndow
paled already, los�ng �ts sheen am�dst the slowly-fall�ng crepuscular
d�mness.

‘So �t’s settled; your w�fe told me that you were go�ng to send �t �n.’
‘Yes.’
‘You are r�ght; you had better have done w�th �t once for all. Oh,

there are some magn�f�cent b�ts �n �t. The quay �n perspect�ve to the
left, the man who shoulders that sack below. But—’

He hes�tated, then f�nally took the bull by the horns.
‘But, �t’s odd that you have pers�sted �n leav�ng those women

nude. It �sn’t log�cal, I assure you; and, bes�des, you prom�sed me
you would dress them—don’t you remember? You have set your
heart upon them very much then?’

‘Yes.’
Claude answered curtly, w�th the obst�nacy of one mastered by a

f�xed �dea and unw�ll�ng to g�ve any explanat�ons. Then he crossed
h�s arms beh�nd h�s head, and began talk�ng of other th�ngs, w�thout,
however, tak�ng h�s eyes off h�s p�cture, over wh�ch the tw�l�ght began
to cast a sl�ght shadow.

‘Do you know where I have just come from?’ he asked. ‘I have
been to Courajod’s. You know, the great landscape pa�nter, whose
“Pond of Gagny” �s at the Luxembourg. You remember, I thought he
was dead, and we were told that he l�ved hereabouts, on the other
s�de of the h�ll, �n the Rue de l’Abreuvo�r. Well, old boy, he worr�ed



me, d�d Courajod. Wh�le tak�ng a breath of a�r now and then up
there, I d�scovered h�s shanty, and I could no longer pass �n front of �t
w�thout want�ng to go �ns�de. Just th�nk, a master, a man who
�nvented our modern landscape school, and who l�ves there,
unknown, done for, l�ke a mole �n �ts hole! You can have no �dea of
the street or the caboose: a v�llage street, full of fowls, and bordered
by grassy banks; and a caboose l�ke a ch�ld’s toy, w�th t�ny w�ndows,
a t�ny door, a t�ny garden. Oh! the garden—a mere patch of so�l,
slop�ng down abruptly, w�th a bed where four pear trees stand, and
the rest taken up by a fowl-house, made out of green boards, old
plaster, and w�re network, held together w�th b�ts of str�ng.’

H�s words came slowly; he bl�nked wh�le he spoke as �f the thought
of h�s p�cture had returned to h�m and was gradually tak�ng
possess�on of h�m, to such a degree as to hamper h�m �n h�s speech
about other matters.

‘Well, as luck would have �t, I found Courajod on h�s doorstep to-
day. An old man of more than e�ghty, wr�nkled and shrunk to the s�ze
of a boy. I should l�ke you to see h�m, w�th h�s clogs, h�s peasant’s
jersey and h�s coloured handkerch�ef wound over h�s head as �f he
were an old market-woman. I pluck�ly went up to h�m, say�ng,
“Mons�eur Courajod, I know you very well; you have a p�cture �n the
Luxembourg Gallery wh�ch �s a masterp�ece. Allow a pa�nter to
shake hands w�th you as he would w�th h�s master.” And then you
should have seen h�m take fr�ght, draw back and stutter, as �f I were
go�ng to str�ke h�m. A regular fl�ght! However, I followed h�m, and
gradually he recovered h�s composure, and showed me h�s hens, h�s
ducks, h�s rabb�ts and dogs—an extraord�nary collect�on of b�rds and
beasts; there was even a raven among them. He l�ves �n the m�dst of
them all; he speaks to no one but h�s an�mals. As for the v�ew, �t’s
s�mply magn�f�cent; you see the whole of the St. Den�s pla�n for m�les
upon m�les; r�vers and towns, smok�ng factory-ch�mneys, and puff�ng
ra�lway-eng�nes; �n short, the place �s a real herm�tage on a h�ll, w�th
�ts back turned to Par�s and �ts eyes f�xed on the boundless country.
As a matter of course, I came back to h�s p�cture. “Oh, Mons�eur
Courajod,” sa�d I, “what talent you showed! If you only knew how
much we all adm�re you. You are one of our �llustr�ous men; you’ll
rema�n the ancestor of us all.” But h�s l�ps began to tremble aga�n; he



looked at me w�th an a�r of terror-str�cken stup�d�ty; I am sure he
would not have waved me back w�th a more �mplor�ng gesture �f I
had unearthed under h�s very eyes the corpse of some forgotten
comrade of h�s youth. He kept chew�ng d�sconnected words between
h�s toothless gums; �t was the mumbl�ng of an old man who had sunk
�nto second ch�ldhood, and whom �t’s �mposs�ble to understand.
“Don’t know—so long ago—too old—don’t care a rap.” To make a
long story short, he showed me the door; I heard h�m hurr�edly turn
the key �n lock, barr�cad�ng h�mself and h�s b�rds and an�mals aga�nst
the adm�rat�on of the outs�de world. Ah, my good fellow, the �dea of �t!
That great man end�ng h�s l�fe l�ke a ret�red grocer; that voluntary
relapse �nto “noth�ngness” even before death. Ah, the glory, the glory
for wh�ch we others are ready to d�e!’

Claude’s vo�ce, wh�ch had sunk lower and lower, d�ed away at last
�n a melancholy s�gh. Darkness was st�ll com�ng on; after gradually
collect�ng �n the corners, �t rose l�ke a slow, �nexorable t�de, f�rst
submerg�ng the legs of the cha�rs and the table, all the confus�on of
th�ngs that l�ttered the t�led floor. The lower part of the p�cture was
already grow�ng d�m, and Claude, w�th h�s eyes st�ll desperately f�xed
on �t, seemed to be watch�ng the ascent of the darkness as �f he had
at last judged h�s work �n the exp�r�ng l�ght. And no sound was heard
save the stertorous breath�ng of the s�ck ch�ld, near whom there st�ll
loomed the dark s�lhouette of the mot�onless mother.

Then Sandoz spoke �n h�s turn, h�s hands also crossed beh�nd h�s
head, and h�s back rest�ng aga�nst one of the cush�ons of the couch.

‘Does one ever know? Would �t not be better, perhaps, to l�ve and
d�e unknown? What a sell �t would be �f art�st�c glory ex�sted no more
than the Parad�se wh�ch �s talked about �n catech�sms and wh�ch
even ch�ldren nowadays make fun of! We, who no longer bel�eve �n
the D�v�n�ty, st�ll bel�eve �n our own �mmortal�ty. What a farce �t all �s!’

Then, affected to melancholy h�mself by the mournfulness of the
tw�l�ght, and st�rred by all the human suffer�ng he beheld around h�m,
he began to speak of h�s own torments.

‘Look here, old man, I, whom you envy, perhaps—yes, I, who am
beg�nn�ng to get on �n the world, as m�ddle-class people say—I, who
publ�sh books and earn a l�ttle money—well, I am be�ng k�lled by �t



all. I have often already told you th�s, but you don’t bel�eve me,
because, as you only turn out work w�th a deal of trouble and cannot
br�ng yourself to publ�c not�ce, happ�ness �n your eyes could naturally
cons�st �n produc�ng a great deal, �n be�ng seen, and pra�sed or
slated. Well, get adm�tted to the next Salon, get �nto the th�ck of the
battle, pa�nt other p�ctures, and then tell me whether that suff�ces,
and whether you are happy at last. L�sten; work has taken up the
whole of my ex�stence. L�ttle by l�ttle, �t has robbed me of my mother,
of my w�fe, of everyth�ng I love. It �s l�ke a germ thrown �nto the
cran�um, wh�ch feeds on the bra�n, f�nds �ts way �nto the trunk and
l�mbs, and gnaws up the whole of the body. The moment I jump out
of bed of a morn�ng, work clutches hold of me, r�vets me to my desk
w�thout leav�ng me t�me to get a breath of fresh a�r; then �t pursues
me at luncheon—I aud�bly chew my sentences w�th my bread. Next �t
accompan�es me when I go out, comes back w�th me and d�nes off
the same plate as myself; l�es down w�th me on my p�llow, so utterly
p�t�less that I am never able to set the book �n hand on one s�de;
�ndeed, �ts growth cont�nues even �n the depth of my sleep. And
noth�ng outs�de of �t ex�sts for me. True, I go upsta�rs to embrace my
mother, but �n so absent-m�nded a way, that ten m�nutes after leav�ng
her I ask myself whether I have really been to w�sh her good-
morn�ng. My poor w�fe has no husband; I am not w�th her even when
our hands touch. Somet�mes I have an acute feel�ng that I am
mak�ng the�r l�ves very sad, and I feel very remorseful, for happ�ness
�s solely composed of k�ndness, frankness and ga�ety �n one’s home;
but how can I escape from the claws of the monster? I at once
relapse �nto the somnambul�sm of my work�ng hours, �nto the
�nd�fference and moroseness of my f�xed �dea. If the pages I have
wr�tten dur�ng the morn�ng have been worked off all r�ght, so much
the better; �f one of them has rema�ned �n d�stress, so much the
worse. The household w�ll laugh or cry accord�ng to the wh�m of that
all-devour�ng monster—Work. No, no! I have noth�ng that I can call
my own. In my days of poverty I dreamt of rest �n the country, of
travel �n d�stant lands; and now that I m�ght make those dreams
real�ty, the work that has been begun keeps me shut up. There �s no
chance of a walk �n the morn�ng’s sun, no chance of runn�ng round to
a fr�end’s house, or of a mad bout of �dleness! My strength of w�ll has



gone w�th the rest; all th�s has become a hab�t; I have locked the
door of the world beh�nd me, and thrown the key out of the w�ndow.
There �s no longer anyth�ng �n my den but work and myself—and
work w�ll devour me, and then there w�ll be noth�ng left, noth�ng at
all!’

He paused, and s�lence re�gned once more �n the deepen�ng
gloom. Then he began aga�n w�th an effort:

‘And �f one were only sat�sf�ed, �f one only got some enjoyment out
of such a n�gger’s l�fe! Ah! I should l�ke to know how those fellows
manage who smoke c�garettes and complacently stroke the�r beards
wh�le they are at work. Yes, �t appears to me that there are some
who f�nd product�on an easy pleasure, to be set as�de or taken up
w�thout the least exc�tement. They are del�ghted, they adm�re
themselves, they cannot wr�te a couple of l�nes but they f�nd those
l�nes of a rare, d�st�ngu�shed, matchless qual�ty. Well, as for myself, I
br�ng forth �n angu�sh, and my offspr�ng seems a horror to me. How
can a man be suff�c�ently want�ng �n self-doubt as to bel�eve �n
h�mself? It absolutely amazes me to see men, who fur�ously deny
talent to everybody else, lose all cr�t�cal acumen, all common-sense,
when �t becomes a quest�on of the�r own bastard creat�ons. Why, a
book �s always very ugly. To l�ke �t one mustn’t have had a hand �n
the cook�ng of �t. I say noth�ng of the jugsful of �nsults that are
showered upon one. Instead of annoy�ng, they rather encourage me.
I see men who are upset by attacks, who feel a hum�l�at�ng crav�ng to
w�n sympathy. It �s a s�mple quest�on of temperament; some women
would d�e �f they fa�led to please. But, to my th�nk�ng, �nsult �s a very
good med�c�ne to take; unpopular�ty �s a very manly school to be
brought up �n. Noth�ng keeps one �n such good health and strength
as the hoot�ng of a crowd of �mbec�les. It suff�ces that a man can say
that he has g�ven h�s l�fe’s blood to h�s work; that he expects ne�ther
�mmed�ate just�ce nor ser�ous attent�on; that he works w�thout hope
of any k�nd, and s�mply because the love of work beats beneath h�s
sk�n l�ke h�s heart, �rrespect�ve of any w�ll of h�s own. If he can do all
th�s, he may d�e �n the effort w�th the consol�ng �llus�on that he w�ll be
apprec�ated one day or other. Ah! �f the others only knew how jaunt�ly
I bear the we�ght of the�r anger. Only there �s my own choler, wh�ch
overwhelms me; I fret that I cannot l�ve for a moment happy. What



hours of m�sery I spend, great heavens! from the very day I beg�n a
novel. Dur�ng the f�rst chapters there �sn’t so much trouble. I have
plenty of room before me �n wh�ch to d�splay gen�us. But afterwards I
become d�stracted, and am never sat�sf�ed w�th the da�ly task; I
condemn the book before �t �s f�n�shed, judg�ng �t �nfer�or to �ts elders;
and I torture myself about certa�n pages, about certa�n sentences,
certa�n words, so that at last the very commas assume an ugly look,
from wh�ch I suffer. And when �t �s f�n�shed—ah! when �t �s f�n�shed,
what a rel�ef! Not the enjoyment of the gentleman who exalts h�mself
�n the worsh�p of h�s offspr�ng, but the curse of the labourer who
throws down the burden that has been break�ng h�s back. Then, later
on, w�th another book, �t all beg�ns afresh; �t w�ll always beg�n afresh,
and I shall d�e under �t, fur�ous w�th myself, exasperated at not
hav�ng had more talent, enraged at not leav�ng a “work” more
complete, of greater d�mens�ons—books upon books, a p�le of
mounta�n he�ght! And at my death I shall feel horr�ble doubts about
the task I may have accompl�shed, ask�ng myself whether I ought not
to have gone to the left when I went to the r�ght, and my last word,
my last gasp, w�ll be to recommence the whole over aga�n—’

He was thoroughly moved; the words stuck �n h�s throat; he was
obl�ged to draw breath for a moment before del�ver�ng h�mself of th�s
pass�onate cry �n wh�ch all h�s �mpen�tent lyr�c�sm took w�ng:

Ah, l�fe! a second span of l�fe, who shall g�ve �t to me, that work
may rob me of �t aga�n—that I may d�e of �t once more?’

It had now become qu�te dark; the mother’s r�g�d s�lhouette was no
longer v�s�ble; the hoarse breath�ng of the ch�ld sounded am�dst the
obscur�ty l�ke a terr�ble and d�stant s�gnal of d�stress, upr�s�ng from
the streets. In the whole stud�o, wh�ch had become lugubr�ously
black, the b�g canvas only showed a gl�mpse of pall�d�ty, a last
vest�ge of the wan�ng dayl�ght. The nude f�gure, s�m�lar to an
agon�s�ng v�s�on, seemed to be float�ng about, w�thout def�n�te shape,
the legs hav�ng already van�shed, one arm be�ng already
submerged, and the only part at all d�st�nct be�ng the trunk, wh�ch
shone l�ke a s�lvery moon.

After a protracted pause, Sandoz �nqu�red:
‘Shall I go w�th you when you take your p�cture?’



Gett�ng no answer from Claude, he fanc�ed he could hear h�m
cry�ng. Was �t w�th the same �nf�n�te sadness, the despa�r by wh�ch
he h�mself had been st�rred just now? He wa�ted for a moment, then
repeated h�s quest�on, and at last the pa�nter, after chok�ng down a
sob, stammered:

‘Thanks, the p�cture w�ll rema�n here; I sha’n’t send �t.’
‘What? Why, you had made up your m�nd?’
‘Yes, yes, I had made up my m�nd; but I had not seen �t as I saw �t

just now �n the wan�ng dayl�ght. I have fa�led w�th �t, fa�led w�th �t
aga�n—�t struck my eyes l�ke a blow, �t went to my very heart.’

H�s tears now flowed slow and scald�ng �n the gloom that h�d h�m
from s�ght. He had been restra�n�ng h�mself, and now the s�lent
angu�sh wh�ch had consumed h�m burst forth desp�te all h�s efforts.

‘My poor fr�end,’ sa�d Sandoz, qu�te upset; ‘�t �s hard to tell you so,
but all the same you are r�ght, perhaps, �n delay�ng matters to f�n�sh
certa�n parts rather more. St�ll I am angry w�th myself, for I shall
�mag�ne that �t was I who d�scouraged you by my everlast�ng stup�d
d�scontent w�th th�ngs.’

Claude s�mply answered:
‘You! what an �dea! I was not even l�sten�ng to you. No; I was

look�ng, and I saw everyth�ng go helter-skelter �n that confounded
canvas. The l�ght was dy�ng away, and all at once, �n the grey�sh
dusk, the scales suddenly dropped from my eyes. The background
alone �s pretty; the nude woman �s altogether too loud; what’s more,
she’s out of the perpend�cular, and her legs are badly drawn. When I
not�ced that, ah! �t was enough to k�ll me there and then; I felt l�fe
depart�ng from me. Then the gloom kept r�s�ng and r�s�ng, br�ng�ng a
wh�rl�ng sensat�on, a founder�ng of everyth�ng, the earth roll�ng �nto
chaos, the end of the world. And soon I only saw the trunk wan�ng
l�ke a s�ckly moon. And look, look! there now rema�ns noth�ng of her,
not a gl�mpse; she �s dead, qu�te black!’

In fact, the p�cture had at last ent�rely d�sappeared. But the pa�nter
had r�sen and could be heard swear�ng �n the dense obscur�ty.

‘D—n �t all, �t doesn’t matter, I’ll set to work at �t aga�n—’



Then Chr�st�ne, who had also r�sen from her cha�r, aga�nst wh�ch
he stumbled, �nterrupted h�m, say�ng: ‘Take care, I’ll l�ght the lamp.’

She l�ghted �t and came back look�ng very pale, cast�ng a glance of
hatred and fear at the p�cture. It was not to go then? The
abom�nat�on was to beg�n once more!

‘I’ll set to work at �t aga�n,’ repeated Claude, ‘and �t shall k�ll me, �t
shall k�ll my w�fe, my ch�ld, the whole lot; but, by heaven, �t shall be a
masterp�ece!’

Chr�st�ne sat down aga�n; they approached Jacques, who had
thrown the clothes off once more w�th h�s fever�sh l�ttle hands. He
was st�ll breath�ng heav�ly, ly�ng qu�te �nert, h�s head bur�ed �n the
p�llow l�ke a we�ght, w�th wh�ch the bed seemed to creak. When
Sandoz was on the po�nt of go�ng, he expressed h�s uneas�ness. The
mother appeared stupef�ed; wh�le the father was already return�ng to
h�s p�cture, the masterp�ece wh�ch awa�ted creat�on, and the thought
of wh�ch f�lled h�m w�th such pass�onate �llus�ons that he gave less
heed to the pa�nful real�ty of the suffer�ngs of h�s ch�ld, the true l�v�ng
flesh of h�s flesh.

On the follow�ng morn�ng, Claude had just f�n�shed dress�ng, when
he heard Chr�st�ne call�ng �n a fr�ghtened vo�ce. She also had just
woke w�th a start from the heavy sleep wh�ch had benumbed her
wh�le she sat watch�ng the s�ck ch�ld.

‘Claude! Claude! Oh, look! He �s dead.’
The pa�nter rushed forward, w�th heavy eyes, stumbl�ng, and

apparently fa�l�ng to understand, for he repeated w�th an a�r of
profound amazement, ‘What do you mean by say�ng he �s dead?’

For a moment they rema�ned star�ng w�ldly at the bed. The poor
l�ttle fellow, w�th h�s d�sproport�onate head—the head of the progeny
of gen�us, exaggerated as to verge upon cret�n�sm—d�d not appear
to have st�rred s�nce the prev�ous n�ght; but no breath came from h�s
mouth, wh�ch had w�dened and become d�scoloured, and h�s glassy
eyes were open. H�s father la�d h�s hands upon h�m and found h�m
�cy cold.

‘It �s true, he �s dead.’



And the�r stupor was such that for yet another moment they
rema�ned w�th the�r eyes dry, s�mply thunderstruck, as �t were, by the
abruptness of that death wh�ch they cons�dered �ncred�ble.

Then, her knees bend�ng under her, Chr�st�ne dropped down �n
front of the bed, burst�ng �nto v�olent sobs wh�ch shook her from
head to foot, and wr�ng�ng her hands, wh�lst her forehead rema�ned
pressed aga�nst the mattress. In that f�rst moment of horror her
despa�r was aggravated above all by po�gnant remorse—the
remorse of not hav�ng suff�c�ently cared for the poor ch�ld. Former
days started up before her �n a rap�d v�s�on, each br�ng�ng w�th �t
regretfulness for unk�nd words, deferred caresses, rough treatment
even. And now �t was all over; she would never be able to
compensate the lad for the affect�on she had w�thheld from h�m. He
whom she thought so d�sobed�ent had obeyed but too well at last.
She had so often told h�m when at play to be st�ll, and not to d�sturb
h�s father at h�s work, that he was qu�et at last, and for ever. The �dea
suffocated her; each sob drew from her a dull moan.

Claude had begun walk�ng up and down the stud�o, unable to
rema�n st�ll. W�th h�s features convulsed, he shed a few b�g tears,
wh�ch he brushed away w�th the back of h�s hand. And whenever he
passed �n front of the l�ttle corpse he could not help glanc�ng at �t.
The glassy eyes, w�de open, seemed to exerc�se a spell over h�m. At
f�rst he res�sted, but a confused �dea assumed shape w�th�n h�m, and
would not be shaken off. He y�elded to �t at last, took a small canvas,
and began to pa�nt a study of the dead ch�ld. For the f�rst few
m�nutes h�s tears d�mmed h�s s�ght, wrapp�ng everyth�ng �n a m�st;
but he kept w�p�ng them away, and persevered w�th h�s work, even
though h�s brush shook. Then the pass�on for art dr�ed h�s tears and
stead�ed h�s hand, and �n a l�ttle wh�le �t was no longer h�s �cy son
that lay there, but merely a model, a subject, the strange �nterest of
wh�ch st�rred h�m. That huge head, that waxy flesh, those eyes wh�ch
looked l�ke holes star�ng �nto space—all exc�ted and thr�lled h�m. He
stepped back, seemed to take pleasure �n h�s work, and vaguely
sm�led at �t.

When Chr�st�ne rose from her knees, she found h�m thus
occup�ed. Then, burst�ng �nto tears aga�n, she merely sa�d:



‘Ah! you can pa�nt h�m now, he’ll never st�r aga�n.’
For f�ve hours Claude kept at �t, and on the second day, when

Sandoz came back w�th h�m from the cemetery, after the funeral, he
shuddered w�th p�ty and adm�rat�on at the s�ght of the small canvas.
It was one of the f�ne b�ts of former days, a masterp�ece of l�mp�d�ty
and power, to wh�ch was added a note of boundless melancholy, the
end of everyth�ng—all l�fe ebb�ng away w�th the death of that ch�ld.

But Sandoz, who had burst out �nto exclamat�ons fall of pra�se,
was qu�te taken aback on hear�ng Claude say to h�m:

‘You are sure you l�ke �t? In that case, as the other mach�ne �sn’t
ready, I’ll send th�s to the Salon.’



X

ONE morn�ng, as Claude, who had taken ‘The Dead Ch�ld’ to the
Pala�s de l’Industr�e the prev�ous day, was roam�ng round about the
Parc Monceau, he suddenly came upon Fagerolles.

‘What!’ sa�d the latter, cord�ally, ‘�s �t you, old fellow? What’s
becom�ng of you? What are you do�ng? We see so l�ttle of each
other now.’

Then, Claude hav�ng ment�oned what he had sent to the Salon—
that l�ttle canvas wh�ch h�s m�nd was full of—Fagerolles added:

‘Ah! you’ve sent someth�ng; then I’ll get �t “hung” for you. You know
that I’m a cand�date for the hang�ng comm�ttee th�s year.’

Indeed, am�d the tumult and everlast�ng d�scontent of the art�sts,
after attempts at reform, repeated a score of t�mes and then
abandoned, the author�t�es had just �nvested the exh�b�tors w�th the
pr�v�lege of elect�ng the members of the hang�ng comm�ttee; and th�s
had qu�te upset the world of pa�nters and sculptors, a perfect
electoral fever had set �n, w�th all sorts of amb�t�ous cabals and
�ntr�gues—all the low jobbery, �ndeed, by wh�ch pol�t�cs are
d�shonoured.

‘I’m go�ng to take you w�th me,’ cont�nued Fagerolles; you must
come and see how I’m settled �n my l�ttle house, �n wh�ch you haven’t
yet set foot, �n sp�te of all your prom�ses. It’s there, hard by, at the
corner of the Avenue de V�ll�ers.’

Claude, whose arm he had ga�ly taken, was obl�ged to follow h�m.
He was se�zed w�th a f�t of coward�ce; the �dea that h�s old chum
m�ght get h�s p�cture ‘hung’ for h�m f�lled h�m w�th m�ngled shame and
des�re. On reach�ng the avenue, he stopped �n front of the house to
look at �ts frontage, a b�t of coquett�sh, prec�oso arch�tectural tracery



—the exact copy of a Rena�ssance house at Bourges, w�th latt�ce
w�ndows, a sta�rcase tower, and a roof decked w�th leaden
ornaments. It looked l�ke the abode of a harlot; and Claude was
struck w�th surpr�se when, on turn�ng round, he recogn�sed Irma
Bécot’s regal mans�on just over the way. Huge, substant�al, almost
severe of aspect, �t had all the �mportance of a palace compared to
�ts ne�ghbour, the dwell�ng of the art�st, who was obl�ged to l�m�t
h�mself to a fanc�ful n�ck-nack.

‘Ah! that Irma, eh?’ sa�d Fagerolles w�th just a shade of respect �n
h�s tone. ‘She has got a cathedral and no m�stake! But come �n.’

The �nter�or of Fagerolles’ house was strangely and magn�f�cently
luxur�ous. Old tapestry, old weapons, a heap of old furn�ture,
Ch�nese and Japanese cur�os were d�splayed even �n the very hall.
On the left there was a d�n�ng-room, panelled w�th lacquer work and
hav�ng �ts ce�l�ng draped w�th a des�gn of a red dragon. Then there
was a sta�rcase of carved wood above wh�ch banners drooped,
wh�lst trop�cal plants rose up l�ke plumes. Overhead, the stud�o was
a marvel, though rather small and w�thout a p�cture v�s�ble. The
walls, �ndeed, were ent�rely covered w�th Or�ental hang�ngs, wh�le at
one end rose up a huge ch�mney-p�ece w�th ch�mer�cal monsters
support�ng the tablet, and at the other extrem�ty appeared a vast
couch under a tent—the latter qu�te a monument, w�th lances
uphold�ng the sumptuous drapery, above a collect�on of carpets, furs
and cush�ons heaped together almost on a level w�th the floor�ng.

Claude looked at �t all, and there came to h�s l�ps a quest�on wh�ch
he held back—Was all th�s pa�d for? Fagerolles, who had been
decorated w�th the Leg�on of Honour the prev�ous year, now asked, �t
was sa�d, ten thousand francs for pa�nt�ng a mere portra�t. Naudet,
who, after launch�ng h�m, duly turned h�s success to prof�t �n a
method�cal fash�on, never let one of h�s p�ctures go for less than
twenty, th�rty, forty thousand francs. Orders would have fallen on the
pa�nter’s shoulders as th�ck as ha�l, �f he had not affected the d�sda�n,
the wear�ness of the man whose sl�ghtest sketches are fought for.
And yet all th�s d�splay of luxury smacked of �ndebtedness, there was
only so much pa�d on account to the upholsterers; all the money—
the money won by lucky strokes as on ‘Change—sl�pped through the



art�st’s f�ngers, and was spent w�thout trace of �t rema�n�ng.
Moreover, Fagerolles, st�ll �n the full flush of h�s sudden good fortune,
d�d not calculate or worry, be�ng conf�dent that he would always sell
h�s works at h�gher and h�gher pr�ces, and feel�ng glor�ous at the h�gh
pos�t�on he was acqu�r�ng �n contemporary art.

Eventually, Claude esp�ed a l�ttle canvas on an ebony easel,
draped w�th red plush. Except�ng a rosewood tube case and box of
crayons, forgotten on an art�cle of furn�ture, noth�ng rem�nd�ng one of
the art�st�c profess�on could be seen ly�ng about.

‘Very f�nely treated,’ sa�d Claude, w�sh�ng to be am�able, as he
stood �n front of the l�ttle canvas. ‘And �s your p�cture for the Salon
sent?’

‘Ah! yes, thank heavens! What a number of people I had here! A
perfect process�on wh�ch kept me on my legs from morn�ng t�ll
even�ng dur�ng a week. I d�dn’t want to exh�b�t �t, as �t lowers one to
do so, and Naudet also opposed �t. But what would you have done? I
was so begged and prayed; all the young fellows want to set me on
the comm�ttee, so that I may defend them. Oh! my p�cture �s s�mple
enough—I call �t “A P�cn�c.” There are a couple of gentlemen and
three lad�es under some trees—guests at some château, who have
brought a collat�on w�th them and are eat�ng �t �n a glade. You’ll see,
�t’s rather or�g�nal.’

He spoke �n a hes�tat�ng manner, and when h�s eyes met those of
Claude, who was look�ng at h�m f�xedly, he lost countenance
altogether, and joked about the l�ttle canvas on the easel.

‘That’s a daub Naudet asked me for. Oh! I’m not �gnorant of what I
lack—a l�ttle of what you have too much of, old man. You know that
I’m st�ll your fr�end; why, I defended you only yesterday w�th some
pa�nters.’

He tapped Claude on the shoulders, for he had d�v�ned h�s old
master’s secret contempt, and w�shed to w�n h�m back by h�s old-
t�me caresses—all the wheedl�ng pract�ces of a hussy. Very s�ncerely
and w�th a sort of anx�ous deference he aga�n prom�sed Claude that
he would do everyth�ng �n h�s power to further the hang�ng of h�s
p�cture, ‘The Dead Ch�ld.’



However, some people arr�ved; more than f�fteen persons came �n
and went off �n less than an hour—fathers br�ng�ng young pup�ls,
exh�b�tors anx�ous to say a good word on the�r own behalf, fr�ends
who wanted to barter �nfluence, even women who placed the�r
talents under the protect�on of the�r charms. And one should have
seen the pa�nter play h�s part as a cand�date, shak�ng hands most
lav�shly, say�ng to one v�s�tor: ‘Your p�cture th�s year �s so pretty, �t
pleases me so much!’ then fe�gn�ng aston�shment w�th another:
‘What! you haven’t had a medal yet?’ and repeat�ng to all of them:
‘Ah! If I belonged to the comm�ttee, I’d make them walk stra�ght.’ He
sent every one away del�ghted, closed the door beh�nd each v�s�tor
w�th an a�r of extreme am�ab�l�ty, through wh�ch, however, there
p�erced the secret sneer of an ex-lounger on the pavement.

‘You see, eh?’ he sa�d to Claude, at a moment when they
happened to be left alone. ‘What a lot of t�me I lose w�th those �d�ots!’

Then he approached the large w�ndow, and abruptly opened one
of the casements; and on one of the balcon�es of the house over the
way a woman clad �n a lace dress�ng-gown could be d�st�ngu�shed
wav�ng her handkerch�ef. Fagerolles on h�s s�de waved h�s hand
three t�mes �n success�on. Then both w�ndows were closed aga�n.

Claude had recogn�sed Irma; and am�d the s�lence wh�ch fell
Fagerolles qu�etly expla�ned matters:

‘It’s conven�ent, you see, one can correspond. We have a
complete system of telegraphy. She wants to speak to me, so I must
go—’

S�nce he and Irma had res�ded �n the avenue, they met, �t was
sa�d, on the�r old foot�ng. It was even asserted that he, so ‘cute,’ so
well-acqua�nted w�th Par�s�an humbug, let h�mself be fleeced by her,
bled at every moment of some good round sum, wh�ch she sent her
ma�d to ask for—now to pay a tradesman, now to sat�sfy a wh�m,
often for noth�ng at all, or rather for the sole pleasure of empty�ng h�s
pockets; and th�s partly expla�ned h�s embarrassed c�rcumstances,
h�s �ndebtedness, wh�ch ever �ncreased desp�te the cont�nuous r�se
�n the quotat�ons of h�s canvases.

Claude had put on h�s hat aga�n. Fagerolles was shuffl�ng about
�mpat�ently, look�ng nervously at the house over the way.



‘I don’t send you off, but you see she’s wa�t�ng for me,’ he sa�d,
‘Well, �t’s understood, your affa�r’s settled—that �s, unless I’m not
elected. Come to the Pala�s de l’Industr�e on the even�ng the vot�ng-
papers are counted. Oh! there w�ll be a regular crush, qu�te a
rumpus! St�ll, you w�ll always learn �f you can rely on me.’

At f�rst, Claude �nwardly swore that he would not trouble about �t.
Fagerolles’ protect�on we�ghed heav�ly upon h�m; and yet, �n h�s
heart of hearts, he really had but one fear, that the sh�fty fellow would
not keep h�s prom�se, but would ult�mately be taken w�th a f�t of
coward�ce at the �dea of protect�ng a defeated man. However, on the
day of the vote Claude could not keep st�ll, but went and roamed
about the Champs Elysées under the pretence of tak�ng a long walk.
He m�ght as well go there as elsewhere, for wh�le wa�t�ng for the
Salon he had altogether ceased work. He h�mself could not vote, as
to do so �t was necessary to have been ‘hung’ on at least one
occas�on. However, he repeatedly passed before the Pala�s de
l’Industr�e,* the foot pavement �n front of wh�ch �nterested h�m w�th �ts
bustl�ng aspect, �ts process�on of art�st electors, whom men �n d�rty
blouses caught hold of, shout�ng to them the t�tles of the�r l�sts of
cand�dates—l�sts some th�rty �n number emanat�ng from every
poss�ble coter�e, and represent�ng every poss�ble op�n�on. There was
the l�st of the stud�os of the School of Arts, the l�beral l�st, the l�st of
the uncomprom�s�ng rad�cal pa�nters, the conc�l�atory l�st, the young
pa�nters’ l�st, even the lad�es’ l�st, and so forth. The scene suggested
all the turmo�l at the door of an electoral poll�ng booth on the morrow
of a r�ot.

* Th�s palace, for many years the home of the ‘Salon,’ was bu�lt
for the f�rst Par�s Internat�onal Exh�b�t�on, that of 1855, and
demol�shed �n connect�on w�th that of 1900.—ED.

At four o’clock �n the afternoon, when the vot�ng was over, Claude
could not res�st a f�t of cur�os�ty to go and have a look. The sta�rcase
was now free, and whoever chose could enter. Upsta�rs, he came
upon the huge gallery, overlook�ng the Champs Elysées, wh�ch was
set as�de for the hang�ng comm�ttee. A table, forty feet long, f�lled the
centre of th�s gallery, and ent�re trees were burn�ng �n the
monumental f�replace at one end of �t. Some four or f�ve hundred



electors, who had rema�ned to see the votes counted, stood there,
m�ngled w�th fr�ends and �nqu�s�t�ve strangers, talk�ng, laugh�ng, and
sett�ng qu�te a storm loose under the lofty ce�l�ng. Around the table,
part�es of people who had volunteered to count the votes were
already settled and at work; there were some f�fteen of these part�es
�n all, each compr�s�ng a cha�rman and two scrut�neers. Three or four
more rema�ned to be organ�sed, and nobody else offered ass�stance;
�n fact, every one turned away �n fear of the crush�ng labour wh�ch
would r�vet the more zealous people to the spot far �nto the n�ght.

It prec�sely happened that Fagerolles, who had been �n the th�ck of
�t s�nce the morn�ng, was gest�culat�ng and shout�ng, try�ng to make
h�mself heard above the hubbub.

‘Come, gentlemen, we need one more man here! Come, some
w�ll�ng person, over here!’

And at that moment, perce�v�ng Claude, he darted forward and
forc�bly dragged h�m off.

‘Ah! as for you, you w�ll just obl�ge me by s�tt�ng down there and
help�ng us! It’s for the good cause, dash �t all!’

Claude abruptly found h�mself cha�rman of one of the count�ng
comm�ttees, and began to perform h�s funct�ons w�th all the grav�ty of
a t�m�d man, secretly exper�enc�ng a good deal of emot�on, as �f the
hang�ng of h�s canvas would depend upon the consc�ent�ousness he
showed �n h�s work. He called out the names �nscr�bed upon the
vot�ng-papers, wh�ch were passed to h�m �n l�ttle packets, wh�le the
scrut�neers, on sheets of paper prepared for the purpose, noted each
success�ve vote that each cand�date obta�ned. And all th�s went on
am�dst a most fr�ghtful uproar, twenty and th�rty names be�ng called
out at the same t�me by d�fferent vo�ces, above the cont�nuous
rumbl�ng of the crowd. As Claude could never do anyth�ng w�thout
throw�ng pass�on �nto �t, he waxed exc�ted, became despondent
whenever a vot�ng-paper d�d not bear Fagerolles’ name, and grew
happy as soon as he had to shout out that name once more.
Moreover, he often tasted that del�ght, for h�s fr�end had made
h�mself popular, show�ng h�mself everywhere, frequent�ng the cafés
where �nfluent�al groups of art�sts assembled, even ventur�ng to
expound h�s op�n�ons there, and b�nd�ng h�mself to young art�sts,



w�thout neglect�ng to bow very low to the members of the Inst�tute.
Thus there was a general current of sympathy �n h�s favour.
Fagerolles was, so to say, everybody’s spo�lt ch�ld.

N�ght came on at about s�x o’clock that ra�ny March day. The
ass�stants brought lamps; and some m�strustful art�sts, who, gloomy
and s�lent, were watch�ng the count�ng askance, drew nearer. Others
began to play jokes, �m�tated the cr�es of an�mals, or attempted a
tyrol�enne. But �t was only at e�ght o’clock, when a collat�on of cold
meat and w�ne was served, that the ga�ety reached �ts cl�max. The
bottles were hast�ly empt�ed, the men stuffed themselves w�th
whatever they were lucky enough to get hold of, and there was a
free-and-easy k�nd of Kermesse �n that huge hall wh�ch the logs �n
the f�replace l�t up w�th a forge-l�ke glow. Then they all smoked, and
the smoke set a k�nd of m�st around the yellow l�ght from the lamps,
wh�lst on the floor tra�led all the spo�lt vot�ng-papers thrown away
dur�ng the poll�ng; �ndeed, qu�te a layer of d�rty paper, together w�th
corks, breadcrumbs, and a few broken plates. The heels of those
seated at the table d�sappeared am�dst th�s l�tter. Reserve was cast
as�de; a l�ttle sculptor w�th a pale face cl�mbed upon a cha�r to
harangue the assembly, and a pa�nter, w�th st�ff moustaches under a
hook nose, bestrode a cha�r and galloped, bow�ng, round the table,
�n m�m�cry of the Emperor.

L�ttle by l�ttle, however, a good many grew t�red and went off. At
eleven o’clock there were not more than a couple of hundred
persons present. Past m�dn�ght, however, some more people arr�ved,
loungers �n dress-coats and wh�te t�es, who had come from some
theatre or so�rée and w�shed to learn the result of the vot�ng before
all Par�s knew �t. Reporters also appeared; and they could be seen
dart�ng one by one out of the room as soon as a part�al result was
commun�cated to them.

Claude, hoarse by now, st�ll went on call�ng names. The smoke
and the heat became �ntolerable, a smell l�ke that of a cow-house
rose from the muddy l�tter on the floor. One o’clock, two o’clock �n the
morn�ng struck, and he was st�ll unfold�ng vot�ng-papers, the
consc�ent�ousness wh�ch he d�splayed delay�ng h�m to such a po�nt
that the other part�es had long s�nce f�n�shed the�r work, wh�le h�s



was st�ll a maze of f�gures. At last all the add�t�ons were central�sed
and the def�n�te result procla�med. Fagerolles was elected, com�ng
f�fteenth among forty, or f�ve places ahead of Bongrand, who had
been a cand�date on the same l�st, but whose name must have been
frequently struck out. And dayl�ght was break�ng when Claude
reached home �n the Rue Tourlaque, feel�ng both worn out and
del�ghted.

Then, for a couple of weeks he l�ved �n a state of anx�ety. A dozen
t�mes he had the �dea of go�ng to Fagerolles’ for �nformat�on, but a
feel�ng of shame restra�ned h�m. Bes�des, as the comm�ttee
proceeded �n alphabet�cal order, noth�ng perhaps was yet dec�ded.
However, one even�ng, on the Boulevard de Cl�chy, he felt h�s heart
thump as he saw two broad shoulders, w�th whose lollop�ng mot�on
he was well acqua�nted, com�ng towards h�m.

They were the shoulders of Bongrand, who seemed embarrassed.
He was the f�rst to speak, and sa�d:

‘You know matters aren’t progress�ng very well over yonder w�th
those brutes. But everyth�ng �sn’t lost. Fagerolles and I are on the
watch. St�ll, you must rely on Fagerolles; as for me, my dear fellow, I
am awfully afra�d of comprom�s�ng your chances.’

To tell the truth, there was constant host�l�ty between Bongrand
and the Pres�dent of the hang�ng comm�ttee, Mazel, a famous
master of the School of Arts, and the last rampart of the elegant,
buttery, convent�onal style of art. Although they called each other
‘dear colleague’ and made a great show of shak�ng hands, the�r
host�l�ty had burst forth the very f�rst day; one of them could never
ask for the adm�ss�on of a p�cture w�thout the other one vot�ng for �ts
reject�on. Fagerolles, who had been elected secretary, had, on the
contrary, made h�mself Mazel’s amuser, h�s v�ce, and Mazel forgave
h�s old pup�l’s defect�on, so sk�lfully d�d the renegade flatter h�m.
Moreover, the young master, a regular turncoat, as h�s comrades
sa�d, showed even more sever�ty than the members of the Inst�tute
towards audac�ous beg�nners. He only became len�ent and soc�able
when he wanted to get a p�cture accepted, on those occas�ons
show�ng h�mself extremely fert�le �n dev�ces, �ntr�gu�ng and carry�ng
the vote w�th all the supple deftness of a conjurer.



The comm�ttee work was really a hard task, and even Bongrand’s
strong legs grew t�red of �t. It was cut out every day by the ass�stants.
An endless row of large p�ctures rested on the ground aga�nst the
handra�ls, all along the f�rst-floor galler�es, r�ght round the Palace;
and every afternoon, at one o’clock prec�sely, the forty comm�ttee-
men, headed by the�r pres�dent, who was equ�pped w�th a bell,
started off on a promenade, unt�l all the letters �n the alphabet,
serv�ng as exh�b�tors’ �n�t�als, had been exhausted. They gave the�r
dec�s�ons stand�ng, and the work was got through as fast as
poss�ble, the worst canvases be�ng rejected w�thout go�ng to the
vote. At t�mes, however, d�scuss�ons delayed the party, there came a
ten m�nutes’ quarrel, and some p�cture wh�ch caused a d�spute was
reserved for the even�ng rev�s�on. Two men, hold�ng a cord some
th�rty feet long, kept �t stretched at a d�stance of four paces from the
l�ne of p�ctures, so as to restra�n the comm�ttee-men, who kept on
push�ng each other �n the heat of the�r d�spute, and whose stomachs,
desp�te everyth�ng, were ever press�ng aga�nst the cord. Beh�nd the
comm�ttee marched seventy museum-keepers �n wh�te blouses,
execut�ng evolut�ons under the orders of a br�gad�er. At each
dec�s�on commun�cated to them by the secretar�es, they sorted the
p�ctures, the accepted pa�nt�ngs be�ng separated from the rejected
ones, wh�ch were carr�ed off l�ke corpses after a battle. And the
round lasted dur�ng two long hours, w�thout a moment’s resp�te, and
w�thout there be�ng a s�ngle cha�r to s�t upon. The comm�ttee-men
had to rema�n on the�r legs, tramp�ng on �n a t�red way am�d �cy
draughts, wh�ch compelled even the least ch�lly among them to bury
the�r noses �n the depths of the�r fur-l�ned overcoats.

Then the three o’clock snack proved very welcome: there was half
an hour’s rest at a buffet, where claret, chocolate, and sandw�ches
could be obta�ned. It was there that the market of mutual
concess�ons was held, that the barter�ng of �nfluence and votes was
carr�ed on. In order that nobody m�ght be forgotten am�d the
ha�lstorm of appl�cat�ons wh�ch fell upon the comm�ttee-men, most of
them carr�ed l�ttle note-books, wh�ch they consulted; and they
prom�sed to vote for certa�n exh�b�tors whom a colleague protected
on cond�t�on that th�s colleague voted for the ones �n whom they
were �nterested. Others, however, tak�ng no part �n these �ntr�gues,



e�ther from auster�ty or �nd�fference, f�n�shed the �nterval �n smok�ng a
c�garette and gaz�ng vacantly about them.

Then the work began aga�n, but more agreeably, �n a gallery
where there were cha�rs, and even tables w�th pens and paper and
�nk. All the p�ctures whose he�ght d�d not reach four feet ten �nches
were judged there—‘passed on the easel,’ as the express�on goes—
be�ng ranged, ten or twelve together, on a k�nd of trestle covered
w�th green ba�ze. A good many comm�ttee-men then grew absent-
m�nded, several wrote the�r letters, and the pres�dent had to get
angry to obta�n presentable major�t�es. Somet�mes a gust of pass�on
swept by; they all jostled each other; the votes, usually g�ven by
ra�s�ng the hand, took place am�d such fever�sh exc�tement that hats
and walk�ng-st�cks were waved �n the a�r above the tumultuous
surg�ng of heads.

And �t was there, ‘on the easel,’ that ‘The Dead Ch�ld’ at last made
�ts appearance. Dur�ng the prev�ous week Fagerolles, whose pocket-
book was full of memoranda, had resorted to all k�nds of compl�cated
barter�ng �n order to obta�n votes �n Claude’s favour; but �t was a
d�ff�cult bus�ness, �t d�d not tally w�th h�s other engagements, and he
only met w�th refusals as soon as he ment�oned h�s fr�end’s name.
He compla�ned, moreover, that he could get no help from Bongrand,
who d�d not carry a pocket-book, and who was so clumsy, too, that
he spo�lt the best causes by h�s outbursts of unseasonable
frankness. A score of t�mes already would Fagerolles have forsaken
Claude, had �t not been for h�s obst�nate des�re to try h�s power over
h�s colleagues by ask�ng for the adm�ttance of a work by Lant�er,
wh�ch was a reputed �mposs�b�l�ty. However, people should see �f he
wasn’t yet strong enough to force the comm�ttee �nto compl�ance
w�th h�s w�shes. Moreover, perhaps from the depths of h�s
consc�ence there came a cry for just�ce, an unconfessed feel�ng of
respect for the man whose �deas he had stolen.

As �t happened, Mazel was �n a fr�ghtfully bad humour that day. At
the outset of the s�tt�ng the br�gad�er had come to h�m, say�ng: ‘There
was a m�stake yesterday, Mons�eur Mazel. A hors-concours* p�cture
was rejected. You know, No. 2520, a nude woman under a tree.’



* A pa�nt�ng by one of those art�sts who, from the fact that they
had obta�ned medals at prev�ous Salons, had the r�ght to go on
exh�b�t�ng at long as they l�ved, the comm�ttee be�ng debarred
from reject�ng the�r work however bad �t m�ght be.—ED.

In fact, on the day before, th�s pa�nt�ng had been cons�gned to the
grave am�d unan�mous contempt, nobody hav�ng not�ced that �t was
the work of an old class�cal pa�nter h�ghly respected by the Inst�tute;
and the br�gad�er’s fr�ght, and the amus�ng c�rcumstance of a p�cture
hav�ng thus been condemned by m�stake, enl�vened the younger
members of the comm�ttee and made them sneer �n a provok�ng
manner.

Mazel, who detested such m�shaps, wh�ch he r�ghtly felt were
d�sastrous for the author�ty of the School of Arts, made an angry
gesture, and dr�ly sa�d:

‘Well, f�sh �t out aga�n, and put �t among the adm�tted p�ctures. It
�sn’t so surpr�s�ng, there was an �ntolerable no�se yesterday. How
can one judge anyth�ng l�ke that at a gallop, when one can’t even
obta�n s�lence?’

He rang h�s bell fur�ously, and added:
‘Come, gentlemen, everyth�ng �s ready—a l�ttle good w�ll, �f you

please.’
Unluck�ly, a fresh m�sfortune occurred as soon as the f�rst

pa�nt�ngs were set on the trestle. One canvas among others
attracted Mazel’s attent�on, so bad d�d he cons�der �t, so sharp �n
tone as to make one’s very teeth grate. As h�s s�ght was fa�l�ng h�m,
he leant forward to look at the s�gnature, mutter�ng the wh�le: ‘Who’s
the p�g—’

But he qu�ckly drew h�mself up, qu�te shocked at hav�ng read the
name of one of h�s fr�ends, an art�st who, l�ke h�mself, was a rampart
of healthy pr�nc�ples. Hop�ng that he had not been overheard, he
thereupon called out:

‘Superb! No. 1, eh, gentlemen?’
No. 1 was granted—the formula of adm�ss�on wh�ch ent�tled the

p�cture to be hung on the l�ne. Only, some of the comm�ttee-men



laughed and nudged each other, at wh�ch Mazel felt very hurt, and
became very f�erce.

Moreover, they all made such blunders at t�mes. A great many of
them eased the�r feel�ngs at the f�rst glance, and then recalled the�r
words as soon as they had dec�phered the s�gnature. Th�s ended by
mak�ng them caut�ous, and so w�th furt�ve glances they made sure of
the art�st’s name before express�ng any op�n�on. Bes�des, whenever
a colleague’s work, some fellow comm�ttee-man’s susp�c�ous-look�ng
canvas, was brought forward, they took the precaut�on to warn each
other by mak�ng s�gns beh�nd the pa�nter’s back, as �f to say, ‘Take
care, no m�stake, m�nd; �t’s h�s p�cture.’

Fagerolles, desp�te h�s colleagues’ f�dgety nerves, carr�ed the day
on a f�rst occas�on. It was a quest�on of adm�tt�ng a fr�ghtful portra�t
pa�nted by one of h�s pup�ls, whose fam�ly, a very wealthy one,
rece�ved h�m on a foot�ng of �nt�macy. To ach�eve th�s he had taken
Mazel on one s�de �n order to try to move h�m w�th a sent�mental
story about an unfortunate father w�th three daughters, who were
starv�ng. But the pres�dent let h�mself be entreated for a long wh�le,
say�ng that a man shouldn’t waste h�s t�me pa�nt�ng when he was
dy�ng for lack of food, and that he ought to have a l�ttle more
cons�derat�on for h�s three daughters! However, �n the result, Mazel
ra�sed h�s hand, alone, w�th Fagerolles. Some of the others then
angr�ly protested, and even two members of the Inst�tute seemed
d�sgusted, whereupon Fagerolles wh�spered to them �n a low key:

‘It’s for Mazel! He begged me to vote. The pa�nter’s a relat�ve of
h�s, I th�nk; at all events, he greatly wants the p�cture to be accepted.’

At th�s the two academ�c�ans promptly ra�sed the�r hands, and a
large major�ty declared �tself �n favour of the portra�t.

But all at once laughter, w�tt�c�sms, and �nd�gnant cr�es rang out:
‘The Dead Ch�ld’ had just been placed on the trestle. Were they to
have the Morgue sent to them now? sa�d some. And wh�le the old
men drew back �n alarm, the younger ones scoffed at the ch�ld’s b�g
head, wh�ch was pla�nly that of a monkey who had d�ed from try�ng to
swallow a gourd.

Fagerolles at once understood that the game was lost. At f�rst he
tr�ed to sp�r�t the vote away by a joke, �n accordance w�th h�s sk�lful



tact�cs:
‘Come, gentlemen, an old combatant—’
But fur�ous exclamat�ons cut h�m short. Oh, no! not that one. They

knew h�m, that old combatant! A madman who had been persever�ng
�n h�s obst�nacy for f�fteen years past—a proud, stuck-up fellow who
posed for be�ng a gen�us, and who had talked about demol�sh�ng the
Salon, w�thout even send�ng a p�cture that �t was poss�ble to accept.
All the�r hatred of �ndependent or�g�nal�ty, of the compet�t�on of the
‘shop over the way,’ wh�ch fr�ghtened them, of that �nv�nc�ble power
wh�ch tr�umphs even when �t �s seem�ngly defeated, resounded �n
the�r vo�ces. No, no; away w�th �t!

Then Fagerolles h�mself made the m�stake of gett�ng �rr�tated,
y�eld�ng to the anger he felt at f�nd�ng what l�ttle real �nfluence he
possessed.

‘You are unjust; at least, be �mpart�al,’ he sa�d.
Thereupon the tumult reached a cl�max. He was surrounded and

jostled, arms waved about h�m �n threaten�ng fash�on, and angry
words were shot out at h�m l�ke bullets.

‘You d�shonour the comm�ttee, mons�eur!’
‘If you defend that th�ng, �t’s s�mply to get your name �n the

newspapers!’
‘You aren’t competent to speak on the subject!’
Then Fagerolles, bes�de h�mself, los�ng even the pl�ancy of h�s

banter�ng d�spos�t�on, retorted:
‘I’m as competent as you are.’
‘Shut up!’ resumed a comrade, a very �rasc�ble l�ttle pa�nter w�th a

fa�r complex�on. ‘You surely don’t want to make us swallow such a
turn�p as that?’

Yes, yes, a turn�p! They all repeated the word �n tones of
conv�ct�on—that word wh�ch they usually cast at the very worst
smudges, at the pale, cold, gla�ry pa�nt�ng of daubers.

‘All r�ght,’ at last sa�d Fagerolles, clench�ng h�s teeth. ‘I demand the
vote.’



S�nce the d�scuss�on had become envenomed, Mazel had been
r�ng�ng h�s bell, extremely flushed at f�nd�ng h�s author�ty �gnored.

‘Gentlemen—come, gentlemen; �t’s extraord�nary that one can’t
settle matters w�thout shout�ng—I beg of you, gentlemen—’

At last he obta�ned a l�ttle s�lence. In real�ty, he was not a bad-
hearted man. Why should not they adm�t that l�ttle p�cture, although
he h�mself thought �t execrable? They adm�tted so many others!

‘Come, gentlemen, the vote �s asked for.’
He h�mself was, perhaps, about to ra�se h�s hand, when Bongrand,

who had h�therto rema�ned s�lent, w�th the blood r�s�ng to h�s cheeks
�n the anger he was try�ng to restra�n, abruptly went off l�ke a pop-
gun, most unseasonably g�v�ng vent to the protestat�ons of h�s
rebell�ous consc�ence.

‘But, curse �t all! there are not four among us capable of turn�ng
out such a p�ece of work!’

Some grunts sped around; but the sledge-hammer blow had come
upon them w�th such force that nobody answered.

‘Gentlemen, the vote �s asked for,’ curtly repeated Mazel, who had
turned pale.

H�s tone suff�ced to expla�n everyth�ng: �t expressed all h�s latent
hatred of Bongrand, the f�erce r�valry that lay h�dden under the�r
seem�ngly good-natured handshakes.

Th�ngs rarely came to such a pass as th�s. They almost always
arranged matters. But �n the depths of the�r ravaged pr�de there were
wounds wh�ch always bled; they secretly waged duels wh�ch tortured
them w�th agony, desp�te the sm�le upon the�r l�ps.

Bongrand and Fagerolles alone ra�sed the�r hands, and ‘The Dead
Ch�ld,’ be�ng rejected, could only perhaps be rescued at the general
rev�s�on.

Th�s general rev�s�on was the terr�ble part of the task. Although,
after twenty days’ cont�nuous to�l, the comm�ttee allowed �tself forty-
e�ght hours’ rest, so as to enable the keepers to prepare the f�nal
work, �t could not help shudder�ng on the afternoon when �t came
upon the assemblage of three thousand rejected pa�nt�ngs, from
among wh�ch �t had to rescue as many canvases as were necessary



for the then regulat�on total of two thousand f�ve hundred adm�tted
works to be complete. Ah! those three thousand p�ctures, placed one
after the other alongs�de the walls of all the galler�es, �nclud�ng the
outer one, depos�ted also even on the floors, and ly�ng there l�ke
stagnant pools, between wh�ch the attendants dev�sed l�ttle paths—
they were l�ke an �nundat�on, a deluge, wh�ch rose up, streamed over
the whole Pala�s de l’Industr�e, and submerged �t beneath the murky
flow of all the med�ocr�ty and madness to be found �n the r�ver of Art.
And but a s�ngle afternoon s�tt�ng was held, from one t�ll seven
o’clock—s�x hours of w�ld gallop�ng through a maze! At f�rst they held
out aga�nst fat�gue and strove to keep the�r v�s�on clear; but the
forced march soon made the�r legs g�ve way, the�r eyes�ght was
�rr�tated by all the danc�ng colours, and yet �t was st�ll necessary to
march on, to look and judge, even unt�l they broke down w�th fat�gue.
By four o’clock the march was l�ke a rout—the scatter�ng of a
defeated army. Some comm�ttee-men, out of breath, dragged
themselves along very far �n the rear; others, �solated, lost am�d the
frames, followed the narrow paths, renounc�ng all prospect of
emerg�ng from them, turn�ng round and round w�thout any hope of
ever gett�ng to the end! How could they be just and �mpart�al, good
heavens? What could they select from am�d that heap of horrors?
W�thout clearly d�st�ngu�sh�ng a landscape from a portra�t, they made
up the number they requ�red �n pot-luck fash�on. Two hundred, two
hundred and forty—another e�ght, they st�ll wanted e�ght more. That
one? No, that other. As you l�ke! Seven, e�ght, �t was over! At last
they had got to the end, and they hobbled away, saved—free!

In one gallery a fresh scene drew them once more round ‘The
Dead Ch�ld,’ ly�ng on the floor among other wa�fs. But th�s t�me they
jested. A joker pretended to stumble and set h�s foot �n the m�ddle of
the canvas, wh�le others trotted along the surround�ng l�ttle paths, as
�f try�ng to f�nd out wh�ch was the p�cture’s top and wh�ch �ts bottom,
and declar�ng that �t looked much better topsy-turvy.

Fagerolles h�mself also began to joke.
‘Come, a l�ttle courage, gentlemen; go the round, exam�ne �t, you’ll

be repa�d for your trouble. Really now, gentlemen, be k�nd, rescue �t;
pray do that good act�on!’



They all grew merry �n l�sten�ng to h�m, but w�th cruel laughter they
refused more harshly than ever. ‘No, no, never!’

‘W�ll you take �t for your “char�ty”?’ cr�ed a comrade.
Th�s was a custom; the comm�ttee-men had a r�ght to a ‘char�ty’;

each of them could select a canvas among the lot, no matter how
execrable �t m�ght be, and �t was thereupon adm�tted w�thout
exam�nat�on. As a rule, the bounty of th�s adm�ss�on was bestowed
upon poor art�sts. The forty pa�nt�ngs thus rescued at the eleventh
hour, were those of the beggars at the door—those whom one
allowed to gl�de w�th empty stomachs to the far end of the table.

‘For my “char�ty,”’ repeated Fagerolles, feel�ng very much
embarrassed; ‘the fact �s, I meant to take another pa�nt�ng for my
“char�ty.” Yes, some flowers by a lady—’

He was �nterrupted by loud jeers. Was she pretty? In front of the
women’s pa�nt�ngs the gentlemen were part�cularly prone to sneer,
never d�splay�ng the least gallantry. And Fagerolles rema�ned
perplexed, for the ‘lady’ �n quest�on was a person whom Irma took an
�nterest �n. He trembled at the �dea of the terr�ble scene wh�ch would
ensue should he fa�l to keep h�s prom�se. An exped�ent occurred to
h�m.

‘Well, and you, Bongrand? You m�ght very well take th�s funny l�ttle
dead ch�ld for your char�ty.’

Bongrand, wounded to the heart, �nd�gnant at all the barter�ng,
waved h�s long arms:

‘What! I? I �nsult a real pa�nter �n that fash�on? Let h�m be prouder,
dash �t, and never send anyth�ng to the Salon!’

Then, as the others st�ll went on sneer�ng, Fagerolles, des�rous
that v�ctory should rema�n to h�m, made up h�s m�nd, w�th a proud a�r,
l�ke a man who �s consc�ous of h�s strength and does not fear be�ng
comprom�sed.

‘All r�ght, I’ll take �t for my “char�ty,”’ he sa�d.
The others shouted bravo, and gave h�m a banter�ng ovat�on, w�th

a ser�es of profound bows and numerous handshakes. All honour to
the brave fellow who had the courage of h�s op�n�ons! And an
attendant carr�ed away �n h�s arms the poor der�ded, jolted, so�led



canvas; and thus �t was that a p�cture by the pa�nter of ‘In the Open
A�r’ was at last accepted by the hang�ng comm�ttee of the Salon.

On the very next morn�ng a note from Fagerolles appr�sed Claude,
�n a couple of l�nes, that he had succeeded �n gett�ng ‘The Dead
Ch�ld’ adm�tted, but that �t had not been managed w�thout trouble.
Claude, desp�te the gladness of the t�d�ngs, felt a pang at h�s heart;
the note was so br�ef, and was wr�tten �n such a protect�ng, p�ty�ng
style, that all the hum�l�at�ng features of the bus�ness were apparent
to h�m. For a moment he felt sorry over th�s v�ctory, so much so that
he would have l�ked to take h�s work back and h�de �t. Then h�s
del�cacy of feel�ng, h�s art�st�c pr�de aga�n gave way, so much d�d
protracted wa�t�ng for success make h�s wretched heart bleed. Ah! to
be seen, to make h�s way desp�te everyth�ng! He had reached the
po�nt when consc�ence cap�tulates; he once more began to long for
the open�ng of the Salon w�th all the fever�sh �mpat�ence of a
beg�nner, aga�n l�v�ng �n a state of �llus�on wh�ch showed h�m a
crowd, a press of mov�ng heads accla�m�ng h�s canvas.

By degrees Par�s had made �t the fash�on to patron�se ‘varn�sh�ng
day’—that day formerly set as�de for pa�nters only to come and f�n�sh
the to�lets of the�r p�ctures. Now, however, �t was l�ke a feast of early
fru�t, one of those solemn�t�es wh�ch set the c�ty agog and attract a
tremendous crowd. For a week past the newspaper press, the
streets, and the publ�c had belonged to the art�sts. They held Par�s �n
the�r grasp; the only matters talked of were themselves, the�r
exh�b�ts, the�r say�ngs or do�ngs—�n fact, everyth�ng connected w�th
them. It was one of those �nfatuat�ons wh�ch at last draw bands of
country folk, common sold�ers, and even nursema�ds to the galler�es
on days of gratu�tous adm�ss�on, �n such w�se that f�fty thousand
v�s�tors are recorded on some f�ne Sundays, an ent�re army, all the
rear battal�ons of the �gnorant lower orders, follow�ng soc�ety, and
march�ng, w�th d�lated eyes, through that vast p�cture shop.

That famous ‘varn�sh�ng day’ at f�rst fr�ghtened Claude, who was
�nt�m�dated by the thought of all the f�ne people whom the
newspapers spoke about, and he resolved to wa�t for the more
democrat�c day of the real �naugurat�on. He even refused to
accompany Sandoz. But he was consumed by such a fever, that



after all he started off abruptly at e�ght o’clock �n the morn�ng, barely
tak�ng t�me to eat a b�t of bread and cheese beforehand. Chr�st�ne,
who lacked the courage to go w�th h�m, k�ssed h�m aga�n and aga�n,
feel�ng anx�ous and moved.

‘M�nd, my dear, don’t worry, whatever happens,’ sa�d she.
Claude felt somewhat oppressed as he entered the Gallery of

Honour. H�s heart was beat�ng fast from the sw�ftness w�th wh�ch he
had cl�mbed the grand sta�rcase. There was a l�mp�d May sky out of
doors, and through the l�nen awn�ngs, stretched under the glazed
roof, there f�ltered a br�ght wh�te l�ght, wh�le the open doorways,
commun�cat�ng w�th the garden gallery, adm�tted mo�st gusts of
qu�ver�ng freshness. For a moment Claude drew breath �n that
atmosphere wh�ch was already ta�nted w�th a vague smell of varn�sh
and the odour of the musk w�th wh�ch the women present perfumed
themselves. At a glance he took stock of the p�ctures on the walls: a
huge massacre scene �n front of h�m, stream�ng w�th carm�ne; a
colossal, pall�d, rel�g�ous p�cture on h�s left; a Government order, the
commonplace del�neat�on of some off�c�al fest�v�ty, on the r�ght; and
then a var�ety of portra�ts, landscapes, and �ndoor scenes, all glar�ng
sharply am�d the fresh g�ld�ng of the�r frames. However, the fear
wh�ch he reta�ned of the folks usually present at th�s solemn�ty led
h�m to d�rect h�s glances upon the gradually �ncreas�ng crowd. On a
c�rcular settee �n the centre of the gallery, from wh�ch sprang a sheaf
of trop�cal fol�age, there sat three lad�es, three monstrously fat
creatures, att�red �n an abom�nable fash�on, who had settled there to
�ndulge �n a whole day’s backb�t�ng. Beh�nd h�m he heard somebody
crush�ng harsh syllables �n a hoarse vo�ce. It was an Engl�shman �n a
check-pattern jacket, expla�n�ng the massacre scene to a yellow
woman bur�ed �n the depths of a travell�ng ulster. There were some
vacant spaces; groups of people formed, scattered, and formed
aga�n further on; all heads were ra�sed; the men carr�ed walk�ng-
st�cks and had overcoats on the�r arms, the women strolled about
slowly, show�ng d�stant prof�les as they stopped before the p�ctures;
and Claude’s art�st�c eye was caught by the flowers �n the�r hats and
bonnets, wh�ch seemed very loud �n t�nt am�d the dark waves of the
men’s s�lk hats. He perce�ved three pr�ests, two common sold�ers
who had found the�r way there no one knew whence, some endless



process�ons of gentlemen decorated w�th the r�bbon of the Leg�on of
Honour, and troops of g�rls and the�r mothers, who constantly
�mpeded the c�rculat�on. However, a good many of these people
knew each other; there were sm�les and bows from afar, at t�mes a
rap�d handshake �n pass�ng. And conversat�on was carr�ed on �n a
d�screet tone of vo�ce, above wh�ch rose the cont�nuous tramp�ng of
feet.

Then Claude began to look for h�s own p�cture. He tr�ed to f�nd h�s
way by means of the �n�t�al letters �nscr�bed above the entrances of
the galler�es, but made a m�stake, and went through those on the left
hand. There was a success�on of open entrances, a perspect�ve of
old tapestry door-hang�ngs, w�th gl�mpses of the d�stant p�ctures. He
went as far as the great western gallery, and came back by the
parallel su�te of smaller galler�es w�thout f�nd�ng that allotted to the
letter L. And when he reached the Gallery of Honour aga�n, the
crowd had greatly �ncreased. In fact, �t was now scarcely poss�ble for
one to move about there. Be�ng unable to advance, he looked
around, and recogn�sed a number of pa�nters, that nat�on of pa�nters
wh�ch was at home there that day, and was therefore do�ng the
honours of �ts abode. Claude part�cularly remarked an old fr�end of
the Bout�n Stud�o—a young fellow consumed w�th the des�re to
advert�se h�mself, who had been work�ng for a medal, and who was
now pounc�ng upon all the v�s�tors possessed of any �nfluence and
forc�bly tak�ng them to see h�s p�ctures. Then there was a celebrated
and wealthy pa�nter who rece�ved h�s v�s�tors �n front of h�s work w�th
a sm�le of tr�umph on h�s l�ps, show�ng h�mself comprom�s�ngly
gallant w�th the lad�es, who formed qu�te a court around h�m. And
there were all the others: the r�vals who execrated one another,
although they shouted words of pra�se �n full vo�ces; the savage
fellows who covertly watched the�r comrades’ success from the
corner of a doorway; the t�m�d ones whom one could not for an
emp�re �nduce to pass through the gallery where the�r p�ctures were
hung; the jokers who h�d the b�tter mort�f�cat�on of the�r defeat under
an amus�ng w�tt�c�sm; the s�ncere ones who were absorbed �n
contemplat�on, try�ng to understand the var�ous works, and already �n
fancy d�str�but�ng the medals. And the pa�nters’ fam�l�es were also
there. One charm�ng young woman was accompan�ed by a



coquett�shly bedecked ch�ld; a sour-look�ng, sk�nny matron of m�ddle-
class b�rth was flanked by two ugly urch�ns �n black; a fat mother had
foundered on a bench am�d qu�te a tr�be of d�rty brats; and a lady of
mature charms, st�ll very good-look�ng, stood bes�de her grown-up
daughter, qu�etly watch�ng a hussy pass—th�s hussy be�ng the
father’s m�stress. And then there were also the models—women who
pulled one another by the sleeve, who showed one another the�r own
forms �n the var�ous p�ctor�al nud�t�es, talk�ng very loudly the wh�le
and dressed w�thout taste, spo�l�ng the�r superb f�gures by such
wretched gowns that they seemed to be hump-backed bes�de the
well-dressed dolls—those Par�s�ennes who owed the�r f�gures
ent�rely to the�r dressmakers.

When Claude got free of the crowd, he enf�laded the l�ne of
doorways on the r�ght hand. H�s letter was on that s�de; but he
searched the galler�es marked w�th an L w�thout f�nd�ng anyth�ng.
Perhaps h�s canvas had gone astray and served to f�ll up a vacancy
elsewhere. So when he had reached the large eastern gallery, he set
off along a number of other l�ttle ones, a secluded su�te v�s�ted by
very few people, where the p�ctures seemed to frown w�th boredom.
And there aga�n he found noth�ng. Bew�ldered, d�stracted, he roamed
about, went on to the garden gallery, search�ng among the
superabundant exh�b�ts wh�ch overflowed there, pall�d and sh�ver�ng
�n the crude l�ght; and eventually, after other d�stant excurs�ons, he
tumbled �nto the Gallery of Honour for the th�rd t�me.

There was now qu�te a crush there. All those who �n any way
create a st�r �n Par�s were assembled together—the celebr�t�es, the
wealthy, the adored, talent, money and grace, the masters of
romance, of the drama and of journal�sm, clubmen, rac�ng men and
speculators, women of every category, huss�es, actresses and
soc�ety belles. And Claude, angered by h�s va�n search, grew
amazed at the vulgar�ty of the faces thus massed together, at the
�ncongru�ty of the to�lets—but a few of wh�ch were elegant, wh�le so
many were common look�ng—at the lack of majesty wh�ch that
vaunted ‘soc�ety’ d�splayed, to such a po�nt, �ndeed, that the fear
wh�ch had made h�m tremble was changed �nto contempt. Were
these the people, then, who were go�ng to jeer at h�s p�cture,
prov�ded �t were found aga�n? Two l�ttle reporters w�th fa�r



complex�ons were complet�ng a l�st of persons whose names they
�ntended to ment�on. A cr�t�c pretended to take some notes on the
marg�n of h�s catalogue; another was hold�ng forth �n professor’s
style �n the centre of a party of beg�nners; a th�rd, all by h�mself, w�th
h�s hands beh�nd h�s back, seemed rooted to one spot, crush�ng
each work beneath h�s august �mpass�b�l�ty. And what espec�ally
struck Claude was the jostl�ng flock-l�ke behav�our of the people,
the�r banded cur�os�ty �n wh�ch there was noth�ng youthful or
pass�onate, the b�tterness of the�r vo�ces, the wear�ness to be read
on the�r faces, the�r general appearance of suffer�ng. Envy was
already at work; there was the gentleman who makes h�mself w�tty
w�th the lad�es; the one who, w�thout a word, looks, g�ves a terr�ble
shrug of the shoulders, and then goes off; and there were the two
who rema�n for a quarter of an hour lean�ng over the handra�l, w�th
the�r noses close to a l�ttle canvas, wh�sper�ng very low and
exchang�ng the know�ng glances of consp�rators.

But Fagerolles had just appeared, and am�d the cont�nuous ebb
and flow of the groups there seemed to be no one left but h�m. W�th
h�s hand outstretched, he seemed to show h�mself everywhere at the
same t�me, lav�shly exert�ng h�mself to play the double part of a
young ‘master’ and an �nfluent�al member of the hang�ng comm�ttee.
Overwhelmed w�th pra�se, thanks, and compla�nts, he had an answer
ready for everybody w�thout los�ng aught of h�s affab�l�ty. S�nce early
morn�ng he had been res�st�ng the assault of the petty pa�nters of h�s
set who found the�r p�ctures badly hung. It was the usual scamper of
the f�rst moment, everybody look�ng for everybody else, rush�ng to
see one another and burst�ng �nto recr�m�nat�ons—no�sy,
�nterm�nable fury. E�ther the p�cture was too h�gh up, or the l�ght d�d
not fall upon �t properly, or the pa�nt�ngs near �t destroyed �ts effect; �n
fact, some talked of unhook�ng the�r works and carry�ng them off.
One tall th�n fellow was espec�ally tenac�ous, go�ng from gallery to
gallery �n pursu�t of Fagerolles, who va�nly expla�ned that he was
�nnocent �n the matter and could do noth�ng. Numer�cal order was
followed, the p�ctures for each wall were depos�ted on the floor below
and then hung up w�thout anybody be�ng favoured. He carr�ed h�s
obl�g�ngness so far as to prom�se h�s �ntervent�on when the galler�es
were rearranged after the medals had been awarded; but even then



he d�d not manage to calm the tall th�n fellow, who st�ll cont�nued
pursu�ng h�m.

Claude for a moment elbowed h�s way through the crowd to go
and ask Fagerolles where h�s p�cture had been hung. But on see�ng
h�s fr�end so surrounded, pr�de restra�ned h�m. Was there not
someth�ng absurd and pa�nful about th�s constant need of another’s
help? Bes�des, he suddenly reflected that he must have sk�pped a
whole su�te of galler�es on the r�ght-hand s�de; and, �ndeed, there
were fresh leagues of pa�nt�ng there. He ended by reach�ng a gallery
where a st�fl�ng crowd was massed �n front of a large p�cture wh�ch
f�lled the central panel of honour. At f�rst he could not see �t, there
was such a surg�ng sea of shoulders, such a th�ck wall of heads,
such a rampart of hats. People rushed forward w�th gap�ng
adm�rat�on. At length, however, by d�nt of r�s�ng on t�ptoe, he
perce�ved the marvel, and recogn�sed the subject, by what had been
told h�m.

It was Fagerolles’ p�cture. And �n that ‘P�cn�c’ he found h�s own
forgotten work, ‘In the Open A�r,’ the same l�ght key of colour, the
same art�st�c formula, but softened, tr�ck�shly rendered, spo�lt by
sk�n-deep elegance, everyth�ng be�ng ‘arranged’ w�th �nf�n�te sk�ll to
sat�sfy the low �deal of the publ�c. Fagerolles had not made the
m�stake of str�pp�ng h�s three women; but, clad �n the audac�ous
to�lets of women of soc�ety, they showed no l�ttle of the�r persons. As
for the two gallant gentlemen �n summer jackets bes�de them, they
real�sed the �deal of everyth�ng most d�st�ngué; wh�le afar off a
footman was pull�ng a hamper off the box of a landau drawn up
beh�nd the trees. The whole of �t, the f�gures, the drapery, the b�ts of
st�ll l�fe of the repast, stood out ga�ly �n full sunl�ght aga�nst the
darkened fol�age of the background; and the supreme sk�ll of the
pa�nter lay �n h�s pretended audac�ty, �n a mendac�ous semblance of
forc�ble treatment wh�ch just suff�ced to send the mult�tude �nto
ecstas�es. It was l�ke a storm �n a cream-jug!

Claude, be�ng unable to approach, l�stened to the remarks around
h�m. At last there was a man who dep�cted real truth! He d�d not
press h�s po�nts l�ke those fools of the new school; he knew how to
convey everyth�ng w�thout show�ng anyth�ng. Ah! the art of know�ng



where to draw the l�ne, the art of lett�ng th�ngs be guessed, the
respect due to the publ�c, the approval of good soc�ety! And w�thal
such del�cacy, such charm and art! He d�d not unseasonably del�ver
h�mself of pass�onate th�ngs of exuberant des�gn; no, when he had
taken three notes from nature, he gave those three notes, noth�ng
more. A newspaper man who arr�ved went �nto raptures over the
‘P�cn�c,’ and co�ned the express�on ‘a very Par�s�an style of pa�nt�ng.’
It was repeated, and people no longer passed w�thout declar�ng that
the p�cture was ‘very Par�s�an’ �ndeed.

All those bent shoulders, all those adm�r�ng remarks r�s�ng from a
sea of sp�nes, ended by exasperat�ng Claude; and se�zed w�th a
long�ng to see the faces of the folk who created success, he
manoeuvred �n such a way as to lean h�s back aga�nst the handra�l
hard by. From that po�nt, he had the publ�c �n front of h�m �n the grey
l�ght f�lter�ng through the l�nen awn�ng wh�ch kept the centre of the
gallery �n shade; wh�lst the br�ghter l�ght, gl�d�ng from the edges of
the bl�nds, �llum�ned the pa�nt�ngs on the walls w�th a wh�te flow, �n
wh�ch the g�ld�ng of the frames acqu�red a warm sunsh�ny t�nt.
Claude at once recogn�sed the people who had formerly der�ded h�m
—�f these were not the same, they were at least the�r relat�ves—
ser�ous, however, and enraptured, the�r appearance greatly
�mproved by the�r respectful attent�on. The ev�l look, the wear�ness,
wh�ch he had at f�rst remarked on the�r faces, as env�ous b�le drew
the�r sk�n together and dyed �t yellow, d�sappeared here wh�le they
enjoyed the treat of an am�able l�e. Two fat lad�es, open-mouthed,
were yawn�ng w�th sat�sfact�on. Some old gentlemen opened the�r
eyes w�de w�th a know�ng a�r. A husband expla�ned the subject to h�s
young w�fe, who jogged her ch�n w�th a pretty mot�on of the neck.
There was every k�nd of marvell�ng, beat�f�cal, aston�shed, profound,
gay, austere, am�dst unconsc�ous sm�les and langu�d postures of the
head. The men threw back the�r black s�lk hats, the flowers �n the
women’s bonnets gl�ded to the napes of the�r necks. And all the
faces, after rema�n�ng mot�onless for a moment, were then drawn
as�de and replaced by others exactly l�ke them.

Then Claude, stupef�ed by that tr�umph, v�rtually forgot everyth�ng
else. The gallery was becom�ng too small, fresh bands of people
constantly accumulated �ns�de �t. There were no more vacant



spaces, as there had been early �n the morn�ng; no more cool wh�ffs
rose from the garden am�d the amb�ent smell of varn�sh; the
atmosphere was now becom�ng hot and b�tter w�th the perfumes
scattered by the women’s dresses. Before long the predom�nant
odour suggested that of a wet dog. It must have been ra�n�ng
outs�de; one of those sudden spr�ng showers had no doubt fallen, for
the last arr�vals brought mo�sture w�th them—the�r clothes hung
about them heav�ly and seemed to steam as soon as they
encountered the heat of the gallery. And, �ndeed, patches of
darkness had for a moment been pass�ng above the awn�ng of the
roof. Claude, who ra�sed h�s eyes, guessed that large clouds were
gallop�ng onward lashed by the north w�nd, that dr�v�ng ra�n was
beat�ng upon the glass panes. Mo�re-l�ke shadows darted along the
walls, all the pa�nt�ngs became d�m, the spectators themselves were
blended �n obscur�ty unt�l the cloud was carr�ed away, whereupon the
pa�nter saw the heads aga�n emerge from the tw�l�ght, ever agape
w�th �d�ot�c rapture.

But there was another cup of b�tterness �n reserve for Claude. On
the left-hand panel, fac�ng Fagerolles’, he perce�ved Bongrand’s
p�cture. And �n front of that pa�nt�ng there was no crush whatever; the
v�s�tors walked by w�th an a�r of �nd�fference. Yet �t was Bongrand’s
supreme effort, the thrust he had been try�ng to g�ve for years, a last
work conce�ved �n h�s obst�nate crav�ng to prove the v�r�l�ty of h�s
decl�ne. The hatred he harboured aga�nst the ‘V�llage Wedd�ng,’ that
f�rst masterp�ece wh�ch had we�ghed upon all h�s to�lsome after-l�fe,
had �mpelled h�m to select a contrast�ng but correspond�ng subject:
the ‘V�llage Funeral’—the funeral of a young g�rl, w�th relat�ves and
fr�ends straggl�ng among f�elds of rye and oats. Bongrand had
wrestled w�th h�mself, say�ng that people should see �f he were done
for, �f the exper�ence of h�s s�xty years were not worth all the lucky
dash of h�s youth; and now exper�ence was defeated, the p�cture
was dest�ned to be a mournful fa�lure, l�ke the s�lent fall of an old
man, wh�ch does not even stay passers-by �n the�r onward course.
There were st�ll some masterly b�ts, the cho�rboy hold�ng the cross,
the group of daughters of the V�rg�n carry�ng the b�er, whose wh�te
dresses and ruddy flesh furn�shed a pretty contrast w�th the black
Sunday toggery of the rust�c mourners, among all the green stuff;



only the pr�est �n h�s alb, the g�rl carry�ng the V�rg�n’s banner, the
fam�ly follow�ng the body, were dr�ly handled; the whole p�cture, �n
fact, was d�spleas�ng �n �ts very sc�ence and the obst�nate st�ffness of
�ts treatment. One found �n �t a fatal, unconsc�ous return to the
troubled romant�c�sm wh�ch had been the start�ng-po�nt of the
pa�nter’s career. And the worst of the bus�ness was that there was
just�f�cat�on for the �nd�fference w�th wh�ch the publ�c treated that art
of another per�od, that cooked and somewhat dull style of pa�nt�ng,
wh�ch no longer stopped one on one’s way, s�nce great blazes of
l�ght had come �nto vogue.

It prec�sely happened that Bongrand entered the gallery w�th the
hes�tat�ng step of a t�m�d beg�nner, and Claude felt a pang at h�s
heart as he saw h�m g�ve a glance at h�s neglected p�cture and then
another at Fagerolles’, wh�ch was br�ng�ng on a r�ot. At that moment
the old pa�nter must have been acutely consc�ous of h�s fall. If he
had so far been devoured by the fear of slow decl�ne, �t was because
he st�ll doubted; and now he obta�ned sudden certa�nty; he was
surv�v�ng h�s reputat�on, h�s talent was dead, he would never more
g�ve b�rth to l�v�ng, palp�tat�ng works. He became very pale, and was
about to turn and flee, when Chambouvard, the sculptor, enter�ng the
gallery by the other door, followed by h�s customary tra�n of d�sc�ples,
called to h�m w�thout car�ng a f�g for the people present:

‘Ah! you humbug, I catch you at �t—adm�r�ng yourself!’
He, Chambouvard, exh�b�ted that year an execrable ‘Reap�ng

Woman,’ one of those stup�dly spo�lt f�gures wh�ch seemed l�ke
hoaxes on h�s part, so unworthy they were of h�s powerful hands; but
he was none the less rad�ant, feel�ng certa�n that he had turned out
yet another masterp�ece, and promenad�ng h�s god-l�ke �nfall�b�l�ty
through the crowd wh�ch he d�d not hear laugh�ng at h�m.

Bongrand d�d not answer, but looked at h�m w�th eyes scorched by
fever.

‘And my mach�ne downsta�rs?’ cont�nued the sculptor. ‘Have you
seen �t? The l�ttle fellows of nowadays may try �t on, but we are the
only masters—we, old France!’

And thereupon he went off, followed by h�s court and bow�ng to the
aston�shed publ�c.



‘The brute!’ muttered Bongrand, suffocat�ng w�th gr�ef, as �nd�gnant
as at the outburst of some low-bred fellow bes�de a deathbed.

He perce�ved Claude, and approached h�m. Was �t not cowardly to
flee from th�s gallery? And he determ�ned to show h�s courage, h�s
lofty soul, �nto wh�ch envy had never entered.

‘Our fr�end Fagerolles has a success and no m�stake,’ he sa�d. ‘I
should be a hypocr�te �f I went �nto ecstas�es over h�s p�cture, wh�ch I
scarcely l�ke; but he h�mself �s really a very n�ce fellow �ndeed.
Bes�des, you know how he exerted h�mself on your behalf.’

Claude was try�ng to f�nd a word of adm�rat�on for the ‘V�llage
Funeral.’

‘The l�ttle cemetery �n the background �s so pretty!’ he sa�d at last.
‘Is �t poss�ble that the publ�c—’

But Bongrand �nterrupted h�m �n a rough vo�ce:
‘No compl�ments of condolence, my fr�end, eh? I see clear

enough.’
At th�s moment somebody nodded to them �n a fam�l�ar way, and

Claude recogn�sed Naudet—a Naudet who had grown and
expanded, g�lded by the success of h�s colossal strokes of bus�ness.
Amb�t�on was turn�ng h�s head; he talked about s�nk�ng all the other
p�cture dealers; he had bu�lt h�mself a palace, �n wh�ch he posed as
the k�ng of the market, central�s�ng masterp�eces, and there open�ng
large art shops of the modern style. One heard a j�ngle of m�ll�ons on
the very threshold of h�s hall; he held exh�b�t�ons there, even ran up
other galler�es elsewhere; and each t�me that May came round, he
awa�ted the v�s�ts of the Amer�can amateurs whom he charged f�fty
thousand francs for a p�cture wh�ch he h�mself had purchased for ten
thousand. Moreover, he l�ved �n pr�ncely style, w�th a w�fe and
ch�ldren, a m�stress, a country estate �n P�cardy, and extens�ve
shoot�ng grounds. H�s f�rst large prof�ts had come from the r�se �n
value of works left by �llustr�ous art�sts, now defunct, whose talent
had been den�ed wh�le they l�ved, such as Courbet, M�llet, and
Rousseau; and th�s had ended by mak�ng h�m d�sda�n any p�cture
s�gned by a st�ll struggl�ng art�st. However, om�nous rumours were
already �n c�rculat�on. As the number of well-known p�ctures was
l�m�ted, and the number of amateurs could barely be �ncreased, a



t�me seemed to be com�ng when bus�ness would prove very d�ff�cult.
There was talk of a synd�cate, of an understand�ng w�th certa�n
bankers to keep up the present h�gh pr�ces; the exped�ent of
s�mulated sales was resorted to at the Hôtel Drouot—p�ctures be�ng
bought �n at a b�g f�gure by the dealer h�mself—and bankruptcy
seemed to be at the end of all that Stock Exchange jobbery, a
perfect tumble head-over-heels after all the excess�ve, mendac�ous
ag�otage.

‘Good-day, dear master,’ sa�d Naudet, who had drawn near. ‘So
you have come, l�ke everybody else, to see my Fagerolles, eh?’

He no longer treated Bongrand �n the wheedl�ng, respectful
manner of yore. And he spoke of Fagerolles as of a pa�nter
belong�ng to h�m, of a workman to whom he pa�d wages, and whom
he often scolded. It was he who had settled the young art�st �n the
Avenue de V�ll�ers, compell�ng h�m to have a l�ttle mans�on of h�s
own, furn�sh�ng �t as he would have furn�shed a place for a hussy,
runn�ng h�m �nto debt w�th suppl�es of carpets and n�ck-nacks, so that
he m�ght afterwards hold h�m at h�s mercy; and now he began to
accuse h�m of lack�ng orderl�ness and ser�ousness, of comprom�s�ng
h�mself l�ke a feather-bra�n. Take that p�cture, for �nstance, a ser�ous
pa�nter would never have sent �t to the Salon; �t made a st�r, no
doubt, and people even talked of �ts obta�n�ng the medal of honour;
but noth�ng could have a worse effect on h�gh pr�ces. When a man
wanted to get hold of the Yankees, he ought to know how to rema�n
at home, l�ke an �dol �n the depths of h�s tabernacle.

‘You may bel�eve me or not, my dear fellow,’ he sa�d to Bongrand,
‘but I would have g�ven twenty thousand francs out of my pocket to
prevent those stup�d newspapers from mak�ng all th�s row about my
Fagerolles th�s year.’

Bongrand, who, desp�te h�s suffer�ngs, was l�sten�ng bravely,
sm�led.

‘In po�nt of fact,’ he sa�d, ‘they are perhaps carry�ng �nd�scret�on
too far. I read an art�cle yesterday �n wh�ch I learnt that Fagerolles
ate two bo�led eggs every morn�ng.’

He laughed over the coarse puffery wh�ch, after a f�rst art�cle on
the ‘young master’s’ p�cture, as yet seen by nobody, had for a week



past kept all Par�s occup�ed about h�m. The whole fratern�ty of
reporters had been campa�gn�ng, str�pp�ng Fagerolles to the sk�n,
tell�ng the�r readers all about h�s father, the art�st�c z�nc manufacturer,
h�s educat�on, the house �n wh�ch he res�ded, how he l�ved, even
reveal�ng the colour of h�s socks, and ment�on�ng a hab�t he had of
p�nch�ng h�s nose. And he was the pass�on of the hour, the ‘young
master’ accord�ng to the tastes of the day, one who had been lucky
enough to m�ss the Pr�x de Rome, and break off w�th the School of
Arts, whose pr�nc�ples, however, he reta�ned. After all, the success of
that style of pa�nt�ng wh�ch a�ms merely at approx�mat�ng real�ty, not
at render�ng �t �n all �ts truth, was the fortune of a season wh�ch the
w�nd br�ngs and blows away aga�n, a mere wh�m on the part of the
great lunat�c c�ty; the st�r �t caused was l�ke that occas�oned by some
acc�dent, wh�ch upsets the crowd �n the morn�ng and �s forgotten by
n�ght am�dst general �nd�fference.

However, Naudet not�ced the ‘V�llage Funeral.’
‘Hullo! that’s your p�cture, eh?’ he sa�d. ‘So you wanted to g�ve a

compan�on to the “Wedd�ng”? Well, I should have tr�ed to d�ssuade
you! Ah! the “Wedd�ng”! the “Wedd�ng”!’

Bongrand st�ll l�stened to h�m w�thout ceas�ng to sm�le. Barely a
tw�nge of pa�n passed over h�s trembl�ng l�ps. He forgot h�s
masterp�eces, the certa�nty of leav�ng an �mmortal name, he was
only cogn�sant of the vogue wh�ch that youngster, unworthy of
clean�ng h�s palette, had so suddenly and eas�ly acqu�red, that vogue
wh�ch seemed to be push�ng h�m, Bongrand, �nto obl�v�on—he who
had struggled for ten years before he had succeeded �n mak�ng
h�mself known. Ah! when the new generat�ons bury a man, �f they
only knew what tears of blood they make h�m shed �n death!

However, as he had rema�ned s�lent, he was se�zed w�th the fear
that he m�ght have let h�s suffer�ng be d�v�ned. Was he fall�ng to the
baseness of envy? Anger w�th h�mself made h�m ra�se h�s head—a
man should d�e erect. And �nstead of g�v�ng the v�olent answer wh�ch
was r�s�ng to h�s l�ps, he sa�d �n a fam�l�ar way:

‘You are r�ght, Naudet, I should have done better �f I had gone to
bed on the day when the �dea of that p�cture occurred to me.’

‘Ah! there he �s; excuse me!’ cr�ed the dealer, mak�ng off.



It was Fagerolles show�ng h�mself at the entrance of the gallery.
He d�screetly stood there w�thout enter�ng, carry�ng h�s good fortune
w�th the ease of a man who knows what he �s about. Bes�des, he
was look�ng for somebody; he made a s�gn to a young man, and
gave h�m an answer, a favourable one, no doubt, for the other
br�mmed over w�th grat�tude. Then two other persons sprang forward
to congratulate h�m; a woman deta�ned h�m, show�ng h�m, w�th a
martyr’s gesture, a b�t of st�ll l�fe hung �n a dark corner. And f�nally he
d�sappeared, after cast�ng but one glance at the people �n raptures
before h�s p�cture.

Claude, who had looked and l�stened, was overwhelmed w�th
sadness. The crush was st�ll �ncreas�ng, he now had nought before
h�m but faces gap�ng and sweat�ng �n the heat, wh�ch had become
�ntolerable. Above the nearer shoulders rose others, and so on and
so on as far as the door, whence those who could see noth�ng
po�nted out the pa�nt�ng to each other w�th the t�ps of the�r umbrellas,
from wh�ch dr�pped the water left by the showers outs�de. And
Bongrand rema�ned there out of pr�de, erect �n defeat, f�rmly planted
on h�s legs, those of an old combatant, and gaz�ng w�th l�mp�d eyes
upon ungrateful Par�s. He w�shed to f�n�sh l�ke a brave man, whose
k�ndness of heart �s boundless. Claude, who spoke to h�m w�thout
rece�v�ng any answer, saw very well that there was noth�ng beh�nd
that calm, gay face; the m�nd was absent, �t had flown away �n
mourn�ng, bleed�ng w�th fr�ghtful torture; and thereupon, full of alarm
and respect, he d�d not �ns�st, but went off. And Bongrand, w�th h�s
vacant eyes, d�d not even not�ce h�s departure.

A new �dea had just �mpelled Claude onward through the crowd.
He was lost �n wonderment at not hav�ng been able to d�scover h�s
p�cture. But noth�ng could be more s�mple. Was there not some
gallery where people gr�nned, some corner full of no�se and banter,
some gather�ng of jest�ng spectators, �nsult�ng a p�cture? That p�cture
would assuredly be h�s. He could st�ll hear the laughter of the bygone
Salon of the Rejected. And now at the door of each gallery he
l�stened to ascerta�n �f �t were there that he was be�ng h�ssed.

However, as he found h�mself once more �n the eastern gallery,
that hall where great art agon�ses, that depos�tory where vast, cold,



and gloomy h�stor�cal and rel�g�ous compos�t�ons are accumulated,
he started, and rema�ned mot�onless w�th h�s eyes turned upward.
He had passed through that gallery tw�ce already, and yet that was
certa�nly h�s p�cture up yonder, so h�gh up that he hes�tated about
recogn�s�ng �t. It looked, �ndeed, so l�ttle, po�sed l�ke a swallow at the
corner of a frame—the monumental frame of an �mmense pa�nt�ng
f�ve-and-th�rty feet long, represent�ng the Deluge, a swarm�ng of
yellow f�gures turn�ng topsy-turvy �n water of the hue of w�ne lees. On
the left, moreover, there was a p�t�able ashen portra�t of a general; on
the r�ght a colossal nymph �n a moonl�t landscape, the bloodless
corpse of a murdered woman rott�ng away on some grass; and
everywhere around there were mournful v�olet-shaded th�ngs, m�xed
up w�th a com�c scene of some b�bulous monks, and an ‘Open�ng of
the Chamber of Deput�es,’ w�th a whole page of wr�t�ng on a g�lded
cartouch, bear�ng the heads of the better-known deput�es, drawn �n
outl�ne, together w�th the�r names. And h�gh up, h�gh up, am�d those
l�v�d ne�ghbours, the l�ttle canvas, over-coarse �n treatment, glared
feroc�ously w�th the pa�nful gr�mace of a monster.

Ah! ‘The Dead Ch�ld.’ At that d�stance the wretched l�ttle creature
was but a confused lump of flesh, the l�feless carcase of some
shapeless an�mal. Was that swollen, wh�tened head a skull or a
stomach? And those poor hands tw�sted among the bedclothes, l�ke
the bent claws of a b�rd k�lled by cold! And the bed �tself, that pall�d�ty
of the sheets, below the pall�d�ty of the l�mbs, all that wh�te look�ng so
sad, those t�nts fad�ng away as �f typ�cal of the supreme end!
Afterwards, however, one d�st�ngu�shed the l�ght eyes star�ng f�xedly,
one recogn�sed a ch�ld’s head, and �t all seemed to suggest some
d�sease of the bra�n, profoundly and fr�ghtfully p�t�ful.

Claude approached, and then drew back to see the better. The
l�ght was so bad that refract�ons darted from all po�nts across the
canvas. How they had hung h�s l�ttle Jacques! no doubt out of
d�sda�n, or perhaps from shame, so as to get r�d of the ch�ld’s
lugubr�ous ugl�ness. But Claude evoked the l�ttle fellow such as he
had once been, and beheld h�m aga�n over yonder �n the country, so
fresh and p�nky, as he rolled about �n the grass; then �n the Rue de
Doua�, grow�ng pale and stup�d by degrees, and then �n the Rue
Tourlaque, no longer able to carry h�s head, and dy�ng one n�ght, all



alone, wh�le h�s mother was asleep; and he beheld her also, that
mother, the sad woman who had stopped at home, to weep there, no
doubt, as she was now �n the hab�t of do�ng for ent�re days. No
matter, she had done r�ght �n not com�ng; ‘twas too mournful—the�r
l�ttle Jacques, already cold �n h�s bed, cast on one s�de l�ke a par�ah,
and so brutal�sed by the danc�ng l�ght that h�s face seemed to be
laugh�ng, d�storted by an abom�nable gr�n.

But Claude suffered st�ll more from the lonel�ness of h�s work.
Aston�shment and d�sappo�ntment made h�m look for the crowd, the
rush wh�ch he had ant�c�pated. Why was he not hooted? Ah! the
�nsults of yore, the mock�ng, the �nd�gnat�on that had rent h�s heart,
but made h�m l�ve! No, noth�ng more, not even a pass�ng
expectorat�on: th�s was death. The v�s�tors f�led rap�dly through the
long gallery, se�zed w�th boredom. There were merely some people
�n front of the ‘Open�ng of the Chamber,’ where they collected to read
the �nscr�pt�ons, and show each other the deput�es’ heads. At last,
hear�ng some laughter beh�nd h�m, he turned round; but nobody was
jeer�ng, some v�s�tors were s�mply mak�ng merry over the t�psy
monks, the com�c success of the Salon, wh�ch some gentlemen
expla�ned to some lad�es, declar�ng that �t was br�ll�antly w�tty. And all
these people passed beneath l�ttle Jacques, and not a head was
ra�sed, not a soul even knew that he was up there.

However, the pa�nter had a gleam of hope. On the central settee,
two personages, one of them fat and the other th�n, and both of them
decorated w�th the Leg�on of Honour, sat talk�ng, recl�n�ng aga�nst
the velvet, and look�ng at the p�ctures �n front of them. Claude drew
near them and l�stened.

‘And I followed them,’ sa�d the fat fellow. ‘They went along the Rue
St. Honoré, the Rue St. Roch, the Rue de la Chaussée d’Ant�n, the
Rue la Fayette—’

‘And you spoke to them?’ asked the th�n man, who appeared to be
deeply �nterested.

‘No, I was afra�d of gett�ng �n a rage.’
Claude went off and returned on three occas�ons, h�s heart beat�ng

fast each t�me that some v�s�tor stopped short and glanced slowly
from the l�ne to the ce�l�ng. He felt an unhealthy long�ng to hear one



word, but one. Why exh�b�t? How fathom publ�c op�n�on? Anyth�ng
rather than such tortur�ng s�lence! And he almost suffocated when he
saw a young marr�ed couple approach, the husband a good-look�ng
fellow w�th l�ttle fa�r moustaches, the w�fe, charm�ng, w�th the del�cate
sl�m f�gure of a shepherdess �n Dresden ch�na. She had perce�ved
the p�cture, and asked what the subject was, stupef�ed that she could
make noth�ng out of �t; and when her husband, turn�ng over the
leaves of the catalogue, had found the t�tle, ‘The Dead Ch�ld,’ she
dragged h�m away, shudder�ng, and ra�s�ng th�s cry of affr�ght:

‘Oh, the horror! The pol�ce oughtn’t to allow such horrors!’
Then Claude rema�ned there, erect, unconsc�ous and haunted, h�s

eyes ra�sed on h�gh, am�d the cont�nuous flow of the crowd wh�ch
passed on, qu�te �nd�fferent, w�thout one glance for that un�que
sacred th�ng, v�s�ble to h�m alone. And �t was there that Sandoz
came upon h�m, am�d the jostl�ng.

The novel�st, who had been stroll�ng about alone—h�s w�fe hav�ng
rema�ned at home bes�de h�s a�l�ng mother—had just stopped short,
heart-rent, below the l�ttle canvas, wh�ch he had esp�ed by chance.
Ah! how d�sgusted he felt w�th l�fe! He abruptly l�ved the days of h�s
youth over aga�n. He recalled the college of Plassans, h�s freaks w�th
Claude on the banks of the V�orne, the�r long excurs�ons under the
burn�ng sun, and all the flam�ng of the�r early amb�t�on; and, later on,
when they had l�ved s�de by s�de, he remembered the�r efforts, the�r
certa�nty of com�ng glory, that f�ne �rres�st�ble, �mmoderate appet�te
that had made them talk of swallow�ng Par�s at one b�te! How many
t�mes, at that per�od, had he seen �n Claude a great man, whose
unbr�dled gen�us would leave the talent of all others far beh�nd �n the
rear! F�rst had come the stud�o of the Impasse des Bourdonna�s;
later, the stud�o of the Qua� de Bourbon, w�th dreams of vast
compos�t�ons, projects b�g enough to make the Louvre burst; and,
meanwh�le, the struggle was �ncessant; the pa�nter laboured ten
hours a day, devot�ng h�s whole be�ng to h�s work. And then what?
After twenty years of that pass�onate l�fe he ended thus—he f�n�shed
w�th that poor, s�n�ster l�ttle th�ng, wh�ch nobody not�ced, wh�ch
looked so d�stressfully sad �n �ts leper-l�ke sol�tude! So much hope



and torture, a l�fet�me spent �n the to�l of creat�ng, to come to that, to
that, good God!

Sandoz recogn�sed Claude stand�ng by, and fraternal emot�on
made h�s vo�ce quake as he sa�d to h�m:

‘What! so you came? Why d�d you refuse to call for me, then?’
The pa�nter d�d not even apolog�se. He seemed very t�red,

overcome w�th somn�ferous stupor.
‘Well, don’t stay here,’ added Sandoz. ‘It’s past twelve o’clock, and

you must lunch w�th me. Some people were to wa�t for me at
Ledoyen’s; but I shall g�ve them the go-by. Let’s go down to the
buffet; we shall p�ck up our sp�r�ts there, eh, old fellow?’

And then Sandoz led h�m away, hold�ng h�s arm, press�ng �t,
warm�ng �t, and try�ng to draw h�m from h�s mournful s�lence.

‘Come, dash �t all! you mustn’t g�ve way l�ke that. Although they
have hung your p�cture badly, �t �s all the same superb, a real b�t of
genu�ne pa�nt�ng. Oh! I know that you dreamt of someth�ng else! But
you are not dead yet, �t w�ll be for later on. And, just look, you ought
to be proud, for �t’s you who really tr�umph at the Salon th�s year.
Fagerolles �sn’t the only one who p�llages you; they all �m�tate you
now; you have revolut�on�sed them s�nce your “Open A�r,” wh�ch they
laughed so much about. Look, look! there’s an “open a�r” effect, and
there’s another, and here and there—they all do �t.’

He waved h�s hand towards the p�ctures as he and Claude passed
along the galler�es. In po�nt of fact, the dash of clear l�ght, �ntroduced
by degrees �nto contemporary pa�nt�ng, had fully burst forth at last.
The d�ngy Salons of yore, w�th the�r p�tchy canvases, had made way
for a Salon full of sunsh�ne, gay as spr�ng �tself. It was the dawn, the
aurora wh�ch had f�rst gleamed at the Salon of the Rejected, and
wh�ch was now r�s�ng and rejuvenat�ng art w�th a f�ne, d�ffuse l�ght,
full of �nf�n�te shades. On all s�des you found Claude’s famous ‘bluey
t�nge,’ even �n the portra�ts and the genre scenes, wh�ch had
acqu�red the d�mens�ons and the ser�ous character of h�stor�cal
pa�nt�ngs. The old academ�cal subjects had d�sappeared w�th the
cooked ju�ces of trad�t�on, as �f the condemned doctr�ne had carr�ed
�ts people of shadows away w�th �t; rare were the works of pure
�mag�nat�on, the cadaverous nud�t�es of mythology and cathol�c�sm,



the legendary subjects pa�nted w�thout fa�th, the anecdot�c b�ts
dest�tute of l�fe—�n fact, all the br�c-a-brac of the School of Arts used
up by generat�ons of tr�cksters and fools; and the �nfluence of the
new pr�nc�ple was ev�dent even among those art�sts who l�ngered
over the ant�que rec�pes, even among the former masters who had
now grown old. The flash of sunl�ght had penetrated to the�r stud�os.
From afar, at every step you took, you saw a pa�nt�ng transp�erce the
wall and form, as �t were, a w�ndow open upon Nature. Soon the
walls themselves would fall, and Nature would walk �n; for the breach
was a broad one, and the assault had dr�ven rout�ne away �n that gay
battle waged by audac�ty and youth.



‘Ah! your lot �s a f�ne one, all the same, old fellow!’ cont�nued
Sandoz. ‘The art of to-morrow w�ll be yours; you have made them
all.’

Claude thereupon opened h�s mouth, and, w�th an a�r of gloomy
brutal�ty, sa�d �n a low vo�ce:

‘What do I care �f I have made them all, when I haven’t made
myself? See here, �t’s too b�g an affa�r for me, and that’s what st�fles
me.’

He made a gesture to f�n�sh express�ng h�s thought, h�s
consc�ousness of h�s �nab�l�ty to prove the gen�us of the formula he
had brought w�th h�m, the torture he felt at be�ng merely a precursor,
the one who sows the �dea w�thout reap�ng the glory, h�s gr�ef at
see�ng h�mself p�llaged, devoured by men who turned out hasty
work, by a whole fl�ght of fellows who scattered the�r efforts and
lowered the new form of art, before he or another had found strength
enough to produce the masterp�ece wh�ch would make the end of
the century a date �n art.

But Sandoz protested, the future lay open. Then, to d�vert Claude,
he stopped h�m wh�le cross�ng the Gallery of Honour and sa�d:

‘Just look at that lady �n blue before that portra�t! What a slap
Nature does g�ve to pa�nt�ng! You remember when we used to look
at the dresses and the an�mat�on of the galler�es �n former t�mes?
Not a pa�nt�ng then w�thstood the shock. And yet now there are some
wh�ch don’t suffer overmuch. I even not�ced over there a landscape,
the general yellow�sh t�nge of wh�ch completely ecl�psed all the
women who approached �t.’

Claude was qu�ver�ng w�th unutterable suffer�ng.
‘Pray, let’s go,’ he sa�d. ‘Take me away—I can’t stand �t any

longer.’
They had all the trouble �n the world to f�nd a free table �n the

refreshment room. People were pressed together �n that b�g, shady
retreat, g�rt round w�th brown serge drapery under the g�rders of the



lofty �ron floor�ng of the upsta�rs galler�es. In the background, and but
part�ally v�s�ble �n the darkness, stood three dressers d�splay�ng
d�shes of preserved fru�t symmetr�cally ranged on shelves; wh�le,
nearer at hand, at counters placed on the r�ght and left, two lad�es, a
dark one and a fa�r one, watched the crowd w�th a m�l�tary a�r; and
from the d�m depths of th�s seem�ng cavern rose a sea of l�ttle
marble tables, a t�de of cha�rs, serr�ed, entangled, surg�ng, swell�ng,
overflow�ng and spread�ng �nto the garden, under the broad, pall�d
l�ght wh�ch fell from the glass roof.

At last Sandoz saw some people r�se. He darted forward and
conquered the vacant table by sheer struggl�ng w�th the mob.

‘Ah! dash �t! we are here at all events. What w�ll you have to eat?’
Claude made a gesture of �nd�fference. The lunch was execrable;

there was some trout softened by over-bo�l�ng, some undercut of
beef dr�ed up �n the oven, some asparagus smell�ng of mo�st l�nen,
and, �n add�t�on, one had to f�ght to get served; for the hustled
wa�ters, los�ng the�r heads, rema�ned �n d�stress �n the narrow
passages wh�ch the cha�rs were constantly block�ng. Beh�nd the
hang�ngs on the left, one could hear a racket of saucepans and
crockery; the k�tchen be�ng �nstalled there on the sand, l�ke one of
those Kermesse cook-shops set up by the roads�de �n the open a�r.

Sandoz and Claude had to eat, seated obl�quely and half strangled
between two part�es of people whose elbows almost ended by
gett�ng �nto the�r plates; and each t�me that a wa�ter passed he gave
the�r cha�rs a shake w�th h�s h�ps. However, the �nconven�ence, l�ke
the abom�nable cookery, made one gay. People jested about the
d�shes, d�fferent tables fratern�sed together, common m�sfortune
brought about a k�nd of pleasure party. Strangers ended by
sympath�s�ng; fr�ends kept up conversat�ons, although they were
seated three rows d�stant from one another, and were obl�ged to turn
the�r heads and gest�culate over the�r ne�ghbours’ shoulders. The
women part�cularly became an�mated, at f�rst rather anx�ous as to
the crush, and then unglov�ng the�r hands, catch�ng up the�r sk�rts,
and laugh�ng at the f�rst th�mbleful of neat w�ne they drank.

However, Sandoz, who had renounced f�n�sh�ng h�s meat, ra�sed
h�s vo�ce am�d the terr�ble hubbub caused by the chatter and the



serv�ng:
‘A b�t of cheese, eh? And let’s try to get some coffee.’
Claude, whose eyes looked dreamy, d�d not hear. He was gaz�ng

�nto the garden. From h�s seat he could see the central clump of
verdure, some lofty palms wh�ch stood �n rel�ef aga�nst the grey
hang�ngs w�th wh�ch the garden was decorated all round. A c�rcle of
statues was set out there; and you could see the back of a faun; the
prof�le of a young g�rl w�th full cheeks; the face of a bronze Gaul, a
colossal b�t of romant�c�sm wh�ch �rr�tated one by �ts stup�d
assumpt�on of patr�ot�sm; the trunk of a woman hang�ng by the
wr�sts, some Andromeda of the Place P�galle; and others, and others
st�ll follow�ng the bends of the pathways; rows of shoulders and h�ps,
heads, breasts, legs, and arms, all m�ngl�ng and grow�ng �nd�st�nct �n
the d�stance. On the left stretched a l�ne of busts—such del�ghtful
ones—furn�sh�ng a most com�cal and uncommon su�te of noses.
There was the huge po�nted nose of a pr�est, the t�p-t�lted nose of a
soubrette, the handsome class�cal nose of a f�fteenth-century Ital�an
woman, the mere fancy nose of a sa�lor—�n fact, every k�nd of nose,
both the mag�strate’s and the manufacturer’s, and the nose of the
gentleman decorated w�th the Leg�on of Honour—all of them
mot�onless and ranged �n endless success�on!

However, Claude saw noth�ng of them; to h�m they were but grey
spots �n the hazy, green�sh l�ght. H�s stupor st�ll lasted, and he was
only consc�ous of one th�ng, the luxur�ousness of the women’s
dresses, of wh�ch he had formed a wrong est�mate am�d the push�ng
�n the galler�es, and wh�ch were here freely d�splayed, as �f the
wearers had been promenad�ng over the gravel �n the conservatory
of some château. All the elegance of Par�s passed by, the women
who had come to show themselves, �n dresses thoughtfully
comb�ned and dest�ned to be descr�bed �n the morrow’s newspapers.
People stared a great deal at an actress, who walked about w�th a
queen-l�ke tread, on the arm of a gentleman who assumed the
complacent a�rs of a pr�nce consort. The women of soc�ety looked
l�ke so many huss�es, and they all of them took stock of one another
w�th that slow glance wh�ch est�mates the value of s�lk and the length
of lace, and wh�ch ferrets everywhere, from the t�ps of boots to the



feathers upon bonnets. Th�s was neutral ground, so to say; some
lad�es who were seated had drawn the�r cha�rs together, after the
fash�on �n the garden of the Tu�ler�es, and occup�ed themselves
exclus�vely w�th cr�t�c�s�ng those of the�r own sex who passed by.
Two female fr�ends qu�ckened the�r pace, laugh�ng. Another woman,
all alone, walked up and down, mute, w�th a black look �n her eyes.
Some others, who had lost one another, met aga�n, and began
ejaculat�ng about the adventure. And, meant�me, the dark mov�ng
mass of men came to a standst�ll, then set off aga�n t�ll �t stopped
short before a b�t of marble, or edd�ed back to a b�t of bronze. And
among the mere bourgeo�s, who were few �n number, though all of
them looked out of the�r element there, moved men w�th celebrated
names—all the �llustrat�ons of Par�s. A name of resound�ng glory re-
echoed as a fat, �ll-clad gentleman passed by; the w�nged name of a
poet followed as a pale man w�th a flat, common face approached. A
l�v�ng wave was r�s�ng from th�s crowd �n the even, colourless l�ght
when suddenly a flash of sunsh�ne, from beh�nd the clouds of a f�nal
shower, set the glass panes on h�gh aflame, mak�ng the sta�ned
w�ndow on the western s�de resplendent, and ra�n�ng down �n golden
part�cles through the st�ll atmosphere; and then everyth�ng became
warm—the snowy statues am�d the sh�ny green stuff, the soft lawns
parted by the yellow sand of the pathways, the r�ch dresses w�th the�r
glossy sat�n and br�ght beads, even the very vo�ces, whose h�lar�ous
murmur seemed to crackle l�ke a br�ght f�re of v�ne shoots. Some
gardeners, complet�ng the arrangements of the flower-beds, turned
on the taps of the stand-p�pes and promenaded about w�th the�r pots,
the showers squ�rt�ng from wh�ch came forth aga�n �n tep�d steam
from the drenched grass. And meanwh�le a plucky sparrow, who had
descended from the �ron g�rders, desp�te the number of people,
d�pped h�s beak �n the sand �n front of the buffet, eat�ng some
crumbs wh�ch a young woman threw h�m by way of amusement. Of
all the tumult, however, Claude only heard the ocean-l�ke d�n afar,
the rumbl�ng of the people roll�ng onwards �n the galler�es. And a
recollect�on came to h�m, he remembered that no�se wh�ch had burst
forth l�ke a hurr�cane �n front of h�s p�cture at the Salon of the
Rejected. But nowadays people no longer laughed at h�m; upsta�rs
the g�ant roar of Par�s was accla�m�ng Fagerolles!



It so happened that Sandoz, who had turned round, sa�d to
Claude: ‘Hallo! there’s Fagerolles!’

And, �ndeed, Fagerolles and Jory had just la�d hands on a table
near by w�thout not�c�ng the�r fr�ends, and the journal�st, cont�nu�ng �n
h�s gruff vo�ce a conversat�on wh�ch had prev�ously begun,
remarked:

‘Yes, I saw h�s “Dead Ch�ld”! Ah! the poor dev�l! what an end�ng!’
But Fagerolles nudged Jory, and the latter, hav�ng caught s�ght of

h�s two old comrades, �mmed�ately added:
‘Ah! that dear old Claude! How goes �t, eh? You know that I

haven’t yet seen your p�cture. But I’m told that �t’s superb.’
‘Superb!’ declared Fagerolles, who then began to express h�s

surpr�se. ‘So you lunched here. What an �dea! Everyth�ng �s so
awfully bad. We two have just come from Ledoyen’s. Oh! such a
crowd and such hustl�ng, such m�rth! Br�ng your table nearer and let
us chat a b�t.’

They jo�ned the two tables together. But flatterers and pet�t�oners
were already after the tr�umphant young master. Three fr�ends rose
up and no�s�ly saluted h�m from afar. A lady became sm�l�ngly
contemplat�ve when her husband had wh�spered h�s name �n her ear.
And the tall, th�n fellow, the art�st whose p�cture had been badly
hung, and who had pursued h�m s�nce the morn�ng, as enraged as
ever, left a table where he was seated at the further end of the buffet,
and aga�n hurr�ed forward to compla�n, �mperat�vely demand�ng ‘the
l�ne’ at once.

‘Oh! go to the deuce!’ at last cr�ed Fagerolles, h�s pat�ence and
am�ab�l�ty exhausted. And he added, when the other had gone off,
mumbl�ng some �nd�st�nct threats: ‘It’s true; a fellow does all he can
to be obl�g�ng, but those chaps would dr�ve one mad! All of them on
the “l�ne”! leagues of “l�ne” then! Ah! what a bus�ness �t �s to be a
comm�ttee-man! One wears out one’s legs, and one only reaps
hatred as reward.’

Claude, who was look�ng at h�m w�th h�s oppressed a�r, seemed to
wake up for a moment, and murmured:



‘I wrote to you; I wanted to go and see you to thank you. Bongrand
told me about all the trouble you had. So thanks aga�n.’

But Fagerolles hast�ly broke �n:
‘Tut, tut! I certa�nly owed that much to our old fr�endsh�p. It’s I who

am del�ghted to have g�ven you any pleasure.’
He showed the embarrassment wh�ch always came upon h�m �n

presence of the acknowledged master of h�s youth, that k�nd of
hum�l�ty wh�ch f�lled h�m perforce when he was w�th the man whose
mute d�sda�n, even at th�s moment, suff�ced to spo�l all h�s tr�umph.

‘Your p�cture �s very good,’ slowly added Claude, who w�shed to be
k�nd-hearted and generous.

Th�s s�mple pra�se made Fagerolles’ heart swell w�th exaggerated,
�rres�st�ble emot�on, spr�ng�ng he knew not whence; and th�s rascal,
who bel�eved �n noth�ng, who was usually so prof�c�ent �n humbug,
answered �n a shaky vo�ce:

‘Ah! my dear fellow, ah! �t’s very k�nd of you to tell me that!’
Sandoz had at last obta�ned two cups of coffee, and as the wa�ter

had forgotten to br�ng any sugar, he had to content h�mself w�th
some p�eces wh�ch a party had left on an adjo�n�ng table. A few
tables, �ndeed, had now become vacant, but the general freedom
had �ncreased, and one woman’s laughter rang out so loudly that
every head turned round. The men were smok�ng, and a blu�sh cloud
slowly rose above the straggl�ng tablecloths, sta�ned by w�ne and
l�ttered w�th d�rty plates and d�shes. When Fagerolles, on h�s a�de,
succeeded �n obta�n�ng two glasses of chartreuse for h�mself and
Jory, he began to talk to Sandoz, whom he treated w�th a certa�n
amount of deference, d�v�n�ng that the novel�st m�ght become a
power. And Jory thereupon appropr�ated Claude, who had aga�n
become mournful and s�lent.

‘You know, my dear fellow,’ sa�d the journal�st, ‘I d�dn’t send you
any announcement of my marr�age. On account of our pos�t�on we
managed �t on the qu�et w�thout �nv�t�ng any guests. All the same, I
should have l�ked to let you know. You w�ll excuse me, won’t you?’

He showed h�mself expans�ve, gave part�culars, full of the
happ�ness of l�fe, and egot�st�cally del�ghted to feel fat and v�ctor�ous



�n front of that poor vanqu�shed fellow. He succeeded w�th
everyth�ng, he sa�d. He had g�ven up leader-wr�t�ng, feel�ng the
necess�ty of settl�ng down ser�ously, and he had r�sen to the
ed�torsh�p of a prom�nent art rev�ew, on wh�ch, so �t was asserted, he
made th�rty thousand francs a year, w�thout ment�on�ng certa�n prof�ts
real�sed by shady traff�ck�ng �n the sale of art collect�ons. The m�ddle-
class rapac�ty wh�ch he had �nher�ted from h�s mother, the hered�tary
pass�on for prof�t wh�ch had secretly �mpelled h�m to embark �n petty
speculat�ons as soon as he had ga�ned a few coppers, now openly
d�splayed �tself, and ended by mak�ng h�m a terr�ble customer, who
bled all the art�sts and amateurs who came under h�s clutches.

It was am�dst th�s good luck of h�s that Math�lde, now all-powerful,
had brought h�m to the po�nt of begg�ng her, w�th tears �n h�s eyes, to
become h�s w�fe, a request wh�ch she had proudly refused dur�ng s�x
long months.

‘When folks are dest�ned to l�ve together,’ he cont�nued, ‘the best
course �s to set everyth�ng square. You exper�enced �t yourself, my
dear fellow; you know someth�ng about �t, eh? And �f I told you that
she wouldn’t consent at f�rst—yes, �t’s a fact—for fear of be�ng
m�sjudged and of do�ng me harm. Oh! she has such grandeur, such
del�cacy of m�nd! No, nobody can have an �dea of that woman’s
qual�t�es. Devoted, tak�ng all poss�ble care of one, econom�cal, and
acute, too, and such a good adv�ser! Ah! �t was a lucky chance that I
met her! I no longer do anyth�ng w�thout consult�ng her; I let her do
as she l�kes; she manages everyth�ng, upon my word.’

The truth was that Math�lde had f�n�shed by reduc�ng h�m to the
fr�ghtened obed�ence of a l�ttle boy. The once d�ssolute she-ghoul
had become a d�ctator�al spouse, eager for respect, and consumed
w�th amb�t�on and love of money. She showed, too, every form of
sour�sh v�rtue. It was sa�d that they had been seen tak�ng the Holy
Commun�on together at Notre Dame de Lorette. They k�ssed one
another before other people, and called each other by endear�ng
n�cknames. Only, of an even�ng, he had to relate how he had spent
h�s t�me dur�ng the day, and �f the employment of a s�ngle hour
rema�ned susp�c�ous, �f he d�d not br�ng home all the money he had



rece�ved, down to the odd coppers, she led h�m the most abom�nable
l�fe �mag�nable.

Th�s, of course, Jory left unment�oned. By way of conclus�on he
excla�med: ‘And so we wa�ted for my father’s death, and then I
marr�ed her.’

Claude, whose m�nd had so far been wander�ng, and who had
merely nodded w�thout l�sten�ng, was struck by that last sentence.

‘What! you marr�ed her—marr�ed Math�lde?’
That exclamat�on summed up all the aston�shment that the affa�r

caused h�m, all the recollect�ons that occurred to h�m of
Mahoudeau’s shop. That Jory, why, he could st�ll hear h�m talk�ng
about Math�lde �n an abom�nable manner; and yet he had marr�ed
her! It was really stup�d for a fellow to speak badly of a woman, for
he never knew �f he m�ght not end by marry�ng her some day or
other!

However, Jory was perfectly serene, h�s memory was dead, he
never allowed h�mself an allus�on to the past, never showed the
sl�ghtest embarrassment when h�s comrades’ eyes were turned on
h�m. Bes�des, Math�lde seemed to be a new-comer. He �ntroduced
her to them as �f they knew noth�ng whatever about her.

Sandoz, who had lent an ear to the conversat�on, greatly
�nterested by th�s f�ne bus�ness, called out as soon as Jory and
Claude became s�lent:

‘Let’s be off, eh? My legs are gett�ng numbed.’
But at that moment Irma Bécot appeared, and stopped �n front of

the buffet. W�th her ha�r freshly g�lded, she had put on her best looks
—all the tr�cky sheen of a tawny hussy, who seemed to have just
stepped out of some old Rena�ssance frame; and she wore a tra�n of
l�ght blue brocaded s�lk, w�th a sat�n sk�rt covered w�th Alençon lace,
of such r�chness that qu�te an escort of gentlemen followed her �n
adm�rat�on. On perce�v�ng Claude among the others, she hes�tated
for a moment, se�zed, as �t were, w�th cowardly shame �n front of that
�ll-clad, ugly, der�ded dev�l. Then, becom�ng val�ant, as �t were, �t was
h�s hand that she shook the f�rst am�d all those well-dressed men,



who opened the�r eyes �n amazement. She laughed w�th an
affect�onate a�r, and spoke to h�m �n a fr�endly, banter�ng way.

Fagerolles, however, was already pay�ng for the two chartreuses
he had ordered, and at last he went off w�th Irma, whom Jory also
dec�ded to follow. Claude watched them walk away together, she
between the two men, mov�ng on �n regal fash�on, greatly adm�red,
and repeatedly bowed to by people �n the crowd.

‘One can see very well that Math�lde �sn’t here,’ qu�etly remarked
Sandoz. ‘Ah! my fr�end, what clouts Jory would rece�ve on gett�ng
home!’

The novel�st now asked for the b�ll. All the tables were becom�ng
vacant; there only rema�ned a l�tter of bones and crusts. A couple of
wa�ters were w�p�ng the marble slabs w�th sponges, wh�lst a th�rd
raked up the so�led sand. Beh�nd the brown serge hang�ngs the staff
of the establ�shment was lunch�ng—one could hear a gr�nd�ng of
jaws and husky laughter, a rumpus ak�n to that of a camp of g�ps�es
devour�ng the contents of the�r saucepans.

Claude and Sandoz went round the garden, where they
d�scovered a statue by Mahoudeau, very badly placed �n a corner
near the eastern vest�bule. It was the bath�ng g�rl at last, stand�ng
erect, but of d�m�nut�ve proport�ons, be�ng scarcely as tall as a g�rl
ten years old, but charm�ngly del�cate—w�th sl�m h�ps and a t�ny
bosom, d�splay�ng all the exqu�s�te hes�tancy of a sprout�ng bud. The
f�gure seemed to exhale a perfume, that grace wh�ch noth�ng can
g�ve, but wh�ch flowers where �t l�sts, stubborn, �nv�nc�ble, perenn�al
grace, spr�ng�ng st�ll and ever from Mahoudeau’s th�ck f�ngers, wh�ch
were so �gnorant of the�r spec�al apt�tude that they had long treated
th�s very grace w�th der�s�on.

Sandoz could not help sm�l�ng.
‘And to th�nk that th�s fellow has done everyth�ng he could to warp

h�s talent. If h�s f�gure were better placed, �t would meet w�th great
success.’

‘Yes, great success,’ repeated Claude. ‘It �s very pretty.’
Prec�sely at that moment they perce�ved Mahoudeau, already �n

the vest�bule, and go�ng towards the sta�rcase. They called h�m, ran



after h�m, and then all three rema�ned talk�ng together for a few
m�nutes. The ground-floor gallery stretched away, empty, w�th �ts
sanded pavement, and the pale l�ght stream�ng through �ts large
round w�ndows. One m�ght have fanc�ed oneself under a ra�lway
br�dge. Strong p�llars supported the metall�c framework, and an �cy
ch�llness blew from above, mo�sten�ng the sand �n wh�ch one’s feet
sank. In the d�stance, beh�nd a torn curta�n, one could see rows of
statues, the rejected sculptural exh�b�ts, the casts wh�ch poor
sculptors d�d not even remove, gathered together �n a l�v�d k�nd of
Morgue, �n a state of lamentable abandonment. But what surpr�sed
one, on ra�s�ng one’s head, was the cont�nuous d�n, the m�ghty tramp
of the publ�c over the floor�ng of the upper galler�es. One was
deafened by �t; �t rolled on w�thout a pause, as �f �nterm�nable tra�ns,
go�ng at full speed, were ever and ever shak�ng the �ron g�rders.

When Mahoudeau had been compl�mented, he told Claude that he
had searched for h�s p�cture �n va�n. In the depths of what hole could
they have put �t? Then, �n a f�t of affect�onate remembrance for the
past, he asked anx�ously after Gagn�ère and Dubuche. Where were
the Salons of yore wh�ch they had all reached �n a band, the mad
excurs�ons through the galler�es as �n an enemy’s country, the v�olent
d�sda�n they had felt on go�ng away, the d�scuss�ons wh�ch had made
the�r tongues swell and empt�ed the�r bra�ns? Nobody now saw
Dubuche. Two or three t�mes a month Gagn�ère came from Melun, �n
a state of bew�lderment, to attend some concert; and he now took
such l�ttle �nterest �n pa�nt�ng that he had not even looked �n at the
Salon, although he exh�b�ted h�s usual landscape, the same v�ew of
the banks of the Se�ne wh�ch he had been send�ng for the last f�fteen
years—a p�cture of a pretty grey�sh t�nt, so consc�ent�ous and qu�et
that the publ�c had never remarked �t.

‘I was go�ng upsta�rs,’ resumed Mahoudeau. ‘W�ll you come w�th
me?’

Claude, pale w�th suffer�ng, ra�sed h�s eyes every second. Ah! that
terr�ble rumbl�ng, that devour�ng gallop of the monster overhead, the
shock of wh�ch he felt �n h�s very l�mbs!

He held out h�s hand w�thout speak�ng.



‘What! are you go�ng to leave us?’ excla�med Sandoz. Take just
another turn w�th us, and we’ll go away together.’

Then, on see�ng Claude so weary, a feel�ng of p�ty made h�s heart
contract. He d�v�ned that the poor fellow’s courage was exhausted,
that he was des�rous of sol�tude, se�zed w�th a des�re to fly off alone
and h�de h�s wound.

‘Then, good-bye, old man: I’ll call and see you to-morrow.’
Stagger�ng, and as �f pursued by the tempest upsta�rs, Claude

d�sappeared beh�nd the clumps of shrubbery �n the garden. But two
hours later Sandoz, who after los�ng Mahoudeau had just found h�m
aga�n w�th Jory and Fagerolles, perce�ved the unhappy pa�nter aga�n
stand�ng �n front of h�s p�cture, at the same spot where he had met
h�m the f�rst t�me. At the moment of go�ng off the wretched fellow had
come up there aga�n, harassed and attracted desp�te h�mself.

There was now the usual f�ve o’clock crush. The crowd, weary of
w�nd�ng round the galler�es, became d�stracted, and pushed and
shoved w�thout ever f�nd�ng �ts way out. S�nce the coolness of the
morn�ng, the heat of all the human bod�es, the odour of all the breath
exhaled there had made the atmosphere heavy, and the dust of the
floors, fly�ng about, rose up �n a f�ne m�st. People st�ll took each other
to see certa�n p�ctures, the subjects of wh�ch alone struck and
attracted the crowd. Some went off, came back, and walked about
unceas�ngly. The women were part�cularly obst�nate �n not ret�r�ng;
they seemed determ�ned to rema�n there t�ll the attendants should
push them out when s�x o’clock began to str�ke. Some fat lad�es had
foundered. Others, who had fa�led to f�nd even the t�n�est place to s�t
down, leaned heav�ly on the�r parasols, s�nk�ng, but st�ll obst�nate.
Every eye was turned anx�ously and suppl�cat�ngly towards the
settees laden w�th people. And all that those thousands of s�ght-
seers were now consc�ous of, was that last fat�gue of the�rs, wh�ch
made the�r legs totter, drew the�r features together, and tortured them
w�th headache—that headache pecul�ar to f�ne-art shows, wh�ch �s
caused by the constant stra�n�ng of one’s neck and the bl�nd�ng
dance of colours.

Alone on the l�ttle settee where at noon already they had been
talk�ng about the�r pr�vate affa�rs, the two decorated gentlemen were



st�ll chatt�ng qu�etly, w�th the�r m�nds a hundred leagues away from
the place. Perhaps they had returned th�ther, perhaps they had not
even st�rred from the spot.

‘And so,’ sa�d the fat one, ‘you went �n, pretend�ng not to
understand?’

‘Qu�te so,’ repl�ed the th�n one. ‘I looked at them and took off my
hat. It was clear, eh?’

‘Aston�sh�ng! You really aston�sh me, my dear fr�end.’
Claude, however, only heard the low beat�ng of h�s heart, and only

beheld the ‘Dead Ch�ld’ up there �n the a�r, near the ce�l�ng. He d�d
not take h�s eyes off �t, a prey to a fasc�nat�on wh�ch held h�m there,
qu�te �ndependent of h�s w�ll. The crowd turned round h�m, people’s
feet trod on h�s own, he was pushed and carr�ed away; and, l�ke
some �nert object, he abandoned h�mself, waved about, and
ult�mately found h�mself aga�n on the same spot as before w�thout
hav�ng once lowered h�s head, qu�te �gnorant of what was occurr�ng
below, all h�s l�fe be�ng concentrated up yonder bes�de h�s work, h�s
l�ttle Jacques, swollen �n death. Two b�g tears wh�ch stood
mot�onless between h�s eyel�ds prevented h�m from see�ng clearly.
And �t seemed to h�m as �f he would never have t�me to see enough.

Then Sandoz, �n h�s deep compass�on, pretended he d�d not
perce�ve h�s old fr�end; �t was as �f he w�shed to leave h�m there,
bes�de the tomb of h�s wrecked l�fe. The�r comrades once more went
past �n a band. Fagerolles and Jory darted on ahead, and,
Mahoudeau hav�ng asked Sandoz where Claude’s p�cture was hung,
the novel�st told a l�e, drew h�m as�de and took h�m off. All of them
went away.

In the even�ng Chr�st�ne only managed to draw curt words from
Claude; everyth�ng was go�ng on all r�ght, sa�d he; the publ�c showed
no �ll-humour; the p�cture had a good effect, though �t was hung
perhaps rather h�gh up. However, desp�te th�s semblance of cold
tranqu�ll�ty, he seemed so strange that she became fr�ghtened.

After d�nner, as she returned from carry�ng the d�rty plates �nto the
k�tchen, she no longer found h�m near the table. He had opened a
w�ndow wh�ch overlooked some waste ground, and he stood there,



lean�ng out to such a degree that she could scarcely see h�m. At th�s
she sprang forward, terr�f�ed, and pulled h�m v�olently by h�s jacket.

‘Claude! Claude! what are you do�ng?’
He turned round, w�th h�s face as wh�te as a sheet and h�s eyes

haggard.
‘I’m look�ng,’ he sa�d.
But she closed the w�ndow w�th trembl�ng hands, and after that

s�gn�f�cant �nc�dent such angu�sh clung to her that she no longer slept
at n�ght-t�me.



XI

CLAUDE set to work aga�n on the very next day, and months
elapsed, �ndeed the whole summer went by, �n heavy qu�etude. He
had found a job, some l�ttle pa�nt�ngs of flowers for England, the
proceeds of wh�ch suff�ced for the�r da�ly bread. All h�s ava�lable t�me
was aga�n devoted to h�s large canvas, and he no longer went �nto
the same f�ts of anger over �t, but seemed to res�gn h�mself to that
eternal task, ev�nc�ng obst�nate, hopeless �ndustry. However, h�s
eyes reta�ned the�r crazy express�on—one could see the death of
l�ght, as �t were, �n them, when they gazed upon the fa�lure of h�s
ex�stence.

About th�s per�od Sandoz also exper�enced great gr�ef. H�s mother
d�ed, h�s whole l�fe was upset—that l�fe of three together, so homely
�n �ts character, and shared merely by a few fr�ends. He began to
hate the pav�l�on of the Rue Nollet, and, moreover, success suddenly
declared �tself w�th respect to h�s books, wh�ch h�therto had sold but
moderately well. So, prompted by the advent of comparat�ve wealth,
he rented �n the Rue de Londres a spac�ous flat, the arrangements of
wh�ch occup�ed h�m and h�s w�fe for several months. Sandoz’s gr�ef
had drawn h�m closer to Claude aga�n, both be�ng d�sgusted w�th
everyth�ng. After the terr�ble blow of the Salon, the novel�st had felt
very anx�ous about h�s old chum, d�v�n�ng that someth�ng had
�rreparably snapped w�th�n h�m, that there was some wound by wh�ch
l�fe ebbed away unseen. Then, however, f�nd�ng Claude so cold and
qu�et, he ended by grow�ng somewhat reassured.

Sandoz often walked up to the Rue Tourlaque, and whenever he
found only Chr�st�ne at home, he quest�oned her, real�s�ng that she
also l�ved �n apprehens�on of a calam�ty of wh�ch she never spoke.
Her face bore a look of worry, and now and aga�n she started



nervously, l�ke a mother who watches over her ch�ld and trembles at
the sl�ghtest sound, w�th the fear that death may be enter�ng the
chamber.

One July morn�ng Sandoz asked her: ‘Well, are you pleased?
Claude’s qu�et, he works a deal.’

She gave the large p�cture her usual glance, a s�de glance full of
terror and hatred.

‘Yes, yes, he works,’ she sa�d. ‘He wants to f�n�sh everyth�ng else
before tak�ng up the woman aga�n.’ And w�thout confess�ng the fear
that harassed her, she added �n a lower tone: ‘But h�s eyes—have
you not�ced h�s eyes? They always have the same w�ld express�on. I
know very well that he l�es, desp�te h�s pretence of tak�ng th�ngs so
eas�ly. Pray, come and see h�m, and take h�m out w�th you, so as to
change the current of h�s thoughts. He only has you left; help me, do
help me!’

After that Sandoz d�l�gently dev�sed mot�ves for var�ous walks,
arr�v�ng at Claude’s early �n the morn�ng, and carry�ng h�m away from
h�s work perforce. It was almost always necessary to drag h�m from
h�s steps, on wh�ch he hab�tually sat, even when he was not pa�nt�ng.
A feel�ng of wear�ness stopped h�m, a k�nd of torpor benumbed h�m
for long m�nutes, dur�ng wh�ch he d�d not g�ve a s�ngle stroke w�th the
brush. In those moments of mute contemplat�on, h�s gaze reverted
w�th p�ous fervour to the woman’s f�gure wh�ch he no longer touched:
�t was l�ke a hes�tat�ng des�re comb�ned w�th sacred awe, a pass�on
wh�ch he refused to sat�sfy, as he felt certa�n that �t would cost h�m
h�s l�fe. When he set to work aga�n at the other f�gures and the
background of the p�cture, he well knew that the woman’s f�gure was
st�ll there, and h�s glance wavered whenever he esp�ed �t; he felt that
he would only rema�n master of h�mself as long as he d�d not touch �t
aga�n.

One even�ng, Chr�st�ne, who now v�s�ted at Sandoz’s and never
m�ssed a s�ngle Thursday there, �n the hope of see�ng her b�g s�ck
ch�ld of an art�st br�ghten up �n the soc�ety of h�s fr�ends, took the
novel�st as�de and begged h�m to drop �n at the�r place on the
morrow. And on the next day Sandoz, who, as �t happened, wanted
to take some notes for a novel, on the other s�de of Montmartre,



went �n search of Claude, carr�ed h�m off and kept h�m �dl�ng about
unt�l n�ght-t�me.

On th�s occas�on they went as far as the gate of Cl�gnancourt,
where a perpetual fa�r was held, w�th merry-go-rounds, shoot�ng-
galler�es, and taverns, and on reach�ng the spot they were stupef�ed
to f�nd themselves face to face w�th Chaîne, who was enthroned �n a
large and styl�sh booth. It was a k�nd of chapel, h�ghly ornamented.
There were four c�rcular revolv�ng stands set �n a row and loaded
w�th art�cles �n ch�na and glass, all sorts of ornaments and n�ck-
nacks, whose g�ld�ng and pol�sh shone am�d an harmon�ca-l�ke
t�nkl�ng whenever the hand of a gamester set the stand �n mot�on. It
then spun round, grat�ng aga�nst a feather, wh�ch, on the rotatory
movement ceas�ng, �nd�cated what art�cle, �f any, had been won. The
b�g pr�ze was a l�ve rabb�t, adorned w�th p�nk favours, wh�ch waltzed
and revolved unceas�ngly, �ntox�cated w�th fr�ght. And all th�s d�splay
was set �n red hang�ngs, scalloped at the top; and between the
curta�ns one saw three p�ctures hang�ng at the rear of the booth, as
�n the sanctuary of some tabernacle. They were Chaîne’s three
masterp�eces, wh�ch now followed h�m from fa�r to fa�r, from one end
of Par�s to the other. The ‘Woman taken �n Adultery’ �n the centre,
the copy of the Mantegna on the left, and Mahoudeau’s stove on the
r�ght. Of an even�ng, when the petroleum lamps flamed and the
revolv�ng stands glowed and rad�ated l�ke planets, noth�ng seemed
f�ner than those p�ctures hang�ng am�d the blood-t�nged purple of the
hang�ngs, and a gap�ng crowd often flocked to v�ew them.

The s�ght was such that �t wrung an exclamat�on from Claude: ‘Ah,
good heavens! But those pa�nt�ngs look very well—they were surely
�ntended for th�s.’

The Mantegna, so na�vely harsh �n treatment, looked l�ke some
faded coloured pr�nt na�led there for the delectat�on of s�mple-m�nded
folk; wh�lst the m�nutely pa�nted stove, all awry, hang�ng bes�de the
g�ngerbread Chr�st absolv�ng the adulterous woman, assumed an
unexpectedly gay aspect.

However, Chaîne, who had just perce�ved the two fr�ends, held out
h�s hand to them, as �f he had left them merely the day before. He
was calm, ne�ther proud nor ashamed of h�s booth, and he had not



aged, hav�ng st�ll a leathery aspect; though, on the other hand, h�s
nose had completely van�shed between h�s cheeks, wh�lst h�s mouth,
clammy w�th prolonged s�lence, was bur�ed �n h�s moustache and
beard.

‘Hallo! so we meet aga�n!’ sa�d Sandoz, ga�ly. ‘Do you know, your
pa�nt�ngs have a lot of effect?’

‘The old humbug!’ added Claude. ‘Why, he has h�s l�ttle Salon all
to h�mself. That’s very cute �ndeed.’

Chaîne’s face became rad�ant, and he dropped the remark: ‘Of
course!’

Then, as h�s art�st�c pr�de was roused, he, from whom people
barely wrung anyth�ng but growls, gave utterance to a whole
sentence:

‘Ah! �t’s qu�te certa�n that �f I had had any money, l�ke you fellows, I
should have made my way, just as you have done, �n sp�te of
everyth�ng.’

That was h�s conv�ct�on. He had never doubted of h�s talent, he
had s�mply forsaken the profess�on because �t d�d not feed h�m.
When he v�s�ted the Louvre, at s�ght of the masterp�eces hang�ng
there he felt conv�nced that t�me alone was necessary to turn out
s�m�lar work.

‘Ah, me!’ sa�d Claude, who had become gloomy aga�n. ‘Don’t
regret what you’ve done; you alone have succeeded. Bus�ness �s
br�sk, eh?’

But Chaîne muttered b�tter words. No, no, there was noth�ng
do�ng, not even �n h�s l�ne. People wouldn’t play for pr�zes; all the
money found �ts way to the w�ne-shops. In sp�te of buy�ng paltry odds
and ends, and str�k�ng the table w�th the palm of one’s hand, so that
the feather m�ght not �nd�cate one of the b�g pr�zes, a fellow barely
had water to dr�nk nowadays. Then, as some people had drawn
near, he stopped short �n h�s explanat�on to call out: ‘Walk up, walk
up, at every turn you w�n!’ �n a gruff vo�ce wh�ch the two others had
never known h�m to possess, and wh�ch fa�rly stupef�ed them.

A workman who was carry�ng a s�ckly l�ttle g�rl w�th large covetous
eyes, let her play two turns. The revolv�ng stands grated and the



n�ck-nacks danced round �n dazzl�ng fash�on, wh�le the l�ve rabb�t,
w�th h�s ears lowered, revolved and revolved so rap�dly that the
outl�ne of h�s body van�shed and he became noth�ng but a wh�t�sh
c�rcle. There was a moment of great emot�on, for the l�ttle g�rl had
narrowly m�ssed w�nn�ng h�m.

Then, after shak�ng hands w�th Chaîne, who was st�ll trembl�ng
w�th the fr�ght th�s had g�ven h�m, the two fr�ends walked away.

‘He’s happy,’ sa�d Claude, after they had gone some f�fty paces �n
s�lence.

‘He!’ cr�ed Sandoz; ‘why, he bel�eves he has m�ssed becom�ng a
member of the Inst�tute, and �t’s k�ll�ng h�m.’

Shortly after th�s meet�ng, and towards the m�ddle of August,
Sandoz dev�sed a real excurs�on wh�ch would take up a whole day.
He had met Dubuche—Dubuche, careworn and mournful, who had
shown h�mself pla�nt�ve and affect�onate, rak�ng up the past and
�nv�t�ng h�s two old chums to lunch at La R�chaud�ère, where he
should be alone w�th h�s two ch�ldren for another fortn�ght. Why
shouldn’t they go and surpr�se h�m there, s�nce he seemed so
des�rous of renew�ng the old �nt�macy? But �n va�n d�d Sandoz repeat
that he had prom�sed Dubuche on oath to br�ng Claude w�th h�m; the
pa�nter obst�nately refused to go, as �f he were fr�ghtened at the �dea
of aga�n behold�ng Bennecourt, the Se�ne, the �slands, all the stretch
of country where h�s happy years lay dead and bur�ed. It was
necessary for Chr�st�ne to �nterfere, and he f�n�shed by g�v�ng way,
although full of repugnance to the tr�p. It prec�sely happened that on
the day pr�or to the appo�ntment he had worked at h�s pa�nt�ng unt�l
very late, be�ng taken w�th the old fever aga�n. And so the next
morn�ng—�t was Sunday—be�ng devoured w�th a long�ng to pa�nt, he
went off most reluctantly, tear�ng h�mself away from h�s p�cture w�th a
pang. What was the use of return�ng to Bennecourt? All that was
dead, �t no longer ex�sted. Par�s alone rema�ned, and even �n Par�s
there was but one v�ew, the po�nt of the C�té, that v�s�on wh�ch
haunted h�m always and everywhere, that one corner where he ever
left h�s heart.

Sandoz, f�nd�ng h�m nervous �n the ra�lway carr�age, and see�ng
that h�s eyes rema�ned f�xed on the w�ndow as �f he had been leav�ng



the c�ty—wh�ch had gradually grown smaller and seemed shrouded
�n m�st—for years, d�d all he could to d�vert h�s m�nd, tell�ng h�m, for
�nstance, what he knew about Dubuche’s real pos�t�on. At the outset,
old Marga�llan, glor�fy�ng �n h�s bemedalled son-�n-law, had trotted
h�m about and �ntroduced h�m everywhere as h�s partner and
successor. There was a fellow who would conduct bus�ness br�skly,
who would bu�ld houses more cheaply and �n f�ner style than ever,
for hadn’t he grown pale over books? But Dubuche’s f�rst �dea
proved d�sastrous; on some land belong�ng to h�s father-�n-law �n
Burgundy he establ�shed a br�ckyard �n so unfavourable a s�tuat�on,
and after so defect�ve a plan, that the venture resulted �n the sheer
loss of two hundred thousand francs. Then he turned h�s attent�on to
erect�ng houses, �ns�st�ng upon br�ng�ng personal �deas �nto
execut�on, a certa�n general scheme of h�s wh�ch would revolut�on�se
the bu�ld�ng art. These �deas were the old theor�es he held from the
revolut�onary chums of h�s youth, everyth�ng that he had prom�sed
he would real�se when he was free; but he had not properly reduced
the theor�es to method, and he appl�ed them unseasonably, w�th the
awkwardness of a pup�l lack�ng the sacred f�re; he exper�mented w�th
terra-cotta and pottery ornamentat�on, large bay w�ndows, and
espec�ally w�th the employment of �ron—�ron g�rders, �ron sta�rcases,
and �ron roof�ngs; and as the employment of these mater�als
�ncreased the outlay, he aga�n ended w�th a catastrophe, wh�ch was
all the greater as he was a p�t�ful manager, and had lost h�s head
s�nce he had become r�ch, rendered the more obtuse, �t seemed, by
money, qu�te spo�lt and at sea, unable even to revert to h�s old hab�ts
of �ndustry. Th�s t�me Marga�llan grew angry; he for th�rty years had
been buy�ng ground, bu�ld�ng and sell�ng aga�n, est�mat�ng at a
glance the cost and return of house property; so many yards of
bu�ld�ng at so much the foot hav�ng to y�eld so many su�tes of rooms
at so much rent. He wouldn’t have anyth�ng more to do w�th a fellow
who blundered about l�me, br�cks, m�llstones, and �n fact everyth�ng,
who employed oak when deal would have su�ted, and who could not
br�ng h�mself to cut up a storey—l�ke a consecrated wafer—�nto as
many l�ttle squares as was necessary. No, no, none of that! He
rebelled aga�nst art, after hav�ng been amb�t�ous to �ntroduce a l�ttle
of �t �nto h�s rout�ne, �n order to sat�sfy a long-stand�ng worry about



h�s own �gnorance. And after that matters had gone from bad to
worse, terr�ble quarrels had ar�sen between the son-�n-law and the
father-�n-law, the former d�sda�nful, �ntrench�ng h�mself beh�nd h�s
sc�ence, and the latter shout�ng that the commonest labourer knew
more than an arch�tect d�d. The m�ll�ons were �n danger, and one f�ne
day Marga�llan turned Dubuche out of h�s off�ces, forb�dd�ng h�m ever
to set foot �n them aga�n, s�nce he d�d not even know how to d�rect a
bu�ld�ng-yard where only four men worked. It was a d�saster, a
lamentable fa�lure, the School of Arts collaps�ng, der�ded by a
mason!

At th�s po�nt of Sandoz’s story, Claude, who had begun to l�sten to
h�s fr�end, �nqu�red:

‘Then what �s Dubuche do�ng now?’
‘I don’t know—noth�ng probably,’ answered Sandoz. ‘He told me

that he was anx�ous about h�s ch�ldren’s health, and was tak�ng care
of them.’

That pale woman, Madame Marga�llan, as slender as the blade of
a kn�fe, had d�ed of tubercular consumpt�on, wh�ch was pla�nly the
hered�tary d�sease, the source of the fam�ly’s degeneracy, for her
daughter, Rég�ne, had been cough�ng ever s�nce her marr�age. She
was now dr�nk�ng the waters at Mont-Dore, wh�ther she had not
dared to take her ch�ldren, as they had been very poorly the year
before, after a season spent �n that part, where the a�r was too keen
for them. Th�s expla�ned the scatter�ng of the fam�ly: the mother over
yonder w�th her ma�d; the grandfather �n Par�s, where he had
resumed h�s great bu�ld�ng enterpr�ses, battl�ng am�d h�s four
hundred workmen, and crush�ng the �dle and the �ncapable beneath
h�s contempt; and the father �n ex�le at La R�chaud�ère, set to watch
over h�s son and daughter, shut up there, after the very f�rst struggle,
as �f �t had broken h�m down for l�fe. In a moment of effus�on
Dubuche had even let Sandoz understand that as h�s w�fe was so
extremely del�cate he now l�ved w�th her merely on fr�endly terms.

‘A n�ce marr�age,’ sa�d Sandoz, s�mply, by way of conclus�on.
It was ten o’clock when the two fr�ends rang at the �ron gate of La

R�chaud�ère. The estate, w�th wh�ch they were not acqua�nted,
amazed them. There was a superb park, a garden la�d out �n the



French style, w�th balustrades and steps spread�ng away �n regal
fash�on; three huge conservator�es and a colossal cascade—qu�te a
p�ece of folly, w�th �ts rocks brought from afar, and the quant�ty of
cement and the number of condu�ts that had been employed �n
arrang�ng �t. Indeed, the owner had sunk a fortune �n �t, out of sheer
van�ty. But what struck the fr�ends st�ll more was the melancholy,
deserted aspect of the doma�n; the gravel of the avenues carefully
raked, w�th never a trace of footsteps; the d�stant expanses qu�te
deserted, save that now and then a sol�tary gardener passed by; and
the house look�ng l�feless, w�th all �ts w�ndows closed, except�ng two,
wh�ch were barely set ajar.

However, a valet who had dec�ded to show h�mself began to
quest�on them, and when he learnt that they w�shed to see
‘mons�eur,’ he became �nsolent, and repl�ed that ‘mons�eur’ was
beh�nd the house �n the gymnas�um, and then went �ndoors aga�n.

Sandoz and Claude followed a path wh�ch led them towards a
lawn, and what they saw there made them pause. Dubuche, who
stood �n front of a trapeze, was ra�s�ng h�s arms to support h�s son,
Gaston, a poor s�ckly boy who, at ten years of age, st�ll had the
sl�ght, soft l�mbs of early ch�ldhood; wh�le the g�rl, Al�ce, sat �n a
perambulator awa�t�ng her turn. She was so �mperfectly developed
that, although she was s�x years old, she could not yet walk. The
father, absorbed �n h�s task, cont�nued exerc�s�ng the sl�m l�mbs of
h�s l�ttle boy, sw�ng�ng h�m backwards and forwards, and va�nly try�ng
to make h�m ra�se h�mself up by h�s wr�sts. Then, as th�s sl�ght effort
suff�ced to br�ng on persp�rat�on, he removed the l�ttle fellow from the
trapeze and rolled h�m �n a rug. And all th�s was done am�d complete
s�lence, alone under the far expanse of sky, h�s face wear�ng a look
of d�stressful p�ty as he knelt there �n that splend�d park. However, as
he rose up he perce�ved the two fr�ends.

‘What! �t’s you? On a Sunday, and w�thout warn�ng me!’
He had made a gesture of annoyance, and at once expla�ned that

the ma�d, the only woman to whom he could trust the ch�ldren, went
to Par�s on Sundays, and that �t was consequently �mposs�ble for h�m
to leave Gaston and Al�ce for a m�nute.

‘I’ll wager that you came to lunch?’ he added.



As Claude gave Sandoz an �mplor�ng glance, the novel�st made
haste to answer:

‘No, no. As �t happens, we only have t�me enough to shake hands
w�th you. Claude had to come down here on a bus�ness matter. He
l�ved at Bennecourt, as you know. And as I accompan�ed h�m, we
took �t �nto our heads to walk as far as here. But there are people
wa�t�ng for us, so don’t d�sturb yourself �n the least.’

Thereupon, Dubuche, who felt rel�eved, made a show of deta�n�ng
them. They certa�nly had an hour to spare, dash �t all! And they all
three began to talk. Claude looked at Dubuche, aston�shed to f�nd
h�m so aged; h�s flabby face had become wr�nkled—�t was of a
yellow�sh hue, and streaked w�th red, as �f b�le had splashed h�s sk�n;
wh�lst h�s ha�r and h�s moustaches were already grow�ng grey. In
add�t�on, h�s f�gure appeared to have become more compact; a b�tter
wear�ness made each of h�s gestures seem an effort. Were defeats
�n money matters as hard to bear, then, as defeats �n art? Everyth�ng
about th�s vanqu�shed man—h�s vo�ce, h�s glance—procla�med the
shameful dependency �n wh�ch he had to l�ve: the bankruptcy of h�s
future wh�ch was cast �n h�s teeth, w�th the accusat�on of hav�ng
allowed a talent he d�d not possess to be set down as an asset �n the
marr�age contract. Then there was the fam�ly money wh�ch he
nowadays stole, the money spent on what he ate, the clothes he
wore, and the pocket-money he needed—�n fact, the perpetual alms
wh�ch were bestowed upon h�m, just as they m�ght have been
bestowed upon some vulgar sw�ndler, whom one unluck�ly could not
get r�d of.

‘Wa�t a b�t,’ resumed Dubuche; ‘I have to stop here f�ve m�nutes
longer w�th one of my poor duck�es, and afterwards we’ll go �ndoors.’

Gently, and w�th �nf�n�te motherly precaut�ons, he removed l�ttle
Al�ce from the perambulator and l�fted her to the trapeze. Then,
stammer�ng coax�ng words and sm�l�ng, he encouraged her, and left
her hang�ng for a couple of m�nutes, so as to develop her muscles;
but he rema�ned w�th open arms, watch�ng each movement w�th the
fear of see�ng her smashed to p�eces, should her weak l�ttle wax-l�ke
hands relax the�r hold. She d�d not say anyth�ng, but obeyed h�m �n
sp�te of the terror that th�s exerc�se caused her; and she was so



p�t�fully l�ght �n we�ght that she d�d not even fully stretch the ropes,
be�ng l�ke one of those poor scraggy l�ttle b�rds wh�ch fall from a
young tree w�thout as much as bend�ng �t.

At th�s moment, Dubuche, hav�ng g�ven Gaston a glance, became
d�stracted on remark�ng that the rug had sl�pped and that the ch�ld’s
legs were uncovered.

‘Good heavens! good heavens! Why, he’ll catch cold on th�s grass!
And I, who can’t move! Gaston, my l�ttle dear! It’s the same th�ng
every day; you wa�t t�ll I’m occup�ed w�th your s�ster. Sandoz, pray
cover h�m over! Ah, thanks! Pull the rug up more; don’t be afra�d!’

So th�s was the outcome of h�s splend�d marr�age—those two
poor, weak l�ttle be�ngs, whom the least breath from the sky
threatened to k�ll l�ke fl�es. Of the fortune he had marr�ed, all that
rema�ned to h�m was the constant gr�ef of behold�ng those woeful
ch�ldren str�cken by the f�nal degeneracy of scrofula and phth�s�s.
However, th�s b�g, egot�st�cal fellow showed h�mself an adm�rable
father. The only energy that rema�ned to h�m cons�sted �n a
determ�nat�on to make h�s ch�ldren l�ve, and he struggled on hour
after hour, sav�ng them every morn�ng, and dread�ng to lose them
every n�ght. They alone ex�sted now am�d h�s f�n�shed ex�stence,
am�d the b�tterness of h�s father-�n-law’s �nsult�ng reproaches, the
coldness of h�s sorry, a�l�ng w�fe. And he kept to h�s task �n
desperat�on; he f�n�shed br�ng�ng those ch�ldren �nto the world, as �t
were, by d�nt of unrem�tt�ng tenderness.

‘There, my darl�ng, that’s enough, �sn’t �t?’ he sa�d. ‘You’ll soon see
how b�g and pretty you’ll become.’

He then placed Al�ce �n the perambulator aga�n, took Gaston, who
was st�ll wrapped up, on one of h�s arms; and when h�s fr�ends
w�shed to help h�m, he decl�ned the�r offer, push�ng the l�ttle g�rl’s
veh�cle along w�th h�s r�ght hand, wh�ch had rema�ned free.

‘Thanks,’ he sa�d, ‘I’m accustomed to �t. Ah! the poor darl�ngs are
not heavy; and bes�des, w�th servants one can never be sure of
anyth�ng.’

On enter�ng the house, Sandoz and Claude aga�n saw the valet
who had been so �nsolent; and they not�ced that Dubuche trembled
before h�m. The k�tchen and the hall shared the contempt of the



father-�n-law, who pa�d for everyth�ng, and treated ‘madame’s’
husband l�ke a beggar whose presence was merely tolerated out of
char�ty. Each t�me that a sh�rt was got ready for h�m, each t�me that
he asked for some more bread, the servants’ �mpol�te gestures made
h�m feel that he was rece�v�ng alms.

‘Well, good-bye, we must leave you,’ sa�d Sandoz, who suffered at
the s�ght of �t all.

‘No, no, wa�t a b�t. The ch�ldren are go�ng to breakfast, and
afterwards I’ll accompany you w�th them. They must go for the�r
out�ng.’

Each day was regulated hour by hour. Of a morn�ng came the
baths and the gymnast�cs; then the breakfast, wh�ch was qu�te an
affa�r, as the ch�ldren needed spec�al food, wh�ch was duly d�scussed
and we�ghed. And matters were carr�ed to such a po�nt that even
the�r w�ne and water was sl�ghtly warmed, for fear that too ch�lly a
drop m�ght g�ve them a cold. On th�s occas�on they each partook of
the yolk of an egg d�luted �n some broth, and a mutton cutlet, wh�ch
the father cut up �nto t�ny morsels. Then, pr�or to the s�esta, came the
promenade.

Sandoz and Claude found themselves once more out-of-doors,
walk�ng down the broad avenues w�th Dubuche, who aga�n propelled
Al�ce’s perambulator, wh�lst Gaston walked bes�de h�m. They talked
about the estate as they went towards the gate. The master glanced
over the park w�th t�m�d, nervous eyes, as �f he d�d not feel at home.
Bes�des he d�d not know anyth�ng; he d�d not occupy h�mself about
anyth�ng. He appeared even to have forgotten the profess�on wh�ch
he was sa�d to be �gnorant of, and seemed to have gone astray, to
be bowed down by sheer �nact�on.

‘And your parents, how are they?’ asked Sandoz.
A spark was once more k�ndled �n Dubuche’s d�m eyes.
‘Oh! my parents are happy,’ he sa�d; ‘I bought them a l�ttle house,

where they l�ve on the annu�ty wh�ch I had spec�f�ed �n my marr�age
contract. Well, you see, mamma had advanced enough money for
my educat�on, and I had to return �t to her, as I had prom�sed, eh?
Yes, I can at least say that my parents have noth�ng to reproach me
w�th.’



Hav�ng reached the gate, they tarr�ed there for a few m�nutes. At
last, st�ll look�ng crushed, Dubuche shook hands w�th h�s old
comrades; and reta�n�ng Claude’s hand �n h�s, he concluded, as �f
mak�ng a s�mple statement of fact qu�te devo�d of anger:

‘Good-bye; try to get out of worry! As for me, I’ve spo�lt my l�fe.’
And they watched h�m walk back towards the house, push�ng the

perambulator, and support�ng Gaston, who was already stumbl�ng
w�th fat�gue—he, Dubuche, h�mself hav�ng h�s back bent and the
heavy tread of an old man.

One o’clock was str�k�ng, and they both hurr�ed down towards
Bennecourt, saddened and ravenous. But mournfulness awa�ted
them there as well; a murderous blast had swept over the place,
both Faucheurs, husband and w�fe, and old Porrette, were all dead;
and the �nn, hav�ng fallen �nto the hands of that goose Mél�e, was
becom�ng repugnant w�th �ts f�lth and coarseness. An abom�nable
repast was served them, an omelette w�th ha�rs �n �t, and cutlets
smell�ng of grease, �n the centre of the common room, to wh�ch an
open w�ndow adm�tted the pest�lent�al odour of a dung heap, wh�le
the place was so full of fl�es that they pos�t�vely blackened the tables.
The heat of the burn�ng afternoon came �n w�th the stench, and
Claude and Sandoz d�d not even feel the courage to order any
coffee; they fled.

‘And you who used to extol old Mother Faucheur’s omelettes!’ sa�d
Sandoz. ‘The place �s done for. We are go�ng for a turn, eh?’

Claude was �ncl�ned to refuse. Ever s�nce the morn�ng he had had
but one �dea—that of walk�ng on as fast as poss�ble, as �f each step
would shorten the d�sagreeable task and br�ng h�m back to Par�s. H�s
heart, h�s head, h�s whole be�ng had rema�ned there. He looked
ne�ther to r�ght nor to left, he gl�ded along w�thout d�st�ngu�sh�ng
aught of the f�elds or trees, hav�ng but one f�xed �dea �n h�s bra�n, a
prey to such halluc�nat�ons that at certa�n moments he fanc�ed the
po�nt of the C�té rose up and called to h�m from am�d the vast
expanse of stubble. However, Sandoz’s proposal aroused memor�es
�n h�s m�nd; and, soften�ng somewhat, he repl�ed:

‘Yes, that’s �t, we’ll have a look.’



But as they advanced along the r�ver bank, he became �nd�gnant
and gr�eved. He could scarcely recogn�se the place. A br�dge had
been bu�lt to connect Bennecourt w�th Bonn�ères: a br�dge, good
heavens! �n the place of the old ferry-boat, grat�ng aga�nst �ts cha�n—
the old black boat wh�ch, cutt�ng athwart the current, had been so full
of �nterest to the art�st�c eye. Moreover, a dam establ�shed down-
stream at Port-V�llez had ra�sed the level of the r�ver, most of the
�slands of yore were now submerged, and the l�ttle armlets of the
stream had become broader. There were no more pretty nooks, no
more r�ppl�ng alleys am�d wh�ch one could lose oneself; �t was a
d�saster that �ncl�ned one to strangle all the r�ver eng�neers!

‘Why, that clump of pollards st�ll emerg�ng from the water on the
left,’ cr�ed Claude, ‘was the Barreux Island, where we used to chat
together, ly�ng on the grass! You remember, don’t you? Ah! the
scoundrels!’

Sandoz, who could never see a tree felled w�thout shak�ng h�s f�st
at the wood-cutter, turned pale w�th anger, and felt exasperated that
the author�t�es had thus dared to mut�late nature.

Then, as Claude approached h�s old home, he became s�lent, and
h�s teeth clenched. The house had been sold to some m�ddle-class
folk, and now there was an �ron gate, aga�nst wh�ch he pressed h�s
face. The rose-bushes were all dead, the apr�cot trees were dead
also; the garden, wh�ch looked very tr�m, w�th �ts l�ttle pathways and
�ts square-cut beds of flowers and vegetables, bordered w�th box,
was reflected �n a large ball of plated glass set upon a stand �n the
very centre of �t; and the house, newly wh�tewashed and pa�nted at
the corners and round the doors and w�ndows, �n a manner to �m�tate
freestone, suggested some clown�sh parvenu awkwardly arrayed �n
h�s Sunday toggery. The s�ght fa�rly enraged the pa�nter. No, no,
noth�ng of h�mself, noth�ng of Chr�st�ne, noth�ng of the great love of
the�r youth rema�ned there! He w�shed to look st�ll further; he turned
round beh�nd the house, and sought for the wood of oak trees where
they had left the l�v�ng qu�ver of the�r embraces; but the wood was
dead, dead l�ke all the rest, felled, sold, and burnt! Then he made a
gesture of anathema, �n wh�ch he cast all h�s gr�ef to that stretch of
country wh�ch was now so changed that he could not f�nd �n �t one



s�ngle token of h�s past l�fe. And so a few years suff�ced to efface the
spot where one had laboured, loved, and suffered! What was the use
of man’s va�n ag�tat�on �f the w�nd beh�nd h�m swept and carr�ed
away all the traces of h�s footsteps? He had r�ghtly real�sed that he
ought not to return th�ther, for the past �s s�mply the cemetery of our
�llus�ons, where our feet for ever stumble aga�nst tombstones!

‘Let us go!’ he cr�ed; ‘let us go at once! It’s stup�d to torture one’s
heart l�ke th�s!’

When they were on the new br�dge, Sandoz tr�ed to calm h�m by
show�ng h�m the v�ew wh�ch had not formerly ex�sted, the w�dened
bed of the Se�ne, full to the br�m, as �t were, and the water flow�ng
onward, proudly and slowly. But th�s water fa�led to �nterest Claude,
unt�l he reflected that �t was the same water wh�ch, as �t passed
through Par�s, had bathed the old quay walls of the C�té; and then he
felt touched, he leant over the parapet of the br�dge for a moment,
and thought that he could d�st�ngu�sh glor�ous reflect�ons �n �t—the
towers of Notre-Dame, and the needle-l�ke sp�re of the Sa�nte-
Chapelle, carr�ed along by the current towards the sea.

The two fr�ends m�ssed the three o’clock tra�n, and �t was real
torture to have to spend two long hours more �n that reg�on, where
everyth�ng we�ghed so heav�ly on the�r shoulders. Fortunately, they
had forewarned Chr�st�ne and Madame Sandoz that they m�ght
return by a n�ght tra�n �f they were deta�ned. So they resolved upon a
bachelor d�nner at a restaurant on the Place du Havre, hop�ng to set
themselves all r�ght aga�n by a good chat at dessert as �n former
t�mes. E�ght o’clock was about to str�ke when they sat down to table.

Claude, on leav�ng the term�nus, w�th h�s feet once more on the
Par�s pavement, had lost h�s nervous ag�tat�on, l�ke a man who at
last f�nds h�mself once more at home. And w�th the cold, absent-
m�nded a�r wh�ch he now usually d�splayed, he l�stened to Sandoz
try�ng to enl�ven h�m. The novel�st treated h�s fr�end l�ke a m�stress
whose head he w�shed to turn; they partook of del�cate, h�ghly sp�ced
d�shes and heady w�nes. But m�rth was rebell�ous, and Sandoz
h�mself ended by becom�ng gloomy. All h�s hopes of �mmortal�ty were
shaken by h�s excurs�on to that ungrateful country v�llage, that
Bennecourt, so loved and so forgetful, where he and Claude had not



found a s�ngle stone reta�n�ng any recollect�on of them. If th�ngs
wh�ch are eternal forget so soon, can one place any rel�ance for one
hour on the memory of man?

‘Do you know, old fellow,’ sa�d the novel�st, ‘�t’s that wh�ch
somet�mes sends me �nto a cold sweat. Have you ever reflected that
poster�ty may not be the faultless d�spenser of just�ce that we dream
of? One consoles oneself for be�ng �nsulted and den�ed, by rely�ng
on the equ�ty of the centur�es to come; just as the fa�thful endure all
the abom�nat�ons of th�s earth �n the f�rm bel�ef of another l�fe, �n
wh�ch each w�ll be rewarded accord�ng to h�s deserts. But suppose
Parad�se ex�sts no more for the art�st than �t does for the Cathol�c,
suppose that future generat�ons prolong the m�sunderstand�ng and
prefer am�able l�ttle tr�fles to v�gorous works! Ah! what a sell �t would
be, eh? To have led a conv�ct’s l�fe—to have screwed oneself down
to one’s work—all for a mere delus�on! Please not�ce that �t’s qu�te
poss�ble, after all. There are some consecrated reputat�ons wh�ch I
wouldn’t g�ve a rap for. Class�cal educat�on has deformed everyth�ng,
and has �mposed upon us as gen�uses men of correct, fac�le talent,
who follow the beaten track. To them one may prefer men of free
tendenc�es, whose work �s at t�mes unequal; but these are only
known to a few people of real culture, so that �t looks as �f �mmortal�ty
m�ght really go merely to the m�ddle-class “average” talent, to the
men whose names are forced �nto our bra�ns at school, when we are
not strong enough to defend ourselves. But no, no, one mustn’t say
those th�ngs; they make me shudder! Should I have the courage to
go on w�th my task, should I be able to rema�n erect am�d all the
jeer�ng around me �f I hadn’t the consol�ng �llus�on that I shall some
day be apprec�ated?’

Claude had l�stened w�th h�s dolorous express�on, and he now
made a gesture of �nd�fference t�nged w�th b�tterness.

‘Bah! what does �t matter? Well, there’s noth�ng hereafter. We are
even madder than the fools who k�ll themselves for a woman. When
the earth spl�ts to p�eces �n space l�ke a dry walnut, our works won’t
add one atom to �ts dust.’

‘That’s qu�te true,’ summed up Sandoz, who was very pale.
‘What’s the use of try�ng to f�ll up the vo�d of space? And to th�nk that



we know �t, and that our pr�de st�ll battles all the same!’
They left the restaurant, roamed about the streets, and foundered

aga�n �n the depths of a café, where they ph�losoph�sed. They had
come by degrees to rak�ng up the memor�es of the�r ch�ldhood, and
th�s ended by f�ll�ng the�r hearts w�th sadness. One o’clock �n the
morn�ng struck when they dec�ded to go home.

However, Sandoz talked of see�ng Claude as far as the Rue
Tourlaque. That August n�ght was a superb one, the a�r was warm,
the sky studded w�th stars. And as they went the round by way of the
Quart�er de l’Europe, they passed before the old Café Baudequ�n on
the Boulevard des Bat�gnolles. It had changed hands three t�mes. It
was no longer arranged �ns�de �n the same manner as formerly;
there were now a couple of b�ll�ard tables on the r�ght hand; and
several strata of customers had followed each other th�ther, one
cover�ng the other, so that the old frequenters had d�sappeared l�ke
bur�ed nat�ons. However, cur�os�ty, the emot�on they had der�ved
from all the past th�ngs they had been rak�ng up together, �nduced
them to cross the boulevard and to glance �nto the café through the
open doorway. They wanted to see the�r table of yore, on the left
hand, r�ght at the back of the room.

‘Oh, look!’ sa�d Sandoz, stupef�ed.
‘Gagn�ère!’ muttered Claude.
It was �ndeed Gagn�ère, seated all alone at that table at the end of

the empty café. He must have come from Melun for one of the
Sunday concerts to wh�ch he treated h�mself; and then, �n the
even�ng, wh�le astray �n Par�s, an old hab�t of h�s legs had led h�m to
the Café Baudequ�n. Not one of the comrades ever set foot there
now, and he, who had beheld another age, obst�nately rema�ned
there alone. He had not yet touched h�s glass of beer; he was
look�ng at �t, so absorbed �n thought that he d�d not even st�r when
the wa�ters began p�l�ng the cha�rs on the tables, �n order that
everyth�ng m�ght be ready for the morrow’s sweep�ng.

The two fr�ends hurr�ed off, upset by the s�ght of that d�m f�gure,
se�zed as �t were w�th a ch�ld�sh fear of ghosts. They parted �n the
Rue Tourlaque.



‘Ah! that poor dev�l Dubuche!’ sa�d Sandoz as he pressed
Claude’s hand, ‘he spo�lt our day for us.’

As soon as November had come round, and when all the old
fr�ends were back �n Par�s aga�n, Sandoz thought of gather�ng them
together at one of those Thursday d�nners wh�ch had rema�ned a
hab�t w�th h�m. They were always h�s greatest del�ght. The sale of h�s
books was �ncreas�ng, and he was grow�ng r�ch; the flat �n the Rue
de Londres was becom�ng qu�te luxur�ous compared w�th the l�ttle
house at Bat�gnolles; but he h�mself rema�ned �mmutable. On th�s
occas�on, he was anx�ous, �n h�s good nature, to procure real
enjoyment for Claude by organ�s�ng one of the dear even�ngs of the�r
youth. So he saw to the �nv�tat�ons; Claude and Chr�st�ne naturally
must come; next Jory and h�s w�fe, the latter of whom �t had been
necessary to rece�ve s�nce her marr�age, then Dubuche, who always
came alone, w�th Fagerolles, Mahoudeau, and f�nally Gagn�ère.
There would be ten of them—all the men comrades of the old band,
w�thout a s�ngle outs�der, �n order that the good understand�ng and
joll�ty m�ght be complete.

Henr�ette, who was more m�strustful than her husband, hes�tated
when th�s l�st of guests was dec�ded upon.

‘Oh! Fagerolles? You bel�eve �n hav�ng Fagerolles w�th the others?
They hardly l�ke h�m—nor Claude e�ther; I fanc�ed I not�ced a
coolness—’

But he �nterrupted her, bent on not adm�tt�ng �t.
‘What! a coolness? It’s really funny, but women can’t understand

that fellows chaff each other. All that doesn’t prevent them from
hav�ng the�r hearts �n the r�ght place.’

Henr�ette took espec�al care �n prepar�ng the menu for that
Thursday d�nner. She now had qu�te a l�ttle staff to overlook, a cook,
a man-servant, and so on; and �f she no longer prepared any of the
d�shes herself, she st�ll saw that very del�cate fare was prov�ded, out
of affect�on for her husband, whose sole v�ce was gluttony. She went
to market w�th the cook, and called �n person on the tradespeople.
She and her husband had a taste for gastronom�cal cur�os�t�es from
the four corners of the world. On th�s occas�on they dec�ded to have
some ox-ta�l soup, gr�lled mullet, undercut of beef w�th mushrooms,



rav�ol�s �n the Ital�an fash�on, hazel-hens from Russ�a, and a salad of
truffles, w�thout count�ng cav�are and k�lk�s as s�de-d�shes, a glace
pral�née, and a l�ttle emerald-coloured Hungar�an cheese, w�th fru�t
and pastry. As w�ne, some old Bordeaux claret �n decanters,
chambert�n w�th the roast, and sparkl�ng moselle at dessert, �n l�eu of
champagne, wh�ch was voted commonplace.

At seven o’clock Sandoz and Henr�ette were wa�t�ng for the�r
guests, he s�mply wear�ng a jacket, and she look�ng very elegant �n a
pla�n dress of black sat�n. People d�ned at the�r house �n frock-coats,
w�thout any fuss. The draw�ng-room, the arrangements of wh�ch they
were now complet�ng, was becom�ng crowded w�th old furn�ture, old
tapestry, n�ck-nacks of all countr�es and all t�mes—a r�s�ng and now
overflow�ng stream of th�ngs wh�ch had taken source at Bat�gnolles
w�th an old pot of Rouen ware, wh�ch Henr�ette had g�ven her
husband on one of h�s fête days. They ran about to the cur�os�ty
shops together; a joyful pass�on for buy�ng possessed them. Sandoz
sat�sf�ed the long�ngs of h�s youth, the romant�c�st amb�t�ons wh�ch
the f�rst books he had read had g�ven b�rth to. Thus th�s wr�ter, so
f�ercely modern, l�ved am�d the worm-eaten m�ddle ages wh�ch he
had dreamt of when he was a lad of f�fteen. As an excuse, he
laugh�ngly declared that handsome modern furn�ture cost too much,
wh�lst w�th old th�ngs, even common ones, you �mmed�ately obta�ned
someth�ng w�th effect and colour. There was noth�ng of the collector
about h�m, he was ent�rely concerned as to decorat�on and broad
effects; and to tell the truth, the draw�ng-room, l�ghted by two lamps
of old Delft ware, had qu�te a soft warm t�nt w�th the dull gold of the
dalmat�cas used for upholster�ng the seats, the yellow�sh
�ncrustat�ons of the Ital�an cab�nets and Dutch show-cases, the faded
hues of the Or�ental door-hang�ngs, the hundred l�ttle notes of the
�vory, crockery and enamel work, pale w�th age, wh�ch showed
aga�nst the dull red hang�ngs of the room.

Claude and Chr�st�ne were the f�rst to arr�ve. The latter had put on
her only s�lk dress—an old, worn-out garment wh�ch she preserved
w�th espec�al care for such occas�ons. Henr�ette at once took hold of
both her hands and drew her to a sofa. She was very fond of her,
and quest�oned her, see�ng her so strange, touch�ngly pale, and w�th
anx�ous eyes. What was the matter? D�d she feel poorly? No, no,



she answered that she was very gay and very pleased to come; but
wh�le she spoke, she kept on glanc�ng at Claude, as �f to study h�m,
and then looked away. He seemed exc�ted, ev�nc�ng a fever�shness
�n h�s words and gestures wh�ch he had not shown for a month past.
At �ntervals, however, h�s ag�tat�on subs�ded, and he rema�ned s�lent,
w�th h�s eyes w�de open, gaz�ng vacantly �nto space at someth�ng
wh�ch he fanc�ed was call�ng h�m.

‘Ah! old man,’ he sa�d to Sandoz, ‘I f�n�shed read�ng your book last
n�ght. It’s deucedly clever; you have shut up the�r mouths th�s t�me!’

They both talked stand�ng �n front of the ch�mney-p�ece, where
some logs were blaz�ng. Sandoz had �ndeed just publ�shed a new
novel, and although h�s cr�t�cs d�d not d�sarm, there was at last that
st�r of success wh�ch establ�shes a man’s reputat�on desp�te the
pers�stent attacks of h�s adversar�es. Bes�des, he had no �llus�ons; he
knew very well that the battle, even �f �t were won, would beg�n aga�n
at each fresh book he wrote. The great work of h�s l�fe was
advanc�ng, that ser�es of novels wh�ch he launched forth �n volumes
one after another �n stubborn, regular fash�on, march�ng towards the
goal he had selected w�thout lett�ng anyth�ng, obstacles, �nsults, or
fat�gue, conquer h�m.

‘It’s true,’ he ga�ly repl�ed, ‘they are weaken�ng th�s t�me. There’s
even one who has been fool�sh enough to adm�t that I’m an honest
man! See how everyth�ng degenerates! But they’ll make up for �t,
never fear! I know some of them whose nuts are too much unl�ke my
own to let them accept my l�terary formula, my boldness of language,
and my phys�olog�cal characters act�ng under the �nfluence of
c�rcumstances; and I refer to brother wr�ters who possess self-
respect; I leave the fools and the scoundrels on one s�de. For a man
to be able to work on pluck�ly, �t �s best for h�m to expect ne�ther good
fa�th nor just�ce. To be �n the r�ght he must beg�n by dy�ng.’

At th�s Claude’s eyes abruptly turned towards a corner of the
draw�ng-room, as �f to p�erce the wall and go far away yonder,
wh�ther someth�ng had summoned h�m. Then they became hazy and
returned from the�r journey, wh�lst he excla�med:

‘Oh! you speak for yourself! I should do wrong to k�ck the bucket.
No matter, your book sent me �nto a deuced fever. I wanted to pa�nt



to-day, but I couldn’t. Ah! �t’s lucky that I can’t get jealous of you, else
you would make me too unhappy.’

However, the door had opened, and Math�lde came �n, followed by
Jory. She was r�chly att�red �n a tun�c of nasturt�um-hued velvet and a
sk�rt of straw-coloured sat�n, w�th d�amonds �n her ears and a large
bouquet of roses on her bosom. What aston�shed Claude the most
was that he d�d not recogn�se her, for she had become plump, round,
and fa�r sk�nned, �nstead of th�n and sunburnt as he had known her.
Her d�sturb�ng ugl�ness had departed �n a swell�ng of the face; her
mouth, once noted for �ts black vo�ds, now d�splayed teeth wh�ch
looked over-wh�te whenever she condescended to sm�le, w�th a
d�sda�nful curl�ng of the upper l�p. You could guess that she had
become �mmoderately respectable; her f�ve and forty summers gave
her we�ght bes�de her husband, who was younger than herself and
seemed to be her nephew. The only th�ng of yore that clung to her
was a v�olent perfume; she drenched herself w�th the strongest
essences, as �f she had been anx�ous to wash from her sk�n the
smell of all the aromat�c s�mples w�th wh�ch she had been
�mpregnated by her herbal�st bus�ness; however, the sharpness of
rhubarb, the b�tterness of elder-seed, and the warmth of pepperm�nt
clung to her; and as soon as she crossed the draw�ng-room, �t was
f�lled w�th an undef�nable smell l�ke that of a chem�st’s shop, rel�eved
by an acute odour of musk.

Henr�ette, who had r�sen, made her s�t down bes�de Chr�st�ne,
say�ng:

‘You know each other, don’t you? You have already met here.’
Math�lde gave but a cold glance at the modest att�re of that woman

who had l�ved for a long t�me w�th a man, so �t was sa�d, before be�ng
marr�ed to h�m. She herself was exceed�ngly r�g�d respect�ng such
matters s�nce the tolerance preva�l�ng �n l�terary and art�st�c c�rcles
had adm�tted her to a few draw�ng-rooms. Henr�ette hated her,
however, and after the customary exchange of courtes�es, not to be
d�spensed w�th, resumed her conversat�on w�th Chr�st�ne.

Jory had shaken hands w�th Claude and Sandoz, and, stand�ng
near them, �n front of the f�replace, he apolog�sed for an art�cle



slash�ng the novel�st’s new book wh�ch had appeared that very
morn�ng �n h�s rev�ew.

‘As you know very well, my dear fellow, one �s never the master �n
one’s own house. I ought to see to everyth�ng, but I have so l�ttle
t�me! I hadn’t even read that art�cle, I rel�ed on what had been told
me about �t. So you w�ll understand how enraged I was when I read �t
th�s afternoon. I am dreadfully gr�eved, dreadfully gr�eved—’

‘Oh, let �t be! It’s the natural order of th�ngs,’ repl�ed Sandoz,
qu�etly. ‘Now that my enem�es are beg�nn�ng to pra�se me, �t’s only
proper that my fr�ends should attack me.’

The door aga�n opened, and Gagn�ère gl�ded �n softly, l�ke a w�ll-o’-
the-w�sp. He had come stra�ght from Melun, and was qu�te alone, for
he never showed h�s w�fe to anybody. When he thus came to d�nner
he brought the country dust w�th h�m on h�s boots, and carr�ed �t back
w�th h�m the same n�ght on tak�ng the last tra�n. On the other hand,
he d�d not alter; or, rather, age seemed to rejuvenate h�m; h�s
complex�on became fa�rer as he grew old.

‘Hallo! Why, Gagn�ère’s here!’ excla�med Sandoz.
Then, just as Gagn�ère was mak�ng up h�s m�nd to bow to the

lad�es, Mahoudeau entered. He had already grown grey, w�th a
sunken, f�erce-look�ng face and ch�ld�sh, bl�nk�ng eyes. He st�ll wore
trousers wh�ch were a good deal too short for h�m, and a frock-coat
wh�ch creased �n the back, �n sp�te of the money wh�ch he now
earned; for the bronze manufacturer for whom he worked had
brought out some charm�ng statuettes of h�s, wh�ch one began to
see on m�ddle-class mantel-shelves and consoles.

Sandoz and Claude had turned round, �nqu�s�t�ve to w�tness the
meet�ng between Mahoudeau and Math�lde. However, matters
passed off very qu�etly. The sculptor bowed to her respectfully, wh�le
Jory, the husband, w�th h�s a�r of serene unconsc�ousness, thought f�t
to �ntroduce her to h�m, for the twent�eth t�me, perhaps.

‘Eh! It’s my w�fe, old fellow. Shake hands together.’
Thereupon, both very grave, l�ke people of soc�ety who are forced

somewhat over-promptly �nto fam�l�ar�ty, Math�lde and Mahoudeau
shook hands. Only, as soon as the latter had got r�d of the job and



had found Gagn�ère �n a corner of the draw�ng-room, they both
began sneer�ng and recall�ng, �n terr�ble language, all the
abom�nat�ons of yore.

Dubuche was expected that even�ng, for he had formally prom�sed
to come.

‘Yes,’ expla�ned Henr�ette, ‘there w�ll only be n�ne of us. Fagerolles
wrote th�s morn�ng to apolog�se; he �s forced to go to some off�c�al
d�nner, but he hopes to escape, and w�ll jo�n us at about eleven
o’clock.’

At that moment, however, a servant came �n w�th a telegram. It
was from Dubuche, who w�red: ‘Imposs�ble to st�r. Al�ce has an
alarm�ng cough.’

‘Well, we shall only be e�ght, then,’ resumed Henr�ette, w�th the
somewhat peev�sh res�gnat�on of a hostess d�sappo�nted by her
guests.

And the servant hav�ng opened the d�n�ng-room door and
announced that d�nner was ready, she added:

‘We are all here. Claude, offer me your arm.’
Sandoz took Math�lde’s, Jory charged h�mself w�th Chr�st�ne, wh�le

Mahoudeau and Gagn�ère brought up the rear, st�ll jok�ng coarsely
about what they called the beaut�ful herbal�st’s padd�ng.

The d�n�ng-room wh�ch they now entered was very spac�ous, and
the l�ght was ga�ly br�ght after the subdued �llum�nat�on of the
draw�ng-room. The walls, covered w�th spec�mens of old
earthenware, d�splayed a gay medley of colours, rem�nd�ng one of
cheap coloured pr�nts. Two s�deboards, one laden w�th glass and the
other w�th s�lver plate, sparkled l�ke jewellers’ show-cases. And �n the
centre of the room, under the b�g hang�ng lamp g�rt round w�th
tapers, the table gl�stened l�ke a catafalque w�th the wh�teness of �ts
cloth, la�d �n perfect style, w�th decorated plates, cut-glass decanters
wh�te w�th water or ruddy w�th w�ne, and symmetr�cal s�de-d�shes, all
set out around the centre-p�ece, a s�lver basket full of purple roses.

They sat down, Henr�ette between Claude and Mahoudeau,
Sandoz w�th Math�lde and Chr�st�ne bes�de h�m, Jory and Gagn�ère
at e�ther end; and the servant had barely f�n�shed serv�ng the soup,



when Madame Jory made a most unfortunate remark. W�sh�ng to
show herself am�able, and not hav�ng heard her husband’s
apolog�es, she sa�d to the master of the house:

‘Well, were you pleased w�th the art�cle �n th�s morn�ng’s number?
Edouard personally rev�sed the proofs w�th the greatest care!’

On hear�ng th�s, Jory became very much confused and
stammered:

‘No, no! you are m�staken! It was a very bad art�cle �ndeed, and
you know very well that �t was “passed” the other even�ng wh�le I was
away.’

By the s�lent embarrassment wh�ch ensued she guessed her
blunder. But she made matters st�ll worse, for, g�v�ng her husband a
sharp glance, she retorted �n a very loud vo�ce, so as to crush h�m,
as �t were, and d�sengage her own respons�b�l�ty:

‘Another of your l�es! I repeat what you told me. I won’t allow you
to make me r�d�culous, do you hear?’

Th�s threw a ch�ll over the beg�nn�ng of the d�nner. Henr�ette
recommended the k�lk�s, but Chr�st�ne alone found them very n�ce.
When the gr�lled mullet appeared, Sandoz, who was amused by
Jory’s embarrassment, ga�ly rem�nded h�m of a lunch they had had
together at Marse�lles �n the old days. Ah! Marse�lles, the only c�ty
where people know how to eat!

Claude, who for a l�ttle wh�le had been absorbed �n thought, now
seemed to awaken from a dream, and w�thout any trans�t�on he
asked:

‘Is �t dec�ded? Have they selected the art�sts for the new
decorat�ons of the Hôtel de V�lle?’

‘No,’ sa�d Mahoudeau, ‘they are go�ng to do so. I sha’n’t get
anyth�ng, for I don’t know anybody. Fagerolles h�mself �s very
anx�ous. If he �sn’t here to-n�ght, �t’s because matters are not go�ng
smoothly. Ah! he has had h�s b�te at the cherry; all that pa�nt�ng for
m�ll�ons �s crack�ng to b�ts!’

There was a laugh, express�ve of sp�te f�nally sat�sf�ed, and even
Gagn�ère at the other end of the table jo�ned �n the sneer�ng. Then
they eased the�r feel�ngs �n mal�c�ous words, and rejo�ced over the



sudden fall of pr�ces wh�ch had thrown the world of ‘young masters’
�nto consternat�on. It was �nev�table, the pred�cted t�me was com�ng,
the exaggerated r�se was about to f�n�sh �n a catastrophe. S�nce the
amateurs had been pan�c-str�cken, se�zed w�th consternat�on l�ke
that of speculators when a ‘slump’ sweeps over a Stock Exchange,
pr�ces were g�v�ng way day by day, and noth�ng more was sold. It
was a s�ght to see the famous Naudet am�d the rout; he had held out
at f�rst, he had �nvented ‘the dodge of the Yankee’—the un�que
p�cture h�dden deep �n some gallery, �n sol�tude l�ke an �dol—the
p�cture of wh�ch he would not name the pr�ce, be�ng contemptuously
certa�n that he could never f�nd a man r�ch enough to purchase �t, but
wh�ch he f�nally sold for two or three hundred thousand francs to
some p�g-dealer of Ch�cago, who felt glor�ous at carry�ng off the most
expens�ve canvas of the year. But those f�ne strokes of bus�ness
were not to be renewed at present, and Naudet, whose expend�ture
had �ncreased w�th h�s ga�ns, drawn on and swallowed up �n the mad
craze wh�ch was h�s own work, could now hear h�s regal mans�on
crumbl�ng beneath h�m, and was reduced to defend �t aga�nst the
assault of cred�tors.

‘Won’t you take some more mushrooms, Mahoudeau?’ obl�g�ngly
�nterrupted Henr�ette.

The servant was now hand�ng round the undercut. They ate, and
empt�ed the decanters; but the�r b�tterness was so great that the best
th�ngs were offered w�thout be�ng tasted, wh�ch d�stressed the
master and m�stress of the house.

‘Mushrooms, eh?’ the sculptor ended by repeat�ng. ‘No, thanks.’
And he added: ‘The funny part of �t all �s, that Naudet �s su�ng
Fagerolles. Oh, qu�te so! he’s go�ng to d�stra�n on h�m. Ah! �t makes
me laugh! We shall see a pretty scour�ng �n the Avenue de V�ll�ers
among all those petty pa�nters w�th mans�ons of the�r own. House
property w�ll go for noth�ng next spr�ng! Well, Naudet, who had
compelled Fagerolles to bu�ld a house, and who furn�shed �t for h�m
as he would have furn�shed a place for a hussy, wanted to get hold
of h�s n�ck-nacks and hang�ngs aga�n. But Fagerolles had borrowed
money on them, so �t seems. You can �mag�ne the state of affa�rs;
the dealer accuses the art�st of hav�ng spo�lt h�s game by exh�b�t�ng



w�th the van�ty of a g�ddy fool; wh�le the pa�nter repl�es that he
doesn’t mean to be robbed any longer; and they’ll end by devour�ng
each other—at least, I hope so.’

Gagn�ère ra�sed h�s vo�ce, the gentle but �nexorable vo�ce of a
dreamer just awakened.

‘Fagerolles �s done for. Bes�des, he never had any success.’
The others protested. Well, what about the hundred thousand

francs’ worth of p�ctures he had sold a year, and h�s medals and h�s
cross of the Leg�on of Honour? But Gagn�ère, st�ll obst�nate, sm�led
w�th a myster�ous a�r, as �f facts could not preva�l aga�nst h�s �nner
conv�ct�on. He wagged h�s head and, full of d�sda�n, repl�ed:

‘Let me be! He never knew anyth�ng about ch�aroscuro.’
Jory was about to defend the talent of Fagerolles, whom he

cons�dered to be h�s own creat�on, when Henr�ette sol�c�ted a l�ttle
attent�on for the rav�ol�s. There was a short slacken�ng of the quarrel
am�d the crystall�ne cl�nk�ng of the glasses and the l�ght clatter of the
forks. The table, la�d w�th such f�ne symmetry, was already �n
confus�on, and seemed to sparkle st�ll more am�d the ardent f�re of
the quarrel. And Sandoz, grow�ng anx�ous, felt aston�shed. What was
the matter w�th them all that they attacked Fagerolles so harshly?
Hadn’t they all begun together, and were they not all to reach the
goal �n the same v�ctory? For the f�rst t�me, a feel�ng of uneas�ness
d�sturbed h�s dream of etern�ty, that del�ght �n h�s Thursdays, wh�ch
he had p�ctured follow�ng one upon another, all al�ke, all of them
happy ones, �nto the far d�stance of the future. But the feel�ng was as
yet only sk�n deep, and he laugh�ngly excla�med:

‘Husband your strength, Claude, here are the hazel-hens. Eh!
Claude, where are you?’

S�nce s�lence had preva�led, Claude had relapsed �nto h�s dream,
gaz�ng about h�m vacantly, and tak�ng a second help of rav�ol�s
w�thout know�ng what he was about; Chr�st�ne, who sa�d noth�ng, but
sat there look�ng sad and charm�ng, d�d not take her eyes off h�m. He
started when Sandoz spoke, and chose a leg from am�d the b�ts of
hazel-hen now be�ng served, the strong fumes of wh�ch f�lled the
room w�th a res�nous smell.



‘Do you smell that?’ excla�med Sandoz, amused; ‘one would th�nk
one were swallow�ng all the forests of Russ�a.’

But Claude returned to the matter wh�ch worr�ed h�m.
‘Then you say that Fagerolles w�ll be entrusted w�th the pa�nt�ngs

for the Mun�c�pal Counc�l’s assembly room?’
And th�s remark suff�ced; Mahoudeau and Gagn�ère, set on the

track, at once started off aga�n. Ah! a n�ce w�shy-washy smear�ng �t
would be �f that assembly room were allotted to h�m; and he was
do�ng plenty of d�rty th�ngs to get �t. He, who had formerly pretended
to sp�t on orders for work, l�ke a great art�st surrounded by amateurs,
was basely cr�ng�ng to the off�c�als, now that h�s p�ctures no longer
sold. Could anyth�ng more desp�cable be �mag�ned than a pa�nter
sol�c�t�ng a funct�onary, bow�ng and scrap�ng, show�ng all k�nds of
coward�ce and mak�ng all k�nds of concess�ons? It was shameful that
art should be dependent upon a M�n�ster’s �d�ot�c good pleasure!
Fagerolles, at that off�c�al d�nner he had gone to, was no doubt
consc�ent�ously l�ck�ng the boots of some ch�ef clerk, some �d�ot who
was only f�t to be made a guy of.

‘Well,’ sa�d Jory, ‘he effects h�s purpose, and he’s qu�te r�ght. You
won’t pay h�s debts.’

‘Debts? Have I any debts, I who have always starved?’ answered
Mahoudeau �n a roughly arrogant tone. ‘Ought a fellow to bu�ld
h�mself a palace and spend money on creatures l�ke that Irma Bécot,
who’s ru�n�ng Fagerolles?’

At th�s Jory grew angry, wh�le the others jested, and Irma’s name
went fly�ng over the table. But Math�lde, who had so far rema�ned
reserved and s�lent by way of mak�ng a show of good breed�ng,
became �ntensely �nd�gnant. ‘Oh! gentlemen, oh! gentlemen,’ she
excla�med, ‘to talk before us about that creature. No, not that
creature, I �mplore you!

After that Henr�ette and Sandoz, who were �n consternat�on,
w�tnessed the rout of the�r menu. The truffle salad, the �ce, the
dessert, everyth�ng was swallowed w�thout be�ng at all apprec�ated
am�dst the r�s�ng anger of the quarrel; and the chambert�n and
sparkl�ng moselle were �mb�bed as �f they had merely been water. In
va�n d�d Henr�ette sm�le, wh�le Sandoz good-naturedly tr�ed to calm



them by mak�ng allowances for human weakness. Not one of them
retreated from h�s pos�t�on; a s�ngle word made them spr�ng upon
each other. There was none of the vague boredom, the somn�ferous
sat�ety wh�ch at t�mes had saddened the�r old gather�ngs; at present
there was real feroc�ty �n the struggle, a long�ng to destroy one
another. The tapers of the hang�ng lamp flared up, the pa�nted
flowers of the earthenware on the walls bloomed, the table seemed
to have caught f�re am�d the upsett�ng of �ts symmetr�cal
arrangements and the v�olence of the talk, that demol�sh�ng
onslaught of chatter wh�ch had f�lled them w�th fever for a couple of
hours past.

And am�d the racket, when Henr�ette made up her m�nd to r�se so
as to s�lence them, Claude at length remarked:

‘Ah! �f I only had the Hôtel de V�lle work, and �f I could! It used to
be my dream to cover all the walls of Par�s!’

They returned to the draw�ng-room, where the l�ttle chandel�er and
the bracket-candelabra had just been l�ghted. It seemed almost cold
there �n compar�son w�th the k�nd of hot-house wh�ch had just been
left; and for a moment the coffee calmed the guests. Nobody beyond
Fagerolles was expected. The house was not an open one by any
means, the Sandozes d�d not recru�t l�terary dependents or muzzle
the press by d�nt of �nv�tat�ons. The w�fe detested soc�ety, and the
husband sa�d w�th a laugh that he needed ten years to take a l�k�ng
to anybody, and then he must l�ke h�m always. But was not that real
happ�ness, seldom real�sed? A few sound fr�endsh�ps and a nook full
of fam�ly affect�on. No mus�c was ever played there, and nobody had
ever read a page of h�s compos�t�on aloud.

On that part�cular Thursday the even�ng seemed a long one, on
account of the pers�stent �rr�tat�on of the men. The lad�es had begun
to chat before the smoulder�ng f�re; and when the servant, after
clear�ng the table, reopened the door of the d�n�ng-room, they were
left alone, the men repa�r�ng to the adjo�n�ng apartment to smoke and
s�p some beer.

Sandoz and Claude, who were not smokers, soon returned,
however, and sat down, s�de by s�de, on a sofa near the doorway.
The former, who was glad to see h�s old fr�end exc�ted and talkat�ve,



recalled the memor�es of Plassans apropos of a b�t of news he had
learnt the prev�ous day. Pou�llaud, the old jester of the�r dorm�tory,
who had become so grave a lawyer, was now �n trouble over some
adventure w�th a woman. Ah! that brute of a Pou�llaud! But Claude
d�d not answer, for, hav�ng heard h�s name ment�oned �n the d�n�ng-
room, he l�stened attent�vely, try�ng to understand.

Jory, Mahoudeau, and Gagn�ère, unsat�ated and eager for another
b�te, had started on the massacre aga�n. The�r vo�ces, at f�rst mere
wh�spers, gradually grew louder, t�ll at last they began to shout.

‘Oh! the man, I abandon the man to you,’ sa�d Jory, who was
speak�ng of Fagerolles. ‘He �sn’t worth much. And he out-generalled
you, �t’s true. Ah! how he d�d get the better of you fellows, by
break�ng off from you and carv�ng success for h�mself on your backs!
You were certa�nly not at all cute.’

Mahoudeau, wax�ng fur�ous, repl�ed:
‘Of course! It suff�ced for us to be w�th Claude, to be turned away

everywhere.’
‘It was Claude who d�d for us!’ so Gagn�ère squarely asserted.
And thus they went on, rel�nqu�sh�ng Fagerolles, whom they

reproached for toady�ng the newspapers, for ally�ng h�mself w�th the�r
enem�es and wheedl�ng sexagenar�an baronesses, to fall upon
Claude, who now became the great culpr�t. Well, after all, the other
was only a hussy, one of the many found �n the art�st�c fratern�ty,
fellows who accost the publ�c at street corners, leave the�r comrades
�n the lurch, and v�ct�m�se them so as to get the bourgeo�s �nto the�r
stud�os. But Claude, that abort�ve great art�st, that �mpotent fellow
who couldn’t set a f�gure on �ts legs �n sp�te of all h�s pr�de, hadn’t he
utterly comprom�sed them, hadn’t he let them �n altogether? Ah! yes,
success m�ght have been won by break�ng off. If they had been able
to beg�n over aga�n, they wouldn’t have been �d�ots enough to cl�ng
obst�nately to �mposs�ble pr�nc�ples! And they accused Claude of
hav�ng paralysed them, of hav�ng traded on them—yes, traded on
them, but �n so clumsy and dull-w�tted a manner that he h�mself had
not der�ved any benef�t by �t.

‘Why, as for me,’ resumed Mahoudeau, ‘d�dn’t he make me qu�te
�d�ot�c at one moment? When I th�nk of �t, I sound myself, and rema�n



wonder�ng why I ever jo�ned h�s band. Am I at all l�ke h�m? Was there
ever any one th�ng �n common between us, eh? Ah! �t’s exasperat�ng
to f�nd the truth out so late �n the day!’

‘And as for myself,’ sa�d Gagn�ère, ‘he robbed me of my or�g�nal�ty.
Do you th�nk �t has amused me, each t�me I have exh�b�ted a pa�nt�ng
dur�ng the last f�fteen years, to hear people say�ng beh�nd me,
“That’s a Claude!” Oh! I’ve had enough of �t, I prefer not to pa�nt any
more. All the same, �f I had seen clearly �n former t�mes, I shouldn’t
have assoc�ated w�th h�m.’

It was a stampede, the snapp�ng of the last t�es, �n the�r
stupefact�on at suddenly f�nd�ng that they were strangers and
enem�es, after a long youth of fratern�ty together. L�fe had d�sbanded
them on the road, and the great d�ss�m�lar�ty of the�r characters stood
revealed; all that rema�ned �n them was the b�tterness left by the old
enthus�ast�c dream, that erstwh�le hope of battle and v�ctory to be
won s�de by s�de, wh�ch now �ncreased the�r sp�te.

‘The fact �s,’ sneered Jory, ‘that Fagerolles d�d not let h�mself be
p�llaged l�ke a s�mpleton.’

But Mahoudeau, feel�ng vexed, became angry. ‘You do wrong to
laugh,’ he sa�d, ‘for you are a n�ce backsl�der yourself. Yes, you
always told us that you would g�ve us a l�ft up when you had a paper
of your own.’

‘Ah! allow me, allow me—’
Gagn�ère, however, un�ted w�th Mahoudeau: ‘That’s qu�te true!’ he

sa�d. ‘You can’t say any more that what you wr�te about us �s cut out,
for you are the master now. And yet, never a word! You d�dn’t even
name us �n your art�cles on the last Salon.’

Then Jory, embarrassed and stammer�ng, �n h�s turn flew �nto a
rage.

‘Ah! well, �t’s the fault of that cursed Claude! I don’t care to lose my
subscr�bers s�mply to please you fellows. It’s �mposs�ble to do
anyth�ng for you! There! do you understand? You, Mahoudeau, may
wear yourself out �n produc�ng pretty l�ttle th�ngs; you, Gagn�ère, may
even never do anyth�ng more; but you each have a label on the
back, and you’ll need ten years’ efforts before you’ll be able to get �t



off. In fact, there have been some labels that would never come off!
The publ�c �s amused by �t, you know; there were only you fellows to
bel�eve �n the gen�us of that b�g r�d�culous lunat�c, who w�ll be locked
up �n a madhouse one of these f�ne morn�ngs!’

Then the d�spute became terr�ble, they all three spoke at once,
com�ng at last to abom�nable reproaches, w�th such outbursts, and
such fur�ous mot�on of the jaw, that they seemed to be b�t�ng one
another.

Sandoz, seated on the sofa, and d�sturbed �n the gay memor�es he
was recall�ng, was at last obl�ged to lend ear to the tumult wh�ch
reached h�m through the open doorway.

‘You hear them?’ wh�spered Claude, w�th a dolorous sm�le; ‘they
are g�v�ng �t me n�cely! No, no, stay here, I won’t let you stop them; I
deserve �t, s�nce I have fa�led to succeed.’

And Sandoz, turn�ng pale, rema�ned there, l�sten�ng to that b�tter
quarrell�ng, the outcome of the struggle for l�fe, that grappl�ng of
confl�ct�ng personal�t�es, wh�ch bore all h�s ch�mera of everlast�ng
fr�endsh�p away.

Henr�ette, fortunately, became anx�ous on hear�ng the v�olent
shout�ng. She rose and went to shame the smokers for thus
forsak�ng the lad�es to go and quarrel together. They then returned to
the draw�ng-room, persp�r�ng, breath�ng hard, and st�ll shaken by
the�r anger. And as Henr�ette, w�th her eyes on the clock, remarked
that they certa�nly would not see Fagerolles that even�ng, they,
began to sneer aga�n, exchang�ng glances. Ah! he had a f�ne scent,
and no m�stake; he wouldn’t be caught assoc�at�ng w�th old fr�ends,
who had become troublesome, and whom he hated.

In fact, Fagerolles d�d not come. The even�ng f�n�shed labor�ously.
They once more went back to the d�n�ng-room, where the tea was
served on a Russ�an tablecloth embro�dered w�th a stag-hunt �n red
thread; and under the tapers a pla�n cake was d�splayed, w�th plates
full of sweetstuff and pastry, and a barbarous collect�on of l�queurs
and sp�r�ts, wh�sky, hollands, Ch�o rak�, and kummel. The servant
also brought some punch, and best�rred h�mself round the table,
wh�le the m�stress of the house f�lled the teapot from the samovar
bo�l�ng �n front of her. But all the comfort, all the feast for the eyes



and the f�ne perfume of the tea d�d not move the�r hearts. The
conversat�on aga�n turned on the success that some men ach�eved
and the �ll-luck that befell others. For �nstance, was �t not shameful
that art should be d�shonoured by all those medals, all those
crosses, all those rewards, wh�ch were so badly d�str�buted to boot?
Were art�sts always to rema�n l�ke l�ttle boys at school? All the
un�versal plat�tude came from the doc�l�ty and coward�ce wh�ch were
shown, as �n the presence of ushers, so as to obta�n good marks.

They had repa�red to the draw�ng-room once more, and Sandoz,
who was greatly d�stressed, had begun to w�sh that they would take
themselves off, when he not�ced Math�lde and Gagn�ère seated s�de
by s�de on a sofa and talk�ng langu�sh�ngly of mus�c, wh�le the others
rema�ned exhausted, lack�ng sal�va and power of speech. Gagn�ère
ph�losoph�sed and poet�sed �n a state of ecstasy, wh�le Math�lde
rolled up her eyes and went �nto raptures as �f t�t�llated by some
�nv�s�ble w�ng. They had caught s�ght of each other on the prev�ous
Sunday at the concert at the C�rque, and they appr�sed each other of
the�r enjoyment �n alternate, far-soar�ng sentences.

‘Ah! that Meyerbeer, mons�eur, the overture of “Struensee,” that
funereal stra�n, and then that peasant dance, so full of dash and
colour; and then the mournful burden wh�ch returns, the duo of the
v�oloncellos. Ah! mons�eur, the v�oloncellos, the v�oloncellos!’

‘And Berl�oz, madame, the fest�val a�r �n “Romeo.” Oh! the solo of
the clar�onets, the beloved women, w�th the harp accompan�ment!
Someth�ng enraptur�ng, someth�ng wh�te as snow wh�ch ascends!
The fest�val bursts upon you, l�ke a p�cture by Paul Veronese, w�th
the tumultuous magn�f�cence of the “Marr�age of Cana”; and then the
love-song beg�ns aga�n, oh, how softly! Oh! always h�gher! h�gher
st�ll—’

‘D�d you not�ce, mons�eur, �n Beethoven’s Symphony �n A, that
knell wh�ch ever and ever comes back and beats upon your heart?
Yes, I see very well, you feel as I do, mus�c �s a commun�on—
Beethoven, ah, me! how sad and sweet �t �s to be two to understand
h�m and g�ve way—’

‘And Schumann, madame, and Wagner, madame—Schumann’s
“Rever�e,” noth�ng but the str�nged �nstruments, a warm shower



fall�ng on acac�a leaves, a sunray wh�ch dr�es them, barely a tear �n
space. Wagner! ah, Wagner! the overture of the “Fly�ng Dutchman,”
are you not fond of �t?—tell me you are fond of �t! As for myself, �t
overcomes me. There �s noth�ng left, noth�ng left, one exp�res—’

The�r vo�ces d�ed away; they d�d not even look at each other, but
sat there elbow to elbow, w�th the�r faces turned upward, qu�te
overcome.

Sandoz, who was surpr�sed, asked h�mself where Math�lde could
have p�cked up that jargon. In some art�cle of Jory’s, perhaps.
Bes�des, he had remarked that women talk mus�c very well, even
w�thout know�ng a note of �t. And he, whom the b�tterness of the
others had only gr�eved, became exasperated at s�ght of Math�lde’s
langu�sh�ng att�tude. No, no, that was qu�te enough; the men tore
each other to b�ts; st�ll that m�ght pass, after all; but what an end to
the even�ng �t was, that fem�n�ne fraud, coo�ng and t�t�llat�ng herself
w�th thoughts of Beethoven’s and Schumann’s mus�c! Fortunately,
Gagn�ère suddenly rose. He knew what o’clock �t was even �n the
depths of h�s ecstasy, and he had only just t�me left h�m to catch h�s
last tra�n. So, after exchang�ng nerveless and s�lent handshakes w�th
the others, he went off to sleep at Melun.

‘What a fa�lure he �s!’ muttered Mahoudeau. ‘Mus�c has k�lled
pa�nt�ng; he’ll never do anyth�ng!’

He h�mself had to leave, and the door had scarcely closed beh�nd
h�s back when Jory declared:

‘Have you seen h�s last paperwe�ght? He’ll end by sculptur�ng
sleeve-l�nks. There’s a fellow who has m�ssed h�s mark! To th�nk that
he pr�ded h�mself on be�ng v�gorous!’

But Math�lde was already afoot, tak�ng leave of Chr�st�ne w�th a
curt l�ttle �ncl�nat�on of the head, affect�ng soc�al fam�l�ar�ty w�th
Henr�ette, and carry�ng off her husband, who helped her on w�th her
cloak �n the ante-room, humble and terr�f�ed at the severe glance she
gave h�m, for she had an account to settle.

Then, the door hav�ng closed beh�nd them, Sandoz, bes�de
h�mself, cr�ed out: ‘That’s the end! The journal�st was bound to call
the others abort�ons—yes, the journal�st who, after patch�ng up



art�cles, has fallen to trad�ng upon publ�c credul�ty! Ah! luck�ly there’s
Math�lde the Avengeress!’

Of the guests Chr�st�ne and Claude alone were left. The latter,
s�nce the draw�ng-room had been grow�ng empty, had rema�ned
ensconced �n the depths of an arm-cha�r, no longer speak�ng, but
overcome by that spec�es of magnet�c slumber wh�ch st�ffened h�m,
and f�xed h�s eyes on someth�ng far away beyond the walls. He
protruded h�s face, a convuls�ve k�nd of attent�on seemed to carry �t
forward; he certa�nly beheld someth�ng �nv�s�ble, and heard a
summons �n the s�lence.

Chr�st�ne hav�ng r�sen �n her turn, and apolog�sed for be�ng the last
to leave, Henr�ette took hold of her hands, repeated how fond she
was of her, begged her to come and see her frequently, and to
d�spose of her �n all th�ngs as she would w�th a s�ster. But Claude’s
sorrowful w�fe, look�ng so sadly charm�ng �n her black dress, shook
her head w�th a pale sm�le.

‘Come,’ sa�d Sandoz �n her ear, after g�v�ng a glance at Claude,
‘you mustn’t d�stress yourself l�ke that. He has talked a great deal, he
has been gayer th�s even�ng. He’s all r�ght.’

But �n a terr�f�ed vo�ce she answered:
‘No, no; look at h�s eyes—I shall tremble as long as he has h�s

eyes l�ke that. You have done all you could, thanks. What you
haven’t done no one w�ll do. Ah! how I suffer at be�ng unable to
hope, at be�ng unable to do anyth�ng!’

Then �n a loud tone she asked:
‘Are you com�ng, Claude?’
She had to repeat her quest�on tw�ce, for at f�rst he d�d not hear

her; he ended by start�ng, however, and rose to h�s feet, say�ng, as �f
he had answered the summons from the hor�zon afar off:

‘Yes, I’m com�ng, I’m com�ng.’
When Sandoz and h�s w�fe at last found themselves alone �n the

draw�ng-room, where the atmosphere now was st�fl�ng—heated by
the l�ghts and heavy, as �t were, w�th melancholy s�lence after all the
outbursts of the quarrell�ng—they looked at one another and let the�r



arms fall, qu�te heart-rent by the unfortunate �ssue of the�r d�nner
party. Henr�etta tr�ed to laugh �t off, however, murmur�ng:

‘I warned you, I qu�te understood—’
But he �nterrupted her w�th a despa�r�ng gesture. What! was that,

then, the end of h�s long �llus�on, that dream of etern�ty wh�ch had
made h�m set happ�ness �n a few fr�endsh�ps, formed �n ch�ldhood,
and shared unt�l extreme old age? Ah! what a wretched band, what a
f�nal rend�ng, what a terr�ble balance-sheet to weep over after that
bankruptcy of the human heart! And he grew aston�shed on th�nk�ng
of the fr�ends who had fallen off by the roads�de, of the great
affect�ons lost on the way, of the others unceas�ngly chang�ng
around h�mself, �n whom he found no change. H�s poor Thursdays
f�lled h�m w�th p�ty, so many memor�es were �n mourn�ng, �t was the
slow death of all that one loves! Would h�s w�fe and h�mself have to
res�gn themselves to l�ve as �n a desert, to clo�ster themselves �n
utter hatred of the world? Ought they rather to throw the�r doors w�de
open to a throng of strangers and �nd�fferent folk? By degrees a
certa�nty dawned �n the depths of h�s gr�ef: everyth�ng ended and
noth�ng began aga�n �n l�fe. He seemed to y�eld to ev�dence, and,
heav�ng a b�g s�gh, excla�med:

‘You were r�ght. We won’t �nv�te them to d�nner aga�n—they would
devour one another.’

As soon as Claude and Chr�st�ne reached the Place de la Tr�n�te
on the�r way home, the pa�nter let go of h�s w�fe’s arm; and,
stammer�ng that he had to go somewhere, he begged her to return
to the Rue Tourlaque w�thout h�m. She had felt h�m shudder�ng, and
she rema�ned qu�te scared w�th surpr�se and fear. Somewhere to go
at that hour—past m�dn�ght! Where had he to go, and what for? He
had turned round and was mak�ng off, when she overtook h�m, and,
pretend�ng that she was fr�ghtened, begged that he would not leave
her to cl�mb up to Montmartre alone at that t�me of n�ght. Th�s
cons�derat�on alone brought h�m back. He took her arm aga�n; they
ascended the Rue Blanche and the Rue Lep�c, and at last found
themselves �n the Rue Tourlaque. And on reach�ng the�r door, he
rang the bell, and then aga�n left her.

‘Here you are,’ he sa�d; ‘I’m go�ng.’



He was already hasten�ng away, tak�ng long str�des, and
gest�culat�ng l�ke a madman. W�thout even clos�ng the door wh�ch
had been opened, she darted off, bent on follow�ng h�m. In the Rue
Lep�c she drew near; but for fear of exc�t�ng h�m st�ll more she
contented herself w�th keep�ng h�m �n s�ght, walk�ng some th�rty
yards �n the rear, w�thout h�s know�ng that she was beh�nd h�m. On
reach�ng the end of the Rue Lep�c he went down the Rue Blanche
aga�n, and then proceeded by way of the Rue de la Chaussée-
d’Ant�n and the Rue du D�x Decembre as far as the Rue de
R�chel�eu. When she saw h�m turn �nto the last-named thoroughfare,
a mortal ch�ll came over her: he was go�ng towards the Se�ne; �t was
the real�sat�on of the fr�ghtful fear wh�ch kept her of a n�ght awake,
full of angu�sh! And what could she do, good Lord? Go w�th h�m,
hang upon h�s neck over yonder? She was now only able to stagger
along, and as each step brought them nearer to the r�ver, she felt l�fe
ebb�ng from her l�mbs. Yes, he was go�ng stra�ght there; he crossed
the Place du Théâtre França�s, then the Carrousel, and f�nally
reached the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères. After tak�ng a few steps along
the br�dge, he approached the ra�l�ng overlook�ng the water; and at
the thought that he was about to jump over, a loud cry was st�fled �n
her contracted throat.

But no; he rema�ned mot�onless. Was �t then only the C�té over
yonder that haunted h�m, that heart of Par�s wh�ch pursued h�m
everywhere, wh�ch he conjured up w�th h�s f�xed eyes, even through
walls, and wh�ch, when he was leagues away, cr�ed out the constant
summons heard by h�m alone? She d�d not yet dare to hope �t; she
had stopped short, �n the rear, watch�ng h�m w�th g�ddy anx�ety, ever
fancy�ng that she saw h�m take the terr�ble leap, but res�st�ng her
long�ng to draw nearer, for fear lest she m�ght prec�p�tate the
catastrophe by show�ng herself. Oh, God! to th�nk that she was there
w�th her devour�ng pass�on, her bleed�ng motherly heart—that she
was there behold�ng everyth�ng, w�thout dar�ng to r�sk one movement
to hold h�m back!

He stood erect, look�ng very tall, qu�te mot�onless, and gaz�ng �nto
the n�ght.



It was a w�nter’s n�ght, w�th a m�sty sky of sooty blackness, and
was rendered extremely cold by a sharp w�nd blow�ng from the west.
Par�s, l�ghted up, had gone to sleep, show�ng no s�gns of l�fe save
such as attached to the gas-jets, those specks wh�ch sc�nt�llated and
grew smaller and smaller �n the d�stance t�ll they seemed but so
much starry dust. The quays stretched away show�ng double rows of
those lum�nous beads whose reverberat�on gl�mmered on the nearer
frontages. On the left were the houses of the Qua� du Louvre, on the
r�ght the two w�ngs of the Inst�tute, confused masses of monuments
and bu�ld�ngs, wh�ch became lost to v�ew �n the darken�ng gloom,
studded w�th sparks. Then between those cordons of burners,
extend�ng as far as the eye could reach, the br�dges stretched bars
of l�ghts, ever sl�ghter and sl�ghter, each formed of a tra�n of
spangles, grouped together and seem�ngly hang�ng �n m�d-a�r. And �n
the Se�ne there shone the nocturnal splendour of the an�mated water
of c�t�es; each gas-jet there cast a reflect�on of �ts flame, l�ke the
nucleus of a comet, extend�ng �nto a ta�l. The nearer ones, m�ngl�ng
together, set the current on f�re w�th broad, regular, symmetr�cal fans
of l�ght, glow�ng l�ke l�ve embers, wh�le the more d�stant ones, seen
under the br�dges, were but l�ttle mot�onless sparks of f�re. But the
large burn�ng ta�ls appeared to be an�mated, they waggled as they
spread out, all black and gold, w�th a constant tw�rl�ng of scales, �n
wh�ch one d�v�ned the flow of the water. The whole Se�ne was l�ghted
up by them, as �f some fête were be�ng g�ven �n �ts depths—some
myster�ous, fa�ry-l�ke enterta�nment, at wh�ch couples were waltz�ng
beneath the r�ver’s red-flash�ng w�ndow-panes. H�gh above those
f�res, above the starry quays, the sky, �n wh�ch not a planet was
v�s�ble, showed a ruddy mass of vapour, that warm, phosphorescent
exhalat�on wh�ch every n�ght, above the sleep of the c�ty, seems to
set the crater of a volcano.

The w�nd blew hard, and Chr�st�ne, sh�ver�ng, her eyes full of tears,
felt the br�dge move under her, as �f �t were bear�ng her away am�d a
smash up of the whole scene. Had not Claude moved? Was he not
cl�mb�ng over the ra�l? No; everyth�ng became mot�onless aga�n, and
she saw h�m st�ll on the same spot, obst�nately st�ff, w�th h�s eyes
turned towards the po�nt of the C�té, wh�ch he could not see.



It had summoned h�m, and he had come, and yet he could not see
�t �n the depths of the darkness. He could only d�st�ngu�sh the
br�dges, w�th the�r l�ght framework stand�ng out blackly aga�nst the
sparkl�ng water. But farther off everyth�ng became confused, the
�sland had d�sappeared, he could not even have told �ts exact
s�tuat�on �f some belated cabs had not passed from t�me to t�me over
the Pont-Neuf, w�th the�r lamps show�ng l�ke those shoot�ng sparks
wh�ch dart at t�mes through embers. A red lantern, on a level w�th the
dam of the M�nt, cast a streamlet of blood, as �t were, �nto the water.
Someth�ng huge and lugubr�ous, some dr�ft�ng form, no doubt a
l�ghter wh�ch had become unmoored, slowly descended the stream
am�d the reflect�ons. Esp�ed for a moment, �t was �mmed�ately
afterwards lost �n the darkness. Where had the tr�umphal �sland
sunk? In the depths of that flow of water? Claude st�ll gazed,
gradually fasc�nated by the great rush�ng of the r�ver �n the n�ght. He
leant over �ts broad bed, ch�lly l�ke an abyss, �n wh�ch the myster�ous
flames were danc�ng. And the loud, sad wa�l of the current attracted
h�m, and he l�stened to �ts call, despa�r�ng, unto death.

By a shoot�ng pa�n at her heart, Chr�st�ne th�s t�me real�sed that the
terr�ble thought had just occurred to h�m. She held out her qu�ver�ng
hands wh�ch the w�nd was lash�ng. But Claude rema�ned there,
struggl�ng aga�nst the sweetness of death; �ndeed he d�d not move
for another hour, he l�ngered there unconsc�ous of the lapse of t�me,
w�th h�s eyes st�ll turned �n the d�rect�on of the C�té, as �f by a m�racle
of power they were about to create l�ght, and conjure up the �sland
so that he m�ght behold �t.

When Claude at last left the br�dge, w�th stumbl�ng steps, Chr�st�ne
had to pass �n front and run �n order to be home �n the Rue
Tourlaque before h�m.



XII

IT was nearly three o’clock when they went to bed that n�ght, w�th
the b�tter cold November w�nd blow�ng through the�r l�ttle room and
the b�g stud�o. Chr�st�ne, breathless from her run, had qu�ckly sl�pped
between the sheets so that he m�ght not know that she had followed
h�m; and Claude, qu�te overcome, had taken h�s clothes off, one
garment after another, w�thout say�ng a word. For long months they
had been as strangers; unt�l then, however, she had never felt such
a barr�er between them, such tomb-l�ke coldness.

She struggled for nearly a quarter of an hour aga�nst the
sleep�ness com�ng over her. She was very t�red, and a k�nd of torpor
numbed her; st�ll she would not g�ve way, feel�ng anx�ous at leav�ng
h�m awake. She thus wa�ted every n�ght unt�l he dozed off, so that
she herself m�ght afterwards sleep �n peace. But he had not
ext�ngu�shed the candle, he lay there w�th h�s eyes open, f�xed upon
�ts flame. What could he be th�nk�ng of? Had he rema�ned �n fancy
over yonder �n the black n�ght, am�d the mo�st atmosphere of the
quays, �n front of Par�s studded w�th stars l�ke a frosty sky? And what
�nner confl�ct, what matter that had to be dec�ded, contracted h�s face
l�ke that? Then, res�stance be�ng �mposs�ble, she succumbed and
gl�ded �nto the slumber follow�ng upon great wear�ness.

An hour later, the consc�ousness of someth�ng m�ss�ng, the
angu�sh of uneas�ness awoke her w�th a sudden start. She at once
felt the bed bes�de her, �t was already cold: he was no longer there,
she had already d�v�ned �t wh�le asleep. And she was grow�ng
alarmed, st�ll but half awake, her head heavy and her ears buzz�ng,
when through the doorway, left ajar, she perce�ved a ray of l�ght
com�ng from the stud�o. She then felt reassured, she thought that �n
a f�t of sleeplessness he had gone to fetch some book or other; but



at last, as he d�d not return, she ended by softly r�s�ng so as to take a
peep. What she beheld qu�te unsettled her, and kept her stand�ng on
the t�led floor, w�th her feet bare, �n such surpr�se that she d�d not at
f�rst dare to show herself.

Claude, who was �n h�s sh�rt-sleeves, desp�te the coldness of the
temperature, hav�ng merely put on h�s trousers and sl�ppers �n h�s
haste, was stand�ng on the steps �n front of h�s large p�cture. H�s
palette was ly�ng at h�s feet, and w�th one hand he held the candle,
wh�le w�th the other he pa�nted. H�s eyes were d�lated l�ke those of a
somnambul�st, h�s gestures were prec�se and st�ff; he stooped every
m�nute to take some colour on h�s brush, and then rose up, cast�ng a
large fantast�c shadow on the wall. And there was not a sound;
fr�ghtful s�lence re�gned �n the b�g d�m room.

Chr�st�ne guessed the truth and shuddered. The besett�ng worry,
made more acute by that hour spent on the Pont des Sa�nts-Pères,
had prevented h�m from sleep�ng and had brought h�m once more
before h�s canvas, consumed w�th a long�ng to look at �t aga�n, �n
sp�te of the lateness of the hour. He had, no doubt, only cl�mbed the
steps to f�ll h�s eyes the nearer. Then, tortured by the s�ght of some
faulty shade, upset by some defect, to such a po�nt that he could not
wa�t for dayl�ght, he had caught up a brush, at f�rst merely w�sh�ng to
g�ve a s�mple touch, and then had been carr�ed on from correct�on to
correct�on, unt�l at last, w�th the candle �n h�s hand, he pa�nted there
l�ke a man �n a state of halluc�nat�on, am�d the pale l�ght wh�ch darted
h�ther and th�ther as he gest�culated. H�s powerless creat�ve rage
had se�zed hold of h�m aga�n, he was wear�ng h�mself out, obl�v�ous
of the hour, obl�v�ous of the world; he w�shed to �nfuse l�fe �nto h�s
work at once.

Ah, what a p�t�ful s�ght! And w�th what tear-drenched eyes d�d
Chr�st�ne gaze at h�m! At f�rst she thought of leav�ng h�m to that mad
work, as a man�ac �s left to the pleasures of h�s craz�ness. He would
never f�n�sh that p�cture, that was qu�te certa�n now. The more
desperately he worked at �t, the more �ncoherent d�d �t become; the
colour�ng had grown heavy and pasty, the draw�ng was los�ng shape
and show�ng s�gns of effort. Even the background and the group of
labourers, once so substant�al and sat�sfactory, were gett�ng spo�led;



yet he clung to them, he had obst�nately determ�ned to f�n�sh
everyth�ng else before repa�nt�ng the central f�gure, the nude woman,
wh�ch rema�ned the dread and the des�re of h�s hours of to�l, and
wh�ch would f�n�sh h�m off whenever he m�ght aga�n try to �nvest �t
w�th l�fe. For months he had not touched �t, and th�s had tranqu�ll�sed
Chr�st�ne and made her tolerant and compass�onate, am�d her
jealous sp�te; for as long as he d�d not return to that feared and
des�red m�stress, she thought that he betrayed her less.

Her feet were freez�ng on the t�les, and she was turn�ng to get �nto
bed aga�n when a shock brought her back to the door. She had not
understood at f�rst, but now at last she saw. W�th broad curved
strokes of h�s brush, full of colour, Claude was at once w�ldly and
caress�ngly modell�ng flesh. He had a f�xed gr�n on h�s l�ps, and d�d
not feel the burn�ng candle-grease fall�ng on h�s f�ngers, wh�le w�th
s�lent, pass�onate see-saw�ng, h�s r�ght arm alone moved aga�nst the
wall, cast�ng black confus�on upon �t. He was work�ng at the nude
woman.

Then Chr�st�ne opened the door and walked �nto the stud�o. An
�nv�nc�ble revolt, the anger of a w�fe buffeted at home, �mpelled her
forward. Yes, he was w�th that other, he was pa�nt�ng her l�ke a
v�s�onary, whom w�ld crav�ng for truth had brought to the madness of
the unreal; and those l�mbs were be�ng g�lded l�ke the columns of a
tabernacle, that trunk was becom�ng a star, sh�mmer�ng w�th yellow
and red, splend�d and unnatural. Such strange nud�ty—l�ke unto a
monstrance gleam�ng w�th prec�ous stones and �ntended for rel�g�ous
adorat�on—brought her anger to a cl�max. She had suffered too
much, she would not tolerate �t.

And yet at f�rst she s�mply showed herself despa�r�ng and
suppl�cat�ng. It was but the mother remonstrat�ng w�th her b�g mad
boy of an art�st that spoke.

‘What are you do�ng there, Claude? Is �t reasonable, Claude, to
have such �deas? Come to bed, I beg of you, don’t stay on those
steps where you w�ll catch your death of cold!’

He d�d not answer; he stooped aga�n to take some more pa�nt on
h�s brush, and made the f�gure flash w�th two br�ght strokes of
verm�l�on.



‘L�sten to me, Claude, �n p�ty come to me—you know that I love
you—you see how anx�ous you have made me. Come, oh! come, �f
you don’t want me to d�e of cold and wa�t�ng for you.’

W�th h�s face haggard, he d�d not look at her; but wh�le he
bedecked a part of the f�gure w�th carm�ne, he grumbled �n a husky
vo�ce:

‘Just leave me alone, w�ll you? I’m work�ng.’
Chr�st�ne rema�ned s�lent for a moment. She was draw�ng herself

erect, her eyes began to gleam w�th f�re, rebell�on �nflated her gentle,
charm�ng form. Then she burst forth, w�th the growl of a slave dr�ven
to extrem�t�es.

‘Well, no, I won’t leave you alone! I’ve had enough of �t. I’ll tell you
what’s st�fl�ng me, what has been k�ll�ng me ever s�nce I have known
you. Ah! that pa�nt�ng, yes, your pa�nt�ng, she’s the murderess who
has po�soned my l�fe! I had a present�ment of �t on the f�rst day; your
pa�nt�ng fr�ghtened me as �f �t were a monster. I found �t abom�nable,
execrable; but then, one’s cowardly, I loved you too much not to l�ke
�t also; I ended by grow�ng accustomed to �t! But later on, how I
suffered!—how �t tortured me! For ten years I don’t recollect hav�ng
spent a day w�thout shedd�ng tears. No, leave me! I am eas�ng my
m�nd, I must speak out, s�nce I have found strength enough to do so.
For ten years I have been abandoned and crushed every day. Ah! to
be noth�ng more to you, to feel myself cast more and more on one
s�de, to fall to the rank of a servant; and to see that other one, that
th�ef, place herself between you and me and clutch hold of you and
tr�umph and �nsult me! For dare, yes, dare to say that she hasn’t
taken possess�on of you, l�mb by l�mb, gl�ded �nto your bra�n, your
heart, your flesh, everywhere! She holds you l�ke a v�ce, she feeds
on you; �n fact, she’s your w�fe, not I. She’s the only one you care for!
Ah! the cursed wretch, the hussy!’

Claude was now l�sten�ng to her, �n h�s aston�shment at that
dolorous outburst; and be�ng but half roused from h�s exasperated
creat�ve dream, he d�d not as yet very well understand why she was
talk�ng to h�m l�ke that. And at s�ght of h�s stupor, the shudder�ng of a
man surpr�sed �n a debauch, she flew �nto a st�ll greater pass�on; she



mounted the steps, tore the candlest�ck from h�s hand, and �n her
turn flashed the l�ght �n front of the p�cture.

‘Just look!’ she cr�ed, ‘just tell me how you have �mproved
matters? It’s h�deous, �t’s lamentable and grotesque; you’ll end by
see�ng so yourself. Come, �sn’t �t ugly, �sn’t �t �d�ot�c? You see very
well that you are conquered, so why should you pers�st any longer?
There �s no sense �n �t, that’s what upsets me. If you can’t be a great
pa�nter, l�fe, at least, rema�ns to us. Ah! l�fe, l�fe!’

She had placed the candle on the platform of the steps, and as he
had gone down, stagger�ng, she sprang off to jo�n h�m, and they both
found themselves below, he crouch�ng on the last step, and she
press�ng h�s �nert, dangl�ng hands w�th all her strength.

‘Come, there’s l�fe! Dr�ve your n�ghtmare away, and let us l�ve, l�ve
together. Isn’t �t too stup�d, to be we two together, to be grow�ng old
already, and to torture ourselves, and fa�l �n every attempt to f�nd
happ�ness? Oh! the grave w�ll take us soon enough, never fear. Let’s
try to l�ve, and love one another. Remember Bennecourt! L�sten to
my dream. I should l�ke to be able to take you away to-morrow. We
would go far from th�s cursed Par�s, we would f�nd a qu�et spot
somewhere, and you would see how pleasant I would make your l�fe;
how n�ce �t would be to forget everyth�ng together! Of a morn�ng
there are strolls �n the sunl�ght, the breakfast wh�ch smells n�ce, the
�dle afternoon, the even�ng spent s�de by s�de under the lamp! And
no more worry�ng about ch�meras, noth�ng but the del�ght of l�v�ng!
Doesn’t �t suff�ce that I love you, that I adore you, that I am w�ll�ng to
be your servant, your slave, to ex�st solely for your pleasures? Do
you hear, I love you, I love you? there �s noth�ng else, and that �s
enough—I love you!’

He had freed h�s hands, and mak�ng a gesture of refusal, he sa�d,
�n a gloomy vo�ce:

‘No, �t �s not enough! I won’t go away w�th you, I won’t be happy, I
w�ll pa�nt!’

‘And I shall d�e of �t, eh? And you w�ll d�e of �t, and we shall end by
leav�ng all our blood and all our tears �n �t! There’s noth�ng beyond
Art, that �s the f�erce alm�ghty god who str�kes us w�th h�s thunder,



and whom you honour! he may crush us, s�nce he �s the master, and
you w�ll st�ll bless h�s name!’

‘Yes, I belong to that god, he may do what he pleases w�th me. I
should d�e �f I no longer pa�nted, and I prefer to pa�nt and d�e of �t.
Bes�des, my w�ll �s noth�ng �n the matter. Noth�ng ex�sts beyond art;
let the world burst!’

She drew herself up �n a fresh spurt of anger. Her vo�ce became
harsh and pass�onate aga�n.

‘But I—I am al�ve, and the women you love are l�feless! Oh! don’t
say no! I know very well that all those pa�nted women of yours are
the only ones you care about! Before I was yours I had already
perce�ved �t. Then, for a short t�me you appeared to love me. It was
at that per�od you told me all that nonsense about your fondness for
your creat�ons. You held such shadows �n p�ty when you were w�th
me; but �t d�dn’t last. You returned to them, oh! l�ke a man�ac returns
to h�s man�a. I, though l�v�ng, no longer ex�sted for you; �t was they,
the v�s�ons, who aga�n became the only real�t�es of your l�fe. What I
then endured you never knew, for you are wonderfully �gnorant of
women. I have l�ved by your s�de w�thout your ever understand�ng
me. Yes, I was jealous of those pa�nted creatures. When I posed to
you, only one �dea lent me the courage that I needed. I wanted to
f�ght them, I hoped to w�n you back; but you granted me noth�ng, not
even a k�ss on my shoulder! Oh, God! how ashamed I somet�mes
felt! What gr�ef I had to force back at f�nd�ng myself thus d�sda�ned
and thus betrayed!’

She cont�nued boldly, she spoke out freely—she, so strangely
compounded of pass�on and modesty. And she was not m�staken �n
her jealousy when she accused h�s art of be�ng respons�ble for h�s
neglect of herself. At the bottom of �t all, there was the theory wh�ch
he had repeated a hundred t�mes �n her presence: gen�us should be
chaste, an art�st’s only spouse should be h�s work.

‘You repulse me,’ she concluded v�olently; ‘you draw back from me
as �f I d�spleased you! And you love what? A noth�ng, a mere
semblance, a l�ttle dust, some colour spread upon a canvas! But,
once more, look at her, look at your woman up yonder! See what a
monster you have made of her �n your madness! Are there any



women l�ke that? Have any women golden l�mbs, and flowers on
the�r bod�es? Wake up, open your eyes, return to l�fe aga�n!’

Claude, obey�ng the �mper�ous gesture w�th wh�ch she po�nted to
the p�cture, had now r�sen and was look�ng. The candle, wh�ch had
rema�ned upon the platform of the steps, �llum�ned the nude woman
l�ke a taper �n front of an altar, wh�lst the whole room around
rema�ned plunged �n darkness. He was at length awaken�ng from h�s
dream, and the woman thus seen from below, at a d�stance of a few
paces, f�lled h�m w�th stupefact�on. Who had just pa�nted that �dol of
some unknown rel�g�on? Who had wrought her of metals, marbles,
and gems? Was �t he who had unconsc�ously created that symbol of
�nsat�able pass�on, that unhuman presentment of flesh, wh�ch had
become transformed �nto gold and d�amonds under h�s f�ngers, �n h�s
va�n effort to make �t l�ve? He gasped and felt afra�d of h�s work,
trembl�ng at the thought of that sudden plunge �nto the �nf�n�te, and
understand�ng at last that �t had become �mposs�ble for h�m even to
dep�ct Real�ty, desp�te h�s long effort to conquer and remould �t,
mak�ng �t yet more real w�th h�s human hands.

‘You see! you see!’ Chr�st�ne repeated, v�ctor�ously. And he, �n a
very low vo�ce, stammered:

‘Oh! what have I done? Is �t �mposs�ble to create, then? Haven’t
our hands the power to create be�ngs?’

She felt that he was g�v�ng way, and she caught h�m �n her arms:
‘But why all th�s folly?—why th�nk of anyone but me—I who love

you? You took me for your model, but what was the use, say? Are
those pa�nt�ngs of yours worth me? They are fr�ghtful, they are as
st�ff, as cold as corpses. But I am al�ve, and I love you!’

She seemed to be at that moment the very �ncarnat�on of
pass�onate love. He turned and looked at her, and l�ttle by l�ttle he
returned her embrace; she was soften�ng h�m and conquer�ng h�m.

‘L�sten!’ she cont�nued. ‘I know that you had a fr�ghtful thought;
yes, I never dared to speak to you about �t, because one must never
br�ng on m�sfortune; but I no longer sleep of a n�ght, you fr�ghten me.
Th�s even�ng I followed you to that br�dge wh�ch I hate, and I
trembled, oh! I thought that �t was all over—that I had lost you. Oh,



God! what would become of me? I need you—you surely do not w�sh
to k�ll me! Let us l�ve and love one another—yes, love one another!’

Then, �n the emot�on caused h�m by her �nf�n�te pass�on and gr�ef,
he y�elded. He pressed her to h�m, sobb�ng and stammer�ng:

‘It �s true I had that fr�ghtful thought—I should have done �t, and I
only res�sted on th�nk�ng of that unf�n�shed p�cture. But can I st�ll l�ve
�f work w�ll have noth�ng more to do w�th me? How can I l�ve after
that, after what’s there, what I spo�lt just now?’

‘I w�ll love you, and you w�ll l�ve.’
‘Ah! you w�ll never love me enough—I know myself. Someth�ng

wh�ch does not ex�st would be necessary—someth�ng wh�ch would
make me forget everyth�ng. You were already unable to change me.
You cannot accompl�sh a m�racle!’

Then, as she protested and k�ssed h�m pass�onately, he went on:
‘Well, yes, save me! Yes, save me, �f you don’t want me to k�ll
myself! Lull me, ann�h�late me, so that I may become your th�ng,
slave enough, small enough to dwell under your feet, �n your
sl�ppers. Ah! to l�ve only on your perfume, to obey you l�ke a dog, to
eat and sleep—�f I could, �f I only could!’

She ra�sed a cry of v�ctory: ‘At last you are m�ne! There �s only I
left, the other �s qu�te dead!’

And she dragged h�m from the execrated pa�nt�ng, she carr�ed h�m
off tr�umphantly. The candle, now nearly consumed, flared up for a
m�nute beh�nd them on the steps, before the b�g pa�nt�ng, and then
went out. It was v�ctory, yes, but could �t last?

Dayl�ght was about to break, and Chr�st�ne lay asleep bes�de
Claude. She was breath�ng softly, and a sm�le played upon her l�ps.
He had closed h�s eyes; and yet, desp�te h�mself, he opened them
afresh and gazed �nto the darkness. Sleep fled from h�m, and
confused �deas aga�n ascended to h�s bra�n. As the dawn appeared,
yellow�shly d�rty, l�ke a splash of l�qu�d mud on the w�ndow-panes, he
started, fancy�ng that he heard a loud vo�ce call�ng to h�m from the
far end of the stud�o. Then, �rres�st�bly, desp�te a few br�ef hours’
forgetfulness, all h�s old thoughts returned, overflow�ng and tortur�ng
h�m, hollow�ng h�s cheeks and contract�ng h�s jaws �n the d�sgust he



felt for mank�nd. Two wr�nkles �mparted �ntense b�tterness to the
express�on of h�s face, wh�ch looked l�ke the wasted countenance of
an old man. And suddenly the loud vo�ce from the far end of the
stud�o �mper�ously summoned h�m a second t�me. Then he qu�te
made up h�s m�nd: �t was all over, he suffered too much, he could no
longer l�ve, s�nce everyth�ng was a l�e, s�nce there was noth�ng left
upon earth. Love! what was �t? Nought but a pass�ng �llus�on. Th�s
thought at last mastered h�m, possessed h�m ent�rely; and soon the
crav�ng for noth�ngness as h�s only refuge came on h�m stronger
than ever. At f�rst he let Chr�st�ne’s head sl�p down from h�s shoulder
on wh�ch �t rested. And then, as a th�rd summons rang out �n h�s
m�nd, he rose and went to the stud�o, say�ng:

‘Yes, yes, I’m com�ng,’
The sky d�d not clear, �t st�ll rema�ned d�rty and mournful—�t was

one of those lugubr�ous w�nter dawns; and an hour later Chr�st�ne
herself awoke w�th a great ch�lly sh�ver. She d�d not understand at
f�rst. How d�d �t happen that she was alone? Then she remembered:
she had fallen asleep w�th her cheek aga�nst h�s. How was �t then
that he had left her? Where could he be? Suddenly, am�d her torpor,
she sprang out of bed and ran �nto the stud�o. Good God! had he
returned to the other then? Had the other se�zed hold of h�m aga�n,
when she herself fanc�ed that she had conquered h�m for ever?

She saw noth�ng at the f�rst glance she took; �n the cold and murky
morn�ng tw�l�ght the stud�o seemed to her to be deserted. But wh�lst
she was tranqu�ll�s�ng herself at see�ng nobody there, she ra�sed her
eyes to the canvas, and a terr�ble cry leapt from her gap�ng mouth:

‘Claude! oh, Claude!’
Claude had hanged h�mself from the steps �n front of h�s spo�lt

work. He had s�mply taken one of the cords wh�ch held the frame to
the wall, and had mounted the platform, so as to fasten the rope to
an oaken crossp�ece, wh�ch he h�mself had one day na�led to the
upr�ghts to consol�date them. Then from up above he had leapt �nto
space. He was hang�ng there �n h�s sh�rt, w�th h�s feet bare, look�ng
horr�ble, w�th h�s black tongue protrud�ng, and h�s bloodshot eyes
start�ng from the�r orb�ts; he seemed to have grown fr�ghtfully tall �n
h�s mot�onless st�ffness, and h�s face was turned towards the p�cture,



close to the nude woman, as �f he had w�shed to �nfuse h�s soul �nto
her w�th h�s last gasp, and as �f he were st�ll look�ng at her w�th h�s
express�onless eyes.

Chr�st�ne, however, rema�ned erect, qu�te overwhelmed w�th the
gr�ef, fr�ght, and anger wh�ch d�lated her body. Only a cont�nuous
howl came from her throat. She opened her arms, stretched them
towards the p�cture, and clenched both hands.

‘Oh, Claude! oh, Claude!’ she gasped at last, ‘she has taken you
back—the hussy has k�lled you, k�lled you, k�lled you!’

Then her legs gave way. She span round and fell all of a heap
upon the t�led floor�ng. Her excess�ve suffer�ng had taken all the
blood from her heart, and, fa�nt�ng away, she lay there, as �f she
were dead, l�ke a wh�te rag, m�serable, done for, crushed beneath
the f�erce sovere�gnty of Art. Above her the nude woman rose rad�ant
�n her symbol�c �dol’s br�ghtness; pa�nt�ng tr�umphed, alone �mmortal
and erect, even when mad.

At n�ne o’clock on the Monday morn�ng, when Sandoz, after the
formal�t�es and delay occas�oned by the su�c�de, arr�ved �n the Rue
Tourlaque for the funeral, he found only a score of people on the
footway. Desp�te h�s great gr�ef, he had been runn�ng about for three
days, compelled to attend to everyth�ng. At f�rst, as Chr�st�ne had
been p�cked up half dead, he had been obl�ged to have her carr�ed to
the Hôp�tal de Lar�bo�s�ère; then he had gone from the mun�c�pal
off�ces, to the undertaker’s and the church, pay�ng everywhere, and
full of �nd�fference so far as that went, s�nce the pr�ests were w�ll�ng
to pray over that corpse w�th a black c�rcle round �ts neck. Among the
people who were wa�t�ng he as yet only perce�ved some ne�ghbours,
together w�th a few �nqu�s�t�ve folk; wh�le other people peered out of
the house w�ndows and wh�spered together, exc�ted by the tragedy.
Claude’s fr�ends would, no doubt, soon come. He, Sandoz, had not
been able to wr�te to any members of the fam�ly, as he d�d not know
the�r addresses. However, he retreated �nto the background on the
arr�val of two relat�ves, whom three l�nes �n the newspapers had
roused from the forgetfulness �n wh�ch Claude h�mself, no doubt, had
left them. There was an old female cous�n,* w�th the equ�vocal a�r of
a dealer �n second-hand goods, and a male cous�n, of the second



degree, a wealthy man, decorated w�th the Leg�on of Honour, and
own�ng one of the large Par�s drapery shops. He showed h�mself
good-naturedly condescend�ng �n h�s elegance, and des�rous of
d�splay�ng an enl�ghtened taste for art. The female cous�n at once
went upsta�rs, turned round the stud�o, sn�ffed at all the bare
wretchedness, and then walked down aga�n, w�th a hard mouth, as �f
she were �rr�tated at hav�ng taken the trouble to come. The second
cous�n, on the contrary, drew h�mself up and walked f�rst beh�nd the
hearse, f�ll�ng the part of ch�ef mourner w�th proud and pleasant
f�tness.

* Madame S�don�e, who f�gures �n M. Zola’s novel, ‘La Curee.’ The
male cous�n, ment�oned �mmed�ately afterwards, �s Octave
Mouret, the lead�ng character of ‘Pot-Bou�lle’ and ‘Au Bonheur des
Dames.’—ED.

As the process�on was start�ng off, Bongrand came up, and, after
shak�ng hands w�th Sandoz, rema�ned bes�de h�m. He was gloomy,
and, glanc�ng at the f�fteen or twenty strangers who followed, he
murmured:

‘Ah! poor chap! What! are there only we two?’
Dubuche was at Cannes w�th h�s ch�ldren. Jory and Fagerolles

kept away, the former hat�ng the deceased and the latter be�ng too
busy. Mahoudeau alone caught the party up at the r�se of the Rue
Lep�c, and he expla�ned that Gagn�ère must have m�ssed the tra�n.

The hearse slowly ascended the steep thoroughfare wh�ch w�nds
round the flanks of the he�ght of Montmartre; and now and then
cross streets, slop�ng downward, sudden gaps am�d the houses,
showed one the �mmens�ty of Par�s as deep and as broad as a sea.
When the party arr�ved �n front of the Church of St. P�erre, and the
coff�n was carr�ed up the steps, �t overtopped the great c�ty for a
moment. There was a grey w�ntry sky overhead, large masses of
clouds swept along, carr�ed away by an �cy w�nd, and �n the m�st
Par�s seemed to expand, to become endless, f�ll�ng the hor�zon w�th
threaten�ng b�llows. The poor fellow who had w�shed to conquer �t,
and had broken h�s neck �n h�s fru�tless efforts, now passed �n front



of �t, na�led under an oaken board, return�ng to the earth l�ke one of
the c�ty’s muddy waves.

On leav�ng the church the female cous�n d�sappeared, Mahoudeau
l�kew�se; wh�le the second cous�n aga�n took h�s pos�t�on beh�nd the
hearse. Seven other unknown persons dec�ded to follow, and they
started for the new cemetery of St. Ouen, to wh�ch the populace has
g�ven the d�squ�et�ng and lugubr�ous name of Cayenne. There were
ten mourners �n all.

‘Well, we two shall be the only old fr�ends,’ repeated Bongrand as
he walked on bes�de Sandoz.

The process�on, preceded by the mourn�ng coach �n wh�ch the
pr�est and the cho�rboy were seated, now descended the other s�de
of the he�ght, along w�nd�ng streets as prec�p�tous as mounta�n
paths. The horses of the hearse sl�pped over the sl�my pavement;
one could hear the wheels jolt�ng no�s�ly. R�ght beh�nd, the ten
mourners took short and careful steps, try�ng to avo�d the puddles,
and be�ng so occup�ed w�th the d�ff�culty of the descent that they
refra�ned from speak�ng. But at the bottom of the Rue du Ru�sseau,
when they reached the Porte de Cl�gnancourt and the vast open
spaces, where the boulevard runn�ng round the c�ty, the c�rcular
ra�lway, the talus and moat of the fort�f�cat�ons are d�splayed to v�ew,
there came s�ghs of rel�ef, a few words were exchanged, and the
party began to straggle.

Sandoz and Bongrand by degrees found themselves beh�nd all the
others, as �f they had w�shed to �solate themselves from those folk
whom they had never prev�ously seen. Just as the hearse was
pass�ng the c�ty gate, the pa�nter leant towards the novel�st.

‘And the l�ttle woman, what �s go�ng to be done w�th her?’
‘Ah! how dreadful �t �s!’ repl�ed Sandoz. ‘I went to see her

yesterday at the hosp�tal. She has bra�n fever. The house doctor
ma�nta�ns that they w�ll save her, but that she w�ll come out of �t ten
years older and w�thout any strength. Do you know that she had
come to such a po�nt that she no longer knew how to spell. Such a
crush�ng fall, a young lady abased to the level of a drudge! Yes, �f we
don’t take care of her l�ke a cr�pple, she w�ll end by becom�ng a
scullery-ma�d somewhere.’



‘And not a copper, of course?’
‘Not a copper. I thought I should f�nd the stud�es Claude made

from nature for h�s large p�cture, those superb stud�es wh�ch he
afterwards turned to such poor account. But I ferreted everywhere;
he gave everyth�ng away; people robbed h�m. No, noth�ng to sell, not
a canvas that could be turned to prof�t, noth�ng but that huge p�cture,
wh�ch I demol�shed and burnt w�th my own hands, and r�ght gladly, I
assure you, even as one avenges oneself.’

They became s�lent for a moment. The broad road lead�ng to St.
Ouen stretched out qu�te stra�ght as far as the eye could reach; and
over the pla�n went the process�on, p�t�fully small, lost, as �t were, on
that h�ghway, along wh�ch there flowed a r�ver of mud. A l�ne of
pal�ngs bordered �t on e�ther s�de, waste land extended both to r�ght
and left, wh�le afar off one only saw some factory ch�mneys and a
few lofty wh�te houses, stand�ng alone, obl�quely to the road. They
passed through the Cl�gnancourt fête, w�th booths, c�rcuses, and
roundabouts on e�ther s�de, all sh�ver�ng �n the abandonment of
w�nter, empty danc�ng cr�bs, mouldy sw�ngs, and a k�nd of stage
homestead, ‘The P�cardy Farm,’ look�ng d�smally sad between �ts
broken fences.

‘Ah! h�s old canvases,’ resumed Bongrand, ‘the th�ngs he had at
the Qua� de Bourbon, do you remember them? There were some
extraord�nary b�ts among them. The landscapes he brought back
from the south and the academy stud�es he pa�nted at Bout�n’s—a
g�rl’s legs and a woman’s trunk, for �nstance. Oh, that trunk! Old
Malgras must have �t. A mag�ster�al study �t was, wh�ch not one of
our “young masters” could pa�nt. Yes, yes, the fellow was no fool—
s�mply a great pa�nter.’

‘When I th�nk,’ sa�d Sandoz, ‘that those l�ttle humbugs of the
School and the press accused h�m of �dleness and �gnorance,
repeat�ng one after the other that he had always refused to learn h�s
art. Idle! good heavens! why, I have seen h�m fa�nt w�th fat�gue after
s�tt�ngs ten hours long; he gave h�s whole l�fe to h�s work, and k�lled
h�mself �n h�s pass�on for to�l! And they call h�m �gnorant—how �d�ot�c!
They w�ll never understand that the �nd�v�dual g�ft wh�ch a man br�ngs
�n h�s nature �s super�or to all acqu�red knowledge. Delacro�x also



was �gnorant of h�s profess�on �n the�r eyes, s�mply because he could
not conf�ne h�mself to hard and fast rules! Ah! the n�nn�es, the slav�sh
pup�ls who are �ncapable of pa�nt�ng anyth�ng �ncorrectly!’

He took a few steps �n s�lence, and then he added:
‘A hero�c worker, too—a pass�onate observer whose bra�n was

crammed w�th sc�ence—the temperament of a great art�st endowed
w�th adm�rable g�fts. And to th�nk that he leaves noth�ng, noth�ng!’

‘Absolutely noth�ng, not a canvas,’ declared Bongrand. ‘I know
noth�ng of h�s but rough drafts, sketches, notes carelessly jotted
down, as �t were, all that art�st�c paraphernal�a wh�ch can’t be
subm�tted to the publ�c. Yes, �ndeed, �t �s really a dead man, dead
completely, who �s about to be lowered �nto the grave.’

However, the pa�nter and the novel�st now had to hasten the�r
steps, for they had got far beh�nd the others wh�le talk�ng; and the
hearse, after roll�ng past taverns and shops full of tombstones and
crosses, was turn�ng to the r�ght �nto the short avenue lead�ng to the
cemetery. They overtook �t, and passed through the gateway w�th the
l�ttle process�on. The pr�est �n h�s surpl�ce and the cho�rboy carry�ng
the holy water rece�ver, who had both al�ghted from the mourn�ng
coach, walked on ahead.

It was a large flat cemetery, st�ll �n �ts youth, la�d out by rule and
l�ne �n the suburban waste land, and d�v�ded �nto squares by broad
symmetr�cal paths. A few ra�sed tombs bordered the pr�nc�pal
avenues, but most of the graves, already very numerous, were on a
level w�th the so�l. They were hast�ly arranged temporary sepulchres,
for f�ve-year grants were the only ones to be obta�ned, and fam�l�es
hes�tated to go to any ser�ous expense. Thus, the stones s�nk�ng �nto
the ground for lack of foundat�ons, the scrubby evergreens wh�ch
had not yet had t�me to grow, all the prov�s�onal slop k�nd of
mourn�ng that one saw there, �mparted to that vast f�eld of repose a
look of poverty and cold, clean, d�smal bareness l�ke that of a
barracks or a hosp�tal. There was not a corner to be found recall�ng
the graveyard nooks sung of �n the ballads of the romant�c per�od,
not one leafy turn qu�ver�ng w�th mystery, not a s�ngle large tomb
speak�ng of pr�de and etern�ty. You were �n the new style of Par�s
cemetery, where everyth�ng �s set out stra�ght and duly numbered—



the cemetery of democrat�c t�mes, where the dead seem to slumber
at the bottom of an off�ce drawer, after f�l�ng past one by one, as
people do at a fête under the eyes of the pol�ce, so as to avo�d
obstruct�on.

‘Dash �t!’ muttered Bongrand, ‘�t �sn’t l�vely here.’
‘Why not?’ asked Sandoz. ‘It’s commod�ous; there �s plenty of a�r.

And even although there �s no sun, see what a pretty colour �t all
has.’

In fact, under the grey sky of that November morn�ng, �n the
penetrat�ng qu�ver of the w�nd, the low tombs, laden w�th garlands
and crowns of beads, assumed soft t�nts of charm�ng del�cacy. There
were some qu�te wh�te, and others all black, accord�ng to the colour
of the beads. But the contrast lost much of �ts force am�d the pale
green fol�age of the dwarf�sh trees. Poor fam�l�es exhausted the�r
affect�on for the dear departed �n deck�ng those f�ve-year grants;
there were p�les of crowns and bloom�ng flowers—freshly brought
there on the recent Day of the Dead. Only the cut flowers had as yet
faded, between the�r paper collars. Some crowns of yellow
�mmortelles shone out l�ke freshly ch�selled gold. But the beads
predom�nated to such a degree that at the f�rst glance there seemed
to be noth�ng else; they gushed forth everywhere, h�d�ng the
�nscr�pt�ons and cover�ng the stones and ra�l�ngs. There were beads
form�ng hearts, beads �n festoons and medall�ons, beads fram�ng
e�ther ornamental des�gns or objects under glass, such as velvet
pans�es, wax hands entw�ned, sat�n bows, or, at t�mes, even
photographs of women—yellow, faded, cheap photographs, show�ng
poor, ugly, touch�ng faces that sm�led awkwardly.

As the hearse proceeded along the Avenue du Rond Po�nt,
Sandoz, whose last remark—s�nce �t was of an art�st�c nature—had
brought h�m back to Claude, resumed the conversat�on, say�ng:

‘Th�s �s a cemetery wh�ch he would have understood, he who was
so mad on modern th�ngs. No doubt he suffered phys�cally, wasted
away by the over-severe les�on that �s so often ak�n to gen�us, “three
gra�ns too l�ttle, or three gra�ns too much, of some substance �n the
bra�n,” as he h�mself sa�d when he reproached h�s parents for h�s
const�tut�on. However, h�s d�sorder was not merely a personal affa�r,



he was the v�ct�m of our per�od. Yes, our generat�on has been
soaked �n romant�c�sm, and we have rema�ned �mpregnated w�th �t. It
�s �n va�n that we wash ourselves and take baths of real�ty, the sta�n
�s obst�nate, and all the scrubb�ng �n the world won’t take �t away.’

Bongrand sm�led. ‘Oh! as for romant�c�sm,’ sa�d he, ‘I’m up to my
ears �n �t. It has fed my art, and, �ndeed, I’m �mpen�tent. If �t be true
that my f�nal �mpotence �s due to that, well, after all, what does �t
matter? I can’t deny the rel�g�on of my art�st�c l�fe. However, your
remark �s qu�te correct; you other fellows, you are rebell�ous sons.
Claude, for �nstance, w�th h�s b�g nude woman am�d the quays, that
extravagant symbol—’

‘Ah, that woman!’ �nterrupted Sandoz, ‘�t was she who throttled
h�m! If you knew how he worsh�pped her! I was never able to cast
her out of h�m. And how can one poss�bly have clear percept�on, a
sol�d, properly-balanced bra�n when such phantasmagor�a sprouts
forth from your skull? Though com�ng after yours, our generat�on �s
too �mag�nat�ve to leave healthy work beh�nd �t. Another generat�on,
perhaps two, w�ll be requ�red before people w�ll be able to pa�nt and
wr�te log�cally, w�th the h�gh, pure s�mpl�c�ty of truth. Truth, nature
alone, �s the r�ght bas�s, the necessary gu�de, outs�de of wh�ch
madness beg�ns; and the to�ler needn’t be afra�d of flatten�ng h�s
work, h�s temperament �s there, wh�ch w�ll always carry h�m
suff�c�ently away. Does any one dream of deny�ng personal�ty, the
�nvoluntary thumb-stroke wh�ch deforms whatever we touch and
const�tutes our poor creat�veness?’

However, he turned h�s head, and �nvoluntar�ly added:
‘Hallo! what’s burn�ng? Are they l�ght�ng bonf�res here?’
The process�on had turned on reach�ng the Rond Po�nt, where the

ossuary was s�tuated—the common vault gradually f�lled w�th all the
remnants removed from the graves, and the stone slab of wh�ch, �n
the centre of a c�rcular lawn, d�sappeared under a heap of wreaths,
depos�ted there by the p�ous relat�ves of those who no longer had an
�nd�v�dual rest�ng-place. And, as the hearse rolled slowly to the left �n
transversal Avenue No. 2, there had come a sound of crackl�ng, and
th�ck smoke had r�sen above the l�ttle plane trees border�ng the path.
Some d�stance ahead, as the party approached, they could see a



large p�le of earthy th�ngs beg�nn�ng to burn, and they ended by
understand�ng. The f�re was l�ghted at the edge of a large square
patch of ground, wh�ch had been dug up �n broad parallel furrows, so
as to remove the coff�ns before allott�ng the so�l to other corpses; just
as the peasant turns the stubble over before sow�ng afresh. The long
empty furrows seemed to yawn, the mounds of r�ch so�l seemed to
be pur�fy�ng under the broad grey sky; and the f�re thus burn�ng �n
that corner was formed of the rotten wood of the coff�ns that had
been removed—sl�t, broken boards, eaten �nto by the earth, often
reduced to a ruddy humus, and gathered together �n an enormous
p�le. They broke up w�th fa�nt detonat�ons, and be�ng damp w�th
human mud, they refused to flame, and merely smoked w�th grow�ng
�ntens�ty. Large columns of the smoke rose �nto the pale sky, and
were beaten down by the November w�nd, and torn �nto ruddy
shreds, wh�ch flew across the low tombs of qu�te one half of the
cemetery.

Sandoz and Bongrand had looked at the scene w�thout say�ng a
word. Then, hav�ng passed the f�re, the former resumed:

‘No, he d�d not prove to be the man of the formula he la�d down. I
mean that h�s gen�us was not clear enough to enable h�m to set that
formula erect and �mpose �t upon the world by a def�n�te
masterp�ece. And now see how other fellows scatter the�r efforts
around h�m, after h�m! They go no farther than rough�ng off, they g�ve
us mere hasty �mpress�ons, and not one of them seems to have
strength enough to become the master who �s awa�ted. Isn’t �t
�rr�tat�ng, th�s new not�on of l�ght, th�s pass�on for truth carr�ed as far
as sc�ent�f�c analys�s, th�s evolut�on begun w�th so much or�g�nal�ty,
and now lo�ter�ng on the way, as �t were, fall�ng �nto the hands of
tr�cksters, and never com�ng to a head, s�mply because the
necessary man �sn’t born? But pooh! the man w�ll be born; noth�ng �s
ever lost, l�ght must be.’

‘Who knows? not always,’ sa�d Bongrand. ‘L�fe m�scarr�es, l�ke
everyth�ng else. I l�sten to you, you know, but I’m a despa�rer. I am
dy�ng of sadness, and I feel that everyth�ng else �s dy�ng. Ah! yes,
there �s someth�ng unhealthy �n the atmosphere of the t�mes—th�s
end of a century �s all demol�t�on, a l�tter of broken monuments, and



so�l that has been turned over and over a hundred t�mes, the whole
exhal�ng a stench of death! Can anybody rema�n �n good health am�d
all that? One’s nerves become unh�nged, the great neuros�s �s there,
art grows unsettled, there �s general bustl�ng, perfect anarchy, all the
madness of self-love at bay. Never have people quarrelled more and
seen less clearly than s�nce �t �s pretended that one knows
everyth�ng.’

Sandoz, who had grown pale, watched the large ruddy co�ls of
smoke roll�ng �n the w�nd.

‘It was fated,’ he mused �n an undertone. ‘Our excess�ve act�v�ty
and pr�de of knowledge were bound to cast us back �nto doubt. Th�s
century, wh�ch has already thrown so much l�ght over the world, was
bound to f�n�sh am�d the threat of a fresh flow of darkness—yes, our
d�scomfort comes from that! Too much has been prom�sed, too much
has been hoped for; people have looked forward to the conquest and
explanat�on of everyth�ng, and now they growl �mpat�ently. What!
don’t th�ngs go qu�cker than that? What! hasn’t sc�ence managed to
br�ng us absolute certa�nty, perfect happ�ness, �n a hundred years?
Then what �s the use of go�ng on, s�nce one w�ll never know
everyth�ng, and one’s bread w�ll always be as b�tter? It �s as �f the
century had become bankrupt, as �f �t had fa�led; pess�m�sm tw�sts
people’s bowels, myst�c�sm fogs the�r bra�ns; for we have va�nly
swept phantoms away w�th the l�ght of analys�s, the supernatural has
resumed host�l�t�es, the sp�r�t of the legends rebels and wants to
conquer us, wh�le we are halt�ng w�th fat�gue and angu�sh. Ah! I
certa�nly don’t aff�rm anyth�ng; I myself am tortured. Only �t seems to
me that th�s last convuls�on of the old rel�g�ous terrors was to be
foreseen. We are not the end, we are but a trans�t�on, a beg�nn�ng of
someth�ng else. It calms me and does me good to bel�eve that we
are march�ng towards reason, and the substant�al�ty of sc�ence.’

H�s vo�ce had become husky w�th emot�on, and he added:
‘That �s, unless madness plunges us, topsy-turvy, �nto n�ght aga�n,

and we all go off throttled by the �deal, l�ke our old fr�end who sleeps
there between h�s four boards.’

The hearse was leav�ng transversal Avenue No. 2 to turn, on the
r�ght, �nto lateral Avenue No. 3, and the pa�nter, w�thout speak�ng,



called the novel�st’s attent�on to a square plot of graves, bes�de
wh�ch the process�on was now pass�ng.

There was here a ch�ldren’s cemetery, noth�ng but ch�ldren’s
tombs, stretch�ng far away �n orderly fash�on, separated at regular
�ntervals by narrow paths, and look�ng l�ke some �nfant�le c�ty of
death. There were t�ny l�ttle wh�te crosses, t�ny l�ttle wh�te ra�l�ngs,
d�sappear�ng almost beneath an efflorescence of wh�te and blue
wreaths, on a level w�th the so�l; and that peaceful f�eld of repose, so
soft �n colour, w�th the blu�sh t�nt of m�lk about �t, seemed to have
been made flowery by all the ch�ldhood ly�ng �n the earth. The
crosses recorded var�ous ages, two years, s�xteen months, f�ve
months. One poor l�ttle cross, dest�tute of any ra�l�ng, was out of l�ne,
hav�ng been set up slant�ngly across a path, and �t s�mply bore the
words: ‘Eugen�e, three days.’ Scarcely to ex�st as yet, and w�thal to
sleep there already, alone, on one s�de, l�ke the ch�ldren who on
fest�ve occas�ons d�ne at a l�ttle s�de table!

However, the hearse had at last stopped, �n the m�ddle of the
avenue; and when Sandoz saw the grave ready at the corner of the
next d�v�s�on, �n front of the cemetery of the l�ttle ones, he murmured
tenderly:

‘Ah! my poor old Claude, w�th your b�g ch�ld’s heart, you w�ll be �n
your place bes�de them.’

The under-bearers removed the coff�n from the hearse. The pr�est,
who looked surly, stood wa�t�ng �n the w�nd; some sextons were
there w�th the�r shovels. Three ne�ghbours had fallen off on the road,
the ten had dw�ndled �nto seven. The second cous�n, who had been
hold�ng h�s hat �n h�s hand s�nce leav�ng the church, desp�te the
fr�ghtful weather, now drew nearer. All the others uncovered, and the
prayers were about to beg�n, when a loud p�erc�ng wh�stle made
everybody look up.

Beyond th�s corner of the cemetery as yet untenanted, at the end
of lateral Avenue No. 3, a tra�n was pass�ng along the h�gh
embankment of the c�rcular ra�lway wh�ch overlooked the graveyard.
The grassy slope rose up, and a number of geometr�cal l�nes, as �t
were, stood out blackly aga�nst the grey sky; there were telegraph-
posts, connected by th�n w�res, a super�ntendent’s box, and a red



s�gnal plate, the only br�ght throbb�ng speck v�s�ble. When the tra�n
rolled past, w�th �ts thunder-crash, one pla�nly d�st�ngu�shed, as on
the transparency of a shadow play, the s�lhouettes of the carr�ages,
even the heads of the passengers show�ng �n the l�ght gaps left by
the w�ndows. And the l�ne became clear aga�n, show�ng l�ke a s�mple
�nk stroke across the hor�zon; wh�le far away other wh�stles called
and wa�led unceas�ngly, shr�ll w�th anger, hoarse w�th suffer�ng, or
husky w�th d�stress. Then a guard’s horn resounded lugubr�ously.

‘Revert�tur �n terram suam unde erat,’ rec�ted the pr�est, who had
opened a book and was mak�ng haste.

But he was not heard, for a large eng�ne had come up puff�ng, and
was manoeuvr�ng backwards and forwards near the funeral party. It
had a loud th�ck vo�ce, a guttural wh�stle, wh�ch was �ntensely
mournful. It came and went, pant�ng; and seen �n prof�le �t looked l�ke
a heavy monster. Suddenly, moreover, �t let off steam, w�th all the
fur�ous blow�ng of a tempest.

‘Requ�escat �n pace,’ sa�d the pr�est.
‘Amen,’ repl�ed the cho�rboy.
But the words were aga�n lost am�d the lash�ng, deafen�ng

detonat�on, wh�ch was prolonged w�th the cont�nuous v�olence of a
fus�llade.

Bongrand, qu�te exasperated, turned towards the eng�ne. It
became s�lent, fortunately, and every one felt rel�eved. Tears had
r�sen to the eyes of Sandoz, who had already been st�rred by the
words wh�ch had �nvoluntar�ly passed h�s l�ps, wh�le he walked
beh�nd h�s old comrade, talk�ng as �f they had been hav�ng one of
the�r fam�l�ar chats of yore; and now �t seemed to h�m as �f h�s youth
were about to be cons�gned to the earth. It was part of h�mself, the
best part, h�s �llus�ons and h�s enthus�asm, wh�ch the sextons were
tak�ng away to lower �nto the depths. At that terr�ble moment an
acc�dent occurred wh�ch �ncreased h�s gr�ef. It had ra�ned so hard
dur�ng the preced�ng days, and the ground was so soft, that a
sudden subs�dence of so�l took place. One of the sextons had to
jump �nto the grave and empty �t w�th h�s shovel w�th a slow
rhythm�cal movement. There was no end to the matter, the funeral
seemed l�kely to last for ever am�d the �mpat�ence of the pr�est and



the �nterest of the four ne�ghbours who had followed on to the end,
though nobody could say why. And up above, on the embankment,
the eng�ne had begun manoeuvr�ng aga�n, retreat�ng and howl�ng at
each turn of �ts wheels, �ts f�re-box open the wh�le, and l�ght�ng up
the gloomy scene w�th a ra�n of sparks.

At last the p�t was empt�ed, the coff�n lowered, and the asperg�llus
passed round. It was all over. The second cous�n, stand�ng erect, d�d
the honours w�th h�s correct, pleasant a�r, shak�ng hands w�th all
these people whom he had never prev�ously seen, �n memory of the
relat�ve whose name he had not remembered the day before.

‘That l�nen-draper �s a very decent fellow,’ sa�d Bongrand, who
was swallow�ng h�s tears.

‘Qu�te so,’ repl�ed Sandoz, sobb�ng.
All the others were go�ng off, the surpl�ces of the pr�est and the

cho�rboy d�sappeared between the green trees, wh�le the straggl�ng
ne�ghbours lo�tered read�ng the �nscr�pt�ons on the surround�ng
tombs.

Then Sandoz, mak�ng up h�s m�nd to leave the grave, wh�ch was
now half f�lled, resumed:

‘We alone shall have known h�m. There �s noth�ng left of h�m, not
even a name!’

‘He �s very happy,’ sa�d Bongrand; ‘he has no p�cture on hand, �n
the earth where he sleeps. It �s as well to go off as to to�l as we do
merely to turn out �nf�rm ch�ldren, who always lack someth�ng, the�r
legs or the�r head, and who don’t l�ve.’

‘Yes, one must really be want�ng �n pr�de to res�gn oneself to
turn�ng out merely approx�mate work and resort�ng to tr�ckery w�th
l�fe. I, who bestow every care on my books—I desp�se myself, for I
feel that, desp�te all my efforts, they are �ncomplete and untruthful.’

W�th pale faces, they slowly went away, s�de by s�de, past the
ch�ldren’s wh�te tombs, the novel�st then �n all the strength of h�s to�l
and fame, the pa�nter decl�n�ng but covered w�th glory.

‘There, at least, l�es one who was log�cal and brave,’ cont�nued
Sandoz; ‘he confessed h�s powerlessness and k�lled h�mself.’



‘That’s true,’ sa�d Bongrand; ‘�f we d�dn’t care so much for our
sk�ns we should all do as he has done, eh?’

‘Well, yes; s�nce we cannot create anyth�ng, s�nce we are but
feeble copy�sts, we m�ght as well put an end to ourselves at once.’

Aga�n they found themselves before the burn�ng p�le of old rotten
coff�ns, now fully al�ght, sweat�ng and crackl�ng; but there were st�ll
no flames to be seen, the smoke alone had �ncreased—a th�ck acr�d
smoke, wh�ch the w�nd carr�ed along �n wh�rl�ng co�ls, so that �t now
covered the whole cemetery as w�th a cloud of mourn�ng.

‘Dash �t! Eleven o’clock!’ sa�d Bongrand, after pull�ng out h�s
watch. ‘I must get home aga�n.’

Sandoz gave an exclamat�on of surpr�se:
‘What, already eleven?’
Over the low-ly�ng graves, over the vast bead-flowered f�eld of

death, so formal of aspect and so cold, he cast a long look of
despa�r, h�s eyes st�ll bed�mmed by h�s tears. And then he added:

‘Let’s go to work.’
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