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For half a century the women of Pont-I'Evéque envied Mme
Aubain her maidservant Félicité.

In return for a hundred francs a year she did all the cooking
and the housework, the sewing, the washing, and the ironing.
" She could bridle a horse, fatten poultry, and churn butter, and

she remained faithful to her mistress, who was by no means an

easy person o get on with.

Mme Aubain had married a young fellow who was good-
looking but badly-off, and who died at the beginning of 1809,
leaving her with two small children and a pile of debts. She
then sold all her property except for the farms of Toucques
and Geffosses, which together brought in five thousand francs
a year at the most,, and left her bouse at Saint-Melaine for
one behind the covered market which was cheaper to rua and
had belonged to her family.

* This house had a slate roof and stood between an alley-way
" and a lane leading down to the river, Inside there were differ-
ences in level which were the cause of many a stumble, A
narrow entrance-Hall separated the kitchen from the parlour,
where Mme Aubain sat all day long in a wicker easy-chair by
the window. Eight mahogany chairs were lined up against the
white-painted wainscoting, and under the barometer stood an
old piano loaded with a pyramid of boxes and cartons. On
either side of the chimney-piece, which was carved out of
yellow marble in the Louis Quinze style, there was a tapestry-
¢eovered armechair, and in the middle was a clock designed to
look like a temple of Vesta. The whole room smelt a little
musty, as the floor was on a lower level than the garden,
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" On the first floor was ‘Madame’s’ bedroom — very spacious,

~© with a patterned wallpaper of pale flowers and a portrait of
‘Monsieur” dressed in what had once been the height of fash-
ion. It opened into a smaller room in which there were two
cots, without mattresses. Then came the drawing-room, which
was always shut up and full of furniture covered with dust-
sheets. Next there was a passage leading to the study, where
books and papers filled the shelves of a book-case in three
sections built round a big writing-table of dark wood. The
two end panels were hidden under pen-and-ink drawings,
landscapes in gouache, and etchings by Audran, souvenirs of
better days and bygone luxury. On the second floor a dormer
window gave light to Félicité’s room, which looked out over
the fields. _ ' ‘

Every day Félicité got up at dawn, so as not to miss Mass;
and worked until evening without stopping. Then, once
dinner was over, the plates and dishes put away, and the door
bolted, she piled ashes on the log fire and went ro sleep in front
of the hearth, with her rosary in her hands. Nobody could: be
more stubborn when it came o haggling over. prices, and.as
for cleanliness, the shine on her saucepans was the despair of all
the other servants. Being of a thrifty nature, she ate slowly,
picking up from the table the crumbs from her loaf of bread —
a twelve-pound loaf which was baked specially for her and
lasted her twenty days. ‘

All the year round she wore a kerchief of printed calico
fastened behind with a pin, a bonnet which covered her hair,
grey stockings, a red skirt, and over her jacket a bibbed apron
such as hospital nurses wear.,

Her face was thin and her voice was sharp. At twenty-five
she was often taken for forty; once she reached fifty, she
stopped looking any age in particular, Always silent and up-
right and deliberate in her movements, she looked -like a
wooden doll driven by clock-work. ‘
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Lixx everyone else, she had had her love-story. :

Her father, 2 mason, had been killed when he fell off some
scaffolding. Then her mother died, and when her sisters went
their separate ways, a farmer took her in, sending her, small as
she was, to look after the cows out in the fields. She went
about in rags, shivering with cold, used to lie flat on the‘ ground
to drink water out of the ponds, would be beaten for no
reason at all, and was finally turned out of the house for

_stealing thirty sous, a theft of which she was innocent. She

found work at another farm, looking after the poultry, and as
she was liked by her employers the other servants were
jealous of her. . |

One August evening ~ she was eighteen at the time - they
took her off to the féte at Colleville. From the start she was
dazed and bewildered by the noise of the fiddles, the lamps in
the trees, the medley of gaily coloured dresses, the gold crosses
and lace, and the throng of people jigging up and down. She
was standing shyly on one side when a smart young fellow,
who had been leaning on the shaft of a cart, smoking his pipe,
came up and asked her to dance. He trea;cd her to cider,
coffee, girdle-cake, and a silk neckerchief, and imagining that
she knew what he was after, offered to see her home. At the
edge of a field of oats, he pushed her roughly to the ground.
Thoroughly frightened, she started screaming for help. He
‘took to his hesls,

Another night, on the road to Beaumont, she tried to get
past a big, slow-moving waggon loaded with hay, and as she
was squeezing by she recognized Théodore. .

He grected her quite calmly, saying that she must forgzvc
him for the way he had behaved to her, as ‘it was the drink

! thaedidit,
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She did not know what to say in reply and felt like running
off.

Straight away he began talking about the crops and the
notabilities of the commune, saying that his father had left
Colleville for the farm at Les Ecots, so that they were now
neighbours. ‘

‘Ah ¥ she said. :

He added that his family wanted to see him settled but that
he was in no hurry and .was waiting to find a wife to suit ‘his
fancy. She lowered her head. Then he asked her if she was
thinking of getting married. She answered with a smile that jt
was mean of him to make fun of her, '

‘But I'm not making fun of youl” be said. ‘I swear I'm not!’

He put his left arm round her waist, and she walked on sup-
ported by his embrace. Soon they slowed down, There was a
gentle breeze blowing, the stars were shining, the huge load of
hay was swaying about in front of them, and the four horses
were raising clouds of dust as they shambled along. Then,
without being told, they turned off to the right. He kissed her
once more and she disappeared into the darkness.

The following week Théodore got her to grant him several
rendezvous, .

‘They would meet at the bottom of a farm-yard, behind a
wall, under a solitary tree. She was not ignorant of life as
young ladies are, for the animals had taught her a great deal;
but her reason and an instinctive sense of honour prevented her
from giving way. The resistance she put up inflamed Théo-

dore’s passion to such an extent that in order to satisfy it (or

‘perhaps out of sheer naivety) he proposed to her. At first she
refused to believe him, but he swore that he was serious.

Soon. afterwards he had a disturbing piece of news to teil
her: the year before, his parents had paid a man-to do his
military service for him, but now he ﬂﬁght be called up again
any day, and the idea of going into the army frightened him.
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In Pélicité’s eyes this cowardice of his appeared to be a p
of his affection, and she loved him all the more for it E
night she would steal out to meet him, and every night T
dore would plague her with his worries and entreaties.

In the end he said that he was going to the Prefecture ]

" self to make inquiries, and that he would come and tell

how matters stood the following Sunday, between cleven
midnight.

At the appointed hour she hurried to meet her sweeth
but found one of his friends waiting for her instead.

He told her that she would not see Théodore again
make sure of avoiding censcription, he had married a
rich old worman, Mme Lehoussais of Toucques.

Her reaction was an outburst of frenzied grief. She d
herself on the ground, screaming and calling on God, an
moaning all alone in the open until suarise, Then she
back to -the farm and anpounced her intention of leaving
the and of the month, when she had received her wages

" wrapped her small belongings up in a kerchief and mad

way to Pont-I'Evéque.

In front of the inn there, she sought information frc
woman in a widow’s bonnet, who, as it happened, was
ing for a cook, The girl did not know much about coo
but she seemed so willing and expected so little that £
Mme Aubain ended up by saying: ‘Very well, T will taks

A quarter of an hour later Félicité was installed in her b

At frst she lived there in 2 kind of fearful awe cause
‘the style of the house’ and by the memory of Mon
brooding over everything, Paul and Virginic, the boy
seven and the girl barely four, seemed to her to be ma
some precious substance. She used to carry them about p
back, and when Mme Aubain told her not zo keep on k;
them she was cut to the quick. All the same, she
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happy now, for her pleasant surroundings had dispelled her

grief.

' On ?’%}Earsdays, a few rc_:gular visitors came in to play Boston,
dnd Félicité got the cards and the footwarmers ready before-
hand. They always arrived punctually at eight, and left before
the clock struck eleven. .

Every Monday morning the second-hand dealer who lived

down the ailey_put all his junk out on the pavement. Then the
hum of voices began to fill the town, mingled with the neigh-
ing of horses, the bleating of lambs, the grunting of pigs, and
the rattle of carts in the streets. '

About midday, when the market was in full swing, a tall
old peasant with a hooked nose and his cap on the back of his
head would appear at the door. This was Robelin, the farmer
from Geffosses.” A littde later, and Liébard, the farmer from
Toucques, would arrive ~ a short, fat, red-faced fellow in a
grey jacket and leather gaiters fitted with spurs.

Both men had hens or cheeses they wanted t sell to
Madame’, Bur Félicité was up to all’ their tricks and in-
variably outwitted them, so that they went away full of re-
spect for her. '

From time to time Mme Aubain had a visit from an uncle
of hers, the Marquis de Grémanville, who had been ruined by

. loose living and was now living at Falaise on his last remaining
scrap of property. He always turned up at lunch-time, accom-
panied by a hideous poodle which dirtied all the furniture
with its paws. However hard he tried to behave like a gentle-
man, even going so far as to raise his hat every time he men.
tioned ‘my late father’, the force of habit was usually tog
much for him, for he would start pouring himself one glass
after another and telling bawdy stories. Félicité used to push
him gently out of the house, saying politely: ‘You've had
quite enough, Monsieur de Grémanville. See you another
time !’ and shutting the door oni him,
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She used to open it with pleasure to M. Bourais, who was a
retired solicitor. His white tie and his bald head, his frifled
shirt-front and his ample brown frock-ceat, the way he had of
rounding his arm to take a pinch of snuff, and indeed every-
thing about him made an overwhelming impression on her
such as we feel when we meet some outstanding personality.

As he looked after ‘Madame’s’ property, he used to shut
himself up with her for hours in ‘Monsieur’s’ study. He lived™
in «dread of compromising his reputation, had a tremendous
respect for the Bench, and laid claim to some knowledge of
Latin.

To give the children a little painless instruction, he made
them a present of a geography book with iilustrations. These
represented scenes in different parts of the world, such as
cannibals wearing feather  head-dresses, a monkey carrying
off a young lady, Bedouins in the desert, a whale being har-
pooned, and so on. .

Paul explained these pictures to Félicité, and that indeed was-
all the education she ever had. As for the children, they were
taught by Guyot, a poor devil employed at the Town Hall,
who was famous for his beautiful handwriting, and who had a
habit of sharpening his penknife on his boots. .

When the weather was fine the whole household used to set
off early for a day at the Geffosses farm.

The farm-yard there was on a slope, with the house in the
middle; and the sca, in the distance, looked like a streak of
grey. Félicité would take some slices of cold meat out of her
basket, and they would have their lunch in a room adjoining
‘the dairy. It was all that remained of a country house which
had fallen into ruin, and the wallpaper hung in shreds, flutter-
ing in the draught. Mme Aubain used to sit with bowed head,
ahsorbed’ in. her memorics, so that the children were afraid to
talk. “Why don’t you run along and play?’ she would say,
and away they went. .
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Pal%l climbed up into the barn, caught birds, played ducks
and drakes on the pond, or banged with a stick on the great
casks, which sounded just like drumns,

Virginie fed the rabbits, or scampered off to pick corn-
flowers, showing her little embroidered knickers as she ran.

Orne autumn evening they came home through the fields,

- The moon, which was in its first quarter, kit up part of the sky,
and there was some mist floating like a scarf over the winding
Toucques. The catile, lying out in the middle of the pasture,
looked peacefully at the four people walking by. In the third
field a few got up and made a half circle in front of them.

‘Don’t be frightened I’ said Félicité, and crooning softly, she
stroked the back of the nearest animal. It turned about am; the
others did the same. But while they were crossing the next
field they suddenly heard a dreadful betlowing. It came from a

bull which had been hidden by the mist, and which now came
towards the two women.

Mme Aubain started to run. .

‘Nol No !’ said Félicité. ‘Not so fast [’ '

All the same they quickened their pace, hearing behind
-themr a sound of heavy breathing which came nearer and
nearer, The bull’s hooves thudded like hammers on the turf
and they realized that it had broken into a gallop, Turm'ng’r
round, Félicité tore up some clods of earth and flung them at
its eyes. It lowered its muzzle and thrust its horns forward
trembling with rage and bellowing horribly. ’

By now Mme Aubain had got to the end of the field with
her two children and was frantically looking for a way over
the high bank. Félicit¢ was still backing away from the bull
hurling clods of turf which blinded it, and shouting: ‘Hurry;
Hurry '

Mme Aubain got down into the ditch, pushed first Virginie
and then Paul up the other side, fell once or twice trying to
climb the bank, and finally managed it with a valiant effort,
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The bull had driven Félicité back against a gate, and its
slaver was spurting into her face. In another second it would
have gored her, but she just had time to slip between two of
the bars, and the great beast halted in amazement. )

This adventure was talked about at PontI'Evéque for 2
good many years, but Félicité never prided herself in the least
on what she had done, as it never occurred to her that she had
done anything hercic.

Vifginie claimed all her astention, for the fright had affected
the little girl's merves, and M. Poupart, the doctor, recom-
mended sea-bathing at Trouville.

In those days the resort had few visitors. Mme Aubain made
inquiries, consulted Bourais, and got everything ready as
though for a long journey.

Her luggage went off in Liébard’s cart the day before she
lefr. The next morning he brought along two horses, one of
which had a woman’s saddle with a velvet back, while the
other carried a cloak rolled up to make a kind of seat on its
c:uppcr. Mme Aubain sat on this, with Liébard in front.

. Pélicité looked after Virginic on the other horse, and Paul

mounted M. Lechaptois’s donkey, which. he had lent them on

condition they took great care of it. .
The road was so bad that it took two hours to travel the five

miles to Toucques. The horses sank into the mud up to their

pasterns and had to jerk their hind-quarters to get out; often

they stumbled in the ruts, or else they had to jump. In some
places, Liébard’s mare came to a sudden stop, and while he
waited patiently for her to move off again, he talked about
the people whose properties bordered the road, adding moral
ceflexions to each story. For instance, in the middle of Touc-
ques, as they were passing underneath some windows set in a
rmass of nasturtiums, he shrugged his shoulders and said :
“There’s a Madame- Lehoussais lives here. Now instead of

taking a young man, she ...
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Félicité did not hear the rest, for the horses had broken: into
a trot and the donkey was galloping along. All three turned
down a bridle-path, a gate swung open, a couple of boys
appeared, and everyone dismounted in front of a manure-
heap right outside the farm-house door.

Old Mother Liébard welcomed her mistress with every
appearance of pleasure. She served up a sirloin of beef for
lunch, with tripe and black pudding, a fricassee of chicken,
sparkling cider, a fruit tart and brandy-plums, garnishing the

whole meal with compliments to Madame, who secemed to be

enjoying better health, to Mademoiselle, who had turned into
a ‘proper little beauty’, and to Monsieur Paul who had
‘flled out' a lot’. Nor did she forget their deceased grand-
pareats, whom the Liébards had known perscnally, having
been in the family’s service for several generations,

Like its occupants, the farm had an air of antiquity. The
ceiling-beams were worm-eaten, the walls black with smoke,
and the window-panes grey with dust. There was an oak
dresser laden with all sorts of odds and ends - jugs, plates,
pewter bowls, wolf-traps, sheep-shears, and an enormous
syringe which amused the children. In the three yards outside
there was not a single tree without either mushrooms at its
base or mistletoe in its branches. Several had been blown
down and had twken root again at the middle; all of them
were bent under the weight of their apples. The thatched
‘roofs, which looked like brown velvet and varied in thickness,
weathered the fiercest winds, but the cart-shed was tumbling
down. Mme Aubain said that she would have it seen to, and
ordered the animals to be reharnessed,

It took them another halfhour to reach Trouville. The little
caravan dismounted to make their way along the Ecores, a
cliff jutting right out over the boats moored below; and three
minutes later they got to the end of the quay and entered the
courtyard of the Golden Lamb, the inn kept by Mére David.
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After the first few days Virginie felt stronger, as rcs;i; c;f
the change of air and the-sea—bathing.. Not having a ;p;resscé
she went into the water in her chemise and I'ler mai o
her afterwards in a customs officer’s hut which was used by

. . the bathers:

In the afternoons they took the donkey and went off. I?eyo;?,
the Roches-Noires, in the direction of Henncquenr(;e T
begin with, the path went uphiil between gentle sl;pes i © e
lawns Th a park, and then came out on a plvatcau v; er; pa e
land and ploughed fields al;ematei. On e;thzrf sxb rz ;r:1 1.;: o

= tanding out from the tangie ) 2
Zi?:;c;}:;ir:: a big gcaé tree spread its zigzag braachf_:s against

sky. . '

gh?l']:;;e aln);ost always rested in the same field, with E?ea?rvzrlfs
on their left, Le Havre on their right, and the open sea in :m "
The water glittered in the sunshine, smooth as ad‘n;lls{'or; e
so still that the murmur it made was scarcely audible; u(i oo
sparrows could be heard twittering, and Fhe f:ky co;ex:e fhe
whole scene with its huge canopy. Mme.Aubasn sa}tl_. oing =
needlework, Virginie plaited rush;s beside her, Fé 1;3{3 g;to_
ered lavender, and Paul, feeling profoundly bored, longe

~ getup and go.

Sometimes they crossed the Toucques ina %)oat and hur;t;:{cii
for shells. When the tide went out, _sca—urchl.ns, orr:;crs,_ o
jelly-fish- were left behind; and the children scafnper; haro}:;c ,
snatching at the foam-fakes carried on the wind. : s tiz
waves, breaking on the sand, spread themselves out abongn ihe.
shore. The beach stretched as far as the eye could se?e,frou "

" on the land side by the duncs which separated it hom :
Marais, a broad meadow in the shape of an arena. W en they
came back that way, Trouville, on the distant -hilllsmle, g:e:;
bigger at every step, and with its rgf&:dlcg of oddly assort

seemed to blossom out in gay disorcer, . ;
IflO(til)s;:s<=.xceg,n:ionaliy hot days they stayed in their room:. The
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sun shone in dazzling bars of light between the slats of the
blind. There was not a sound to be heard in the village, and
not a soul to be seen down in the street, Everything seemed

T mote peaceful in the prevailing silence. In the distance caulkers

were hammering away at the boats, and the smell of tar was
#wafted Jong by a sluggish breeze, '
aeprincipal amusement consisted in watching the fishing-

boats come in. As soon as they had passed the buoys, they .

started tacking, With their . canvas partly lowered and their
foresails blown out like balloons they glided through the
splashing waves as far as the middle of the harbour, where they
suddenly dropped anchor. Then each boat came alongside the
quay, and the crew threw ashore their catch of quivering fish.
A line of carts stood wiaiting, and women in cotton bonnets
rushed forward to take the baskets and kiss their men.

One day one of these women spoke to Félicité, who came
back to the inn soon after in a state of grear excitement, She
explained that she had found one of her sisters — and Nastasie
Barette, now Leroux, made her appearance, with a2 baby at
. her breast, another child holding her right hand, and on her
left a little sailor-boy, his arms akimbo and his cap over one
ear.

Mme Aubain sent her off after a quarter of an hour, From
then on they were forever hanging round the kitchen or loit-
ering about when the family went for a walk, though the
husband kept out of sight. -

Felicité became quite attached to them. She bought them a
blanket, sev ove; and it was clear tharth_éfr‘
were bent on getting all they could out of her,

“This weakness of hers annoyed "Mme Aubain, who in an
event disliked the familiar way in which the nephew spoke to
Paul. And so, as Virginie had started coughing and the good
weather was over, she decided to go back to Pont-PEvéque.

M. Bourais advised her on the choice of a school; Caen was
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considered the best, so it was there that Paul was scn!:: He said
good-bye bravely, feeling really rather pleased to be going to

" a place where he would have friends of his own.

Mme Aubain resigned herself to the loss of her son, know-

' i i irginie soon got used to it
ing that it was unavoidable. Virginie g

; ven
Félicité missed the din he used to make, but she was give

. something new to do which served as a distraction : from

Christinas onwards she had to take the litle girl to catechism

every day.”

3

ArTER genuflecting at the door, she walked up t%'1e1 centre
siste under the nave, opened the door of Mme Aubain’s pew,
t down, and started looking about her: '
SaThe choir stalls were all occupied, with the boys on the right
and the girls on the left, while the curé _stogd by the lectern.
In one of the stained-glass windows in the apse the Haly

Ghost looked down on the Virging another window showed

her kneeling before the Infant Jesus; and bei*‘lind the_tabcrnacle
there was a woad-carving of St Michael slaying the drag?n. _
The priest began with a brief outi%ne ‘of sacred hxstory%

' Listenihg to him, Félicité saw in imagu_lzftxon the' Garden 1o
Eden, the Flood, the Tower of Bahel, c;tlesl burmng, peop es

' dying, and idols being overthrown; and *f}ns dazzling ;13103

lefe her with a great respect for the Almighty and profoun

is wrath. : .

fca;'i?:n}?;e wept as she listened to the story of t}‘xe Passagr;
Why had they crucified Him, when He loved children, c?l
the multitudes, healed the blind, and had. chosen out of };um; -
ity to be born among the poor, on the litter of a stabie: T ;
sowing of the seed, the reaping of -the harvcst,. the pressing :i
" the grapes — all those familiar things of which the Gospels
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speak had their place in her life. God had sanctified them in
passing, so that she loved the Jambs more tenderly for love of
the Lamb of God, and the doves for the sake of the Holy
Ghost.

She found it difficult, however, to imagine Wwhat the Holy

Ghost looked like for not }uﬂ’{m fire as well,

and _sometimes a breath, She wondered whether that was its
Iight she had seen flitting about the edge of the marshes at
ght, whether that was its breath she ha _d,fd.t driving .the.

clouds across the sky, whether that was its voice she had.heard
in the sweet music of the bells. And she sat in sﬂent aéoration,

dchgh:mg m the coolness of the walls and thc quiet of “the
chuzch,

Of dogma she neither understoed nor even tried. to under-
stand anything. The curé discoursed, the children repeated
their lesson, and she finally dropped off to.sleep, waking up
suddenly at the sound of their sabots clattering across the flag-
* stones as'they left the church.

It was in this manner, simply by hearing it expounded, that

she learr_lt her catechism, for her religious education had been
neglected in her youth, From then on she copied all Virginie’s
observances, fasting when she did and going to confession

with her, On the feast of Corpus Christi the two of them made :

an altar of repose together.

The preparations for Virginie’s first communion caused her
great anxiety. She worried over her shoes, her rosary, her

missal, and ber gloves. And how she trembled as she helped
Mme Aubain to dress the child | ‘

All through the Mass her heart was in her mouth, One side
of the choir was hidden from her by M. Bourais, but directly
opposite her she could see the flock of maidens, looking like a
field of snow with their white crowns perched on top of their
veils; and she recognized her little darling from a distance by
her dainty neck and her rapt attitude. The bell tinkled. Every
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head bowed low, and there was a silence. Then, to the thunder-
ous. accompaniment -of the organ, choir and congregation
joined in singing the Agnus Dei. Next the boys’ procession
- began, and after that the girls got up from their seats. Slowly,
- their hands joined in prayer, they went towards the brightly
- lit altar, knelt on the first step, received the Host one by one,
and went back to their places in the same order, When it was
Virginie's turn, Félicité leant forward to see her, and in one of
those imaginative fights born of real affection, it scemed to.her '
~ that she herself was in the child's place. Virginie's face became
‘her own, Virginie’s dress clothed her, Virginie's heart was
beating in her breast; and as she closed her eyes and opened
' hcr mouth, she almost fainted away,
. Early next morning she went to the sacristy and asked M.
Je Curé to give her communion. She received the sacrament
‘with all due reverence, but did not feel the same rapture as
.she had the day before. '
" Mme Aubain wanted her daughter to possess every accom-
lishment, and since Guyot could not teach her English or
:"'music she decided to send her as a boarder to the Ursuline
Convent at Honfleur.
Virginie raised no objection, but Félicité went about sigh-
_ing at Madame’s lack of feeling, Then she thought that per-
haps he; mistress was right: such matters, after all, lay outside

- Finally the day arrived when an old waggonette stopped at
their door, and a nun got down from it who had come to
stch Mademoiselle. Félicité hoisted the luggage up on top,
gave the driver some parting instructions, and put six pots of
am, a dozen pears, and a bunch of violets in the boot.

" At the last moment Virginie burst into a fit of sobbing. She
threw her arms round her mother, who kissed her on the fore-
héad, saying: “Come now, be brave, be brave.,” The step was
pulled up and the carriage drove away.
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Then Mme Aubain broke down, and that evening all her
friends, M. and Mme Lormeau, Mme Lechaptois, the Roche-
feuille sisters, M. de Houppeville, and Bourais, came in to
console her. ) )

To begin with she missed her daughter badly. But she had a
letter from her three times a week, wrate back on the other
days, walked round her garden, did a little reading, and thus
contrived to fill the empty houts,

As for Félicité, she went into Virginie’s room every morn-
ing from sheer force of habit and looked round it. It upset her
not having to brush the child’s hair any more, tie her boot-
laces, or tuck her up in bed; and she missed secing her sweet

face all the time and holding her hand when they went out.

together. For want of something to do, she tried making lace,
~ but her fingers were too clumsy and broke the threads. She
could not settle to anything, lost her sleep, and, to usc her own
words, was “eaten up inside’.
To ‘occupy her mind’, she asked if her nephew Victor
might come and see hier, and permission was granted. .
He used to arcive after Mass on Sunday, his cheeks flushed,

his chest bare, and smelling of the countryside through which-

he had come. She laid a place for him straight away, opposite

hers, and they had lunch together. Eating as little as' possible

herself, in order to save the expense, she stuffed him so full of
" food that he fell asleep-after the meal. When the first bell for

vespers rang, she woke him up, brushed his trousers, tied his

tie, and set off for church, leaning on his arm with all a
_ mother’s pride.

His parents always told him to get something out of her — a
packet of brown sugar pcrhaps some soap, or a little brandy,
sometimes even money. He brought her his clothes to be
mended, and she did the work gladly, thankful for anything
that would foree him to come again,

In August his father took him on a coasting trip. The child-

P
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‘ren’s holidays were just beginning, and it cheered her up to
* bave them home again. But Paul was turning capricious and

Virginie was getting too old to be addressed familiatly - a
state of affairs which put a barrier of constraint between them.
Victor went to Morlaix, Dunkirk, and Brighton in turn,
and brought her a present after each trip. The first time it was
a box covered with shells, the second a. coffee cup, the third
a big gingerbread man, He was growing quite handsome, with
his trign figure, his little moustache, his frank open eyes, and
the little leather cap that he wore on the back of his head like a -

L p;lot He kept her amused by tellmg her stories full of nautical

jargon.
One Monday - it was the fourteenth of July 1819, a date
she never forgot — Victor told her that he had signed on for

. an ocean voyage, and that on the Wednesday night he would
" be taking the Honfleur packet to join his schooner, which was

due to sail shortly from Le Havre. He might be away, he said,

- for two years.
7. The prospéct of such 2 long absence made Félicieé exﬁremely

unhappy, and she felt she must bid him godspeed once more,
So on the Wednesday evening, when Madame’s dinner was
over, she put on her clogs and swiftly covered the ten miles
between Pont-'Evéque and Honfleur.

When she arrived at the Calvary she turned right instead of

“left, got lost in the shipyards, and had to retrace her stéps,

Some people she spoke to advised ber to hurry. She went right
round the harbour, which was full of boats, constantly tripping
over moorings. Then the ground fell away, rays of light criss-

‘crossed in front of her, and for a moment she thought she was

going mad, for she could sec horses up in the sky.
- On the quayside more horses were neighing, fnghtened by

the sea. A derrick was hoistmg them into the air and dropping
‘them into one-of the boats, which was already crowded with
passengers elbowing their way between -barrels of cider,
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baskets of cheese, and sacks of grain. Hens were cackling and
the captain swearing, while a cabin-boy stood leaning on the
cats-head, completely indifferent to it all. Félicité, whe had not
recognized him, shouted: “Vietor!” and he raised his head. She

rushed forward, but at that very moment the gan
pulled ashore: ey v

The packet moved out of the harbour with women singing

as they hauled it-along, its ribs creaking and heaty waves

lashing its bows, Th_c sail swung round, hiding everyone on
board from view, and against the silvery, moonlit sea the hoat

appeared as a dark shape that grew ever fainter, until at last it.

vanished in the distance,

As Félicité was passing the Calvary, she felt a longing to
cqmmcnd to God’s mercy all that she held most dear; and she
stood there praying for a long time, her face bathed in tears
her eyes fixed upon the clouds. The town was aslecp excr:p;
for the customs officers walking up and down. Wa::er was

pouring ceaselessly through the holes in the sluice-gate, mak-

ing as much noise as a torrent. The clocks struck two.

The convent parlour would not be open before daybreak
and Madame would be annoyed if she were late; so, aEthougI;
she would have liked to give a kiss to the other child, she set
oft for home. The maids at the inn were just waking up as she
got to Pont-I'Evéque.

) So the poor lad was going to be tossed by the waves for
months on end! His previous voyages had caused her no
alarm. People came back from England and Brittany; but
America,- the Colonies, the Islands, were all so far away
somewhere at the other end of the world. ,

From then on Félicité thought of nothing but her nephew.
On sunny days she hoped he was not too thirsty, and when
tl}erc was a storm she was afraid he would be struck by light-
ning. Listening to the wind howling in the chimney or blow-
ing slates off the roof, she saw him being buffeted by the very
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same storm, perched on the top of a broken mast, with his
whole body bent backwards under a sheet of foam; or again
~ and these were reminiscences of the illustrated geography-

‘book — he was being caten by savages, captured by monkeys

in a forest, or dying on a desert shore. But she never spoke of

“her worries.
' Mme Aubain had worries of her own about her daughter.

The good nuns said that she was an affectionate child, but very
delicate. “The slightest emotion upset her, and she had to give
up playing the piano. '

Her mother insisted on regular letters from the convent.

g One morning when the postman had not called, she lost

patience and walked up and down the room, between her
chair and the window, It was really extraordinary! Four days
without any news ! 3 .

Thinking her own example would comfort her, Félicité
said: )

‘I've been six months, Madame, without news.”

“News of whom !’ :

" The servant answered gently:

“Why - of my nephew.’ .

‘Oh, your nephew!’ And Mme Aubain started pacing up
and down again, with a shrug of her shoulders that seemed to
say: ‘I wasn't thinking of him - and indeed, why should I?
Who cares about a young, good-for-nothing cabin-boy?

" Whereas my daughter — why, just think I’

Although she had been brought up the hard way, Félicité
was indignant with Madame, but she soon forgot. It struck
" her as perfectly natural to lose one’s head where the little girl
was concerned. For her, the two children were of equal im-
portance; they were linked together in her heart by a single

. bond, and their destinies should be the same.

The chemist told her that’ Victor’s ship had arrived at
Havana: he had seen this piece of information in a newspaper.
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Because of its association with cigars, she imagined Havana
" as'a place where nobody did anything but smoke, and pictured

Victor walking about among crowds of Negroes in a cloud of | -

ﬁ was no need for that.
need’ to come back by land? And how far was it from Pont- |

tobacco-smoke. Was it possible, she wondered, ‘in case of

IEvéque? To find out she asked M. Bourais,

tiot: of latitudes and longitudes, smiling like the pedant he was
at Félicit€’s bewilderment. Finally he pointed with his pencil
at a minute black dot inside a ragged oval patch, saying :

“There it is.’

She bent over the map, but the network of coloured lines

meant nothing to her and only tired her eyes. Se when Bour-
ais askéd her to tell him what: was puzzling her, she begged
him to show her the house where Victor was living, He threw
up his hands, sneezed, and roared with laughter; delighted to
come across such simplicity. And Félicité - whose intelligence
was so limited that she probably expected to see an actual por-
ing.
- It was a fortnight later that Li¢bard came into the kitchen at
market-time, as he usually did, and handed her a letter from
her brother-in-law. As neither of them could read, she turned
to her mistress for help. :

Mme Aubain, who was countdng the stitches in her knitting,
put it down and unsealed the letter. She gave .a start, and,
looking hard at Félicité, said guietly -

“They have some bad news for you ... Your nephew ...’

He was dead. That was all the letter had to $4y,

Félicité dropped on to a chair, leaning her head against the
wall and closing her eyelids, which suddenly turned pink.
Then, with her head bowed, her hands dangling, and her eyes
set, she kept repeating :

“Poor little lad | Poor little lad1’
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 Liébard looked at her and sighed. Mme Aubain was tremb-

: 'ling slightly. She suggested that she should go and see her sister

at Trouville, but Félicité shook her head to indicate that there

There was .a silence. Old Liébard thought it advisable

| wg.
He reached for his atlas,-and launched forth into an explana-

. Then Félicité said 1 ) . |

" It doesn't matter a bit, not to them it dOCSI-‘i v D
Her head fell forward again, and from tlm:: to tim; s e o

Aéonsciously picked up the knitting needles lying on the

ble. - o
mszme women went past carrying a tray full of dripping

- Hnen,

Catching sight of them through the window, she remem-

" hered her own washing; she had passed the lye through it the

“day before and today it needed rinsing. So she ;eft the :ccgr}r;.:
Her board and tub were on the bank of tl’le doucqu;lc.d he
threw a pile of chemises down by the water s edge, };—; ; Shz
her sleeves, and picked up her battledorc.. The h}sty o;\;m
gave with it could be heard in all th.c ne.:lghFJourmg 'gag‘ ” £hé
" The fields were empty, the river rippling in t%l;: wa; ,h {he
bottom long weeds were ‘waving to and fro, li e'tfc 3 o
corpses floating in the water. Sze ht?ld ;ackmlzrn E’Zi: ,g 2;13 i
: i ning; but in her W
::rzt‘{ if;z:iﬁ tlifnegvi)n }%er mattress with her face buried
. in the pillow and her fists presscd aga'jnst her tcmple;. Vi
Long afterwards she learnt \__tlfc circumstances 2 Victors
death from the captain of his sh1.p. He hadr gone hox; e
yellow fever, and they had bled him too muc‘h at ¢ 'c hz) E:” : .
Four doctors had held him at once. He had died stratg away,
and the chief doctor had sa}ild :1
) ! re goes another I’
;:’O;;SZ hid always treated him cruelly. She prefiigzi
‘pot to see them again, and they made no advances, ¢ .
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because they had forgotten about her or out of the callousness
of the poor.

Meanwhile -Virginie was growing weaker., Difficulty in
breathing, fits of coughing, protracted bouts of fever, and
mottled patches on the cheekbones all indicated some deep-
seated complaint. M. Poupart had advised a stay'in Provence,

Mme Aubain decided to follow this suggestion, and, if it had

not been for the weather at PontlEvéque, she would have
brought her daughter home at once.

She arranged with a jobmaster to drive her out o the
convent every Tuesday. There was a terrace in the garden,

overlooking the Seine, and there Virginie, leaning on her g -door-knocker hard . ‘

mother’s arm, walked up and down over the fallen vine-
le.aves. Sometimes, while she was looking at the sails in the
- distance, or at the long stretch of horizon from the Chéteau
de Tancarville to the lighthouses of Le Havre, the sun would
break through the clouds and make her blink. Afterwards
they would rest in the arbour, Her mother had secured a

liizlej casif qf excellent Malaga, and, laughing ac the idea of
getting tipsy, Virginie used to drink a thimbleful, but no

mmore, '

Her strength revived. Autumn slipped by, and Félicité
assur'ed Mme Aubain that there was nothing to fear. But one
evening, coming back from soine errand in the neighbour-
hood, she found M. Pouparts gig standing at the door, He
was i.n the hall, and Mme Aubain was tying on her bonnet,

‘Gt:vc.:. me my foot-warmer, purse, gloves. Quickly now!”

Virginic had pneumonia and was perhaps past recovery.

‘I\'Ioz yetl” said the doctor; and the two of them got into the
carriage with snow-flakes swirling around them. Night was
falling and it was very cold.

Félicité rushed into the church to light a candle, and then
ran after the gig. She caught up with it an hour later, jumped

ﬁgbtly up behind, and hung on to the fringe. But then a

e
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thought struck her: the courtyard had not been locked up,

and burglars might get in. So she jumped down again.
At dawn the next day she went to the doctor’s. He had come
home and gone out again on his rounds. Then she waited at

" the inn, thinking that somebody who was 2 stranger to the
" district might call there with a letter. Finally, when it was

twilight, she got into the coach for Lisieux.

The convent was at the bottom of a steep lane. When she
was half-way down the hill, she heard a strange sound which
she recognized-as a death-bell tolling. .

It's for somebody else’, she thought, as she banged the

- After a few minutes she heard the sound of shuffling feet,
the door opened a little way, and a nun’ appeared.

The good sister said with” an air of compunction that ‘she
had just passed away’. At that moment the bell of Saint-

~ Léonard was tolled more vigorously than ever.

Félicité went up to the second floor. From the doorway of
the room she could see Virginie lying on her back, her hands
dlasped together, her mouth open, her head tilted back under
a black crucifix that leant over her, her face whiter than the

i curtains that hung totionless on either side. Mme Aubain was

dinging to the foot of the bed and sobbing desperately. The

" Maother Superior stood on the right. Three candlesticks on the

chest of drawers added touches of red to the scene, and fog was
whitening the windows. Some nuns’ ied Mme Aubain away.
For two npights Félicité pever left the dead girl. She said the

- same prayers over and over again, sprinkled holy water on the
. sheets, then sat down again to watch. At the end of her first

vigil, she noticed that the child’s face had gone yellow, the
lips were turhing blue, the nose looked sharper, and the eyes
were sunken. She kissed them several times, and would not
have been particularly surprised if Virginie had opened them
again; “to minds like hers the sugematural is a simple matter.
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part with it,
of Mme Aubain, who followed the hearse in a closed carriage,

an hour to. reach the cemetery. Paul walked in front, sobbing.
Then came M. Bourais, and after him the principal inhabi-
tants of the town, the women all wearing long black veils,
and Félicité. She was thinking about her nephew; and since
she had been unable to pay him these last honours, she felt an
added grief, just as if they were burying him with Virginie,
Mme Aubain’s despair passed “all bounds. First of all she
rebelled against God, considering it unfair of Him to have
taken her daughter from her - for she had never done any
harm, and her conscience was quite clear, But was it? She
ought to have taken Virginie to the south; other doctors
would have saved her life. She blamed herself, wished she
could have joined her daughter, and cried out in anguish in
her dreams. One dream in particular obsessed her. Her hus-

and told her amid tears that he had been ordered to take
Virginie away - whereupon they put their heads together o
discover somewhere to hide her.

One day she came in from the garden utterly distraught. A
few minutes earlier — and she pointed to the spot - father and
daughter had appeared to her, doing nothing, but simply
looking at her,

For several months she stayed in her room in a kind of
stupor, Félicité scolded her gently, telling her that she must
take care of herself for her son’s sake, and also in remembrance
of ‘her’.
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She laid her out, wrapped her in a shroud; put her in her
coffin, placed a wreath on her, and spread out her hair. It was
 fair and amazingly long for her age. Félicité cut off a big lock,
half of which she slipped into her bosom, resolving never to

The body was brought back to Pont-I"Evéque at the request

" After the Requiem Mass, it took . another three-quarters of

den enclosed by chai
f:rrpet of flowers. She watered their leaves and changed the

band, dressed like a sailor, came back from a long voyage,

_ PEvéque news of the July Revo

who were almost growi-up. They were to be sceg on Nte "
| dressed in loose-fitting smocks; and they ha a %rm
'~ servant and a parrot. They paid a call on Mrflc .A’ubam, tﬁ;m
* made a point of returning it. As scon as Félicité: saw
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l in, as i ing from a
‘Her? repeated Mme Aubain, as if she were waking

sleep. ‘Oh, yes, of course! You don't forget her, do youl’ Tl’:lls _
was an allusion to the cernetery, where she herself was strictly

forbidden to go.

Félicité went there every day. She would set out on th;
stroke of four, going past the houses, up the hill, and throug

RN e
the gate, until she came to Virginie's grave. There was a little

i i i d a tiny
Lk ble with a tablet at its base, an
o by ns. The beds were hidden under a

sand, going down on her knees to forl.& the ground thorgulglhiz.

The result was that when Mme Auba.m was able o _come ere,

she experienced a feeling of relief, a kind of .consolatic;n. .
Then the years slipped by, each one like the lasg

- fiothing to vary the rhythm of the great festivals: Easter, the
- Assumption, All Saints’ Day. Domestic cvenlfs marked dat?s “
-that later served as points of reference. Thus in 1825 a couple

iers whitewashed the hall; in 1827 a piece of thf: roof
?tfllg;:;er:he courtyard and nearly killed -a man; and ug th;
summer of 1828 it was Madame’s turn to provide the ‘1:&3
for. consecration, About this time Bourais went away t;n 2
mysterious fashion; -and one by one ﬁxe olfi acq:a;r; e
disappeared : Guyot, Liébard, Mme Lechaptois, Rolcj. ’dme
.Uncle Grémanville, who had been par.alyseé for 2 O}?g ; t.
One night the driver of the mail-coach brought Pont
; lution. A few days later a new
sub-prefect was appointed. This was the Baron de Larsonniére,

besides his. wife, his sister-in-law and three young ladies

e heir

- lawn,

coming, she would run aad tell her mistress, But only one
H
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who had been a consul in America, and who brought with



THREE TALES

thing could really a'_waken her interest, and that was her son’s

letters,

Hﬁt se?med to be incapable of following any career and spent
all his time in taverns, She paid his debts, but he contracted
fiew ones, and the sighs Mme Aubain heaved as she knitted
by the window reached Félicité at her spinning-wheel in the

kitchen.

'-The two women used to walk up and down together be-
side the espalier, forever talking of Virginie and debating
whether such and such a thing would have appealed to her, |

or what she would have said on such and such an occasion

All her little belongings were in a cupboard in the children’s
bcd;.:oom.' Mme Aubain went through them as seldom as
possible. One summer day she resigned herself to doing so

and the moths were sent fluttering out of the cupboard.

- Virginie’s frocks hung in a row underneath a. shelf contait-
ing three dolls, 2 few hoops, a set of toy furniture, and the
petticoats, her stockings and her ha.ndkercl:iheeg t(;?:i Dsu tr:::c;
then.l out of the two beds before folding them u’p agaiinh

sunhgh.t streamed in on these pathetic objects, brin 'n- ou:
the stains and showing up the creases made by thgeI ciild’s

wash-basin she had used, Besides the frocks

movements. The air was warm, the sky was blue, a blackbird
was singing, and everything seerned to be utterly a’t peace
_They found 2 little chestnut-coloured hat, made of . lush
with a% long nap; but the moths had ruined it. Félicité aslgzdsif
she' might have it. The two women looked at each othe d
their eyes filled with tears. Then the mistress opened her am
the maid threw herself into them, and they clasped each 3(-)’;:1:;

in a warm embr fofrt . > 3
them equal ace, satisfying their grief in a kiss which made

. )
Mme Aubam_was not of a demonstrative nature, Félicitt was
as grateful as if she had received a great favour, and henceforth
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loved her mistress with doglike devotion and religious

veneration.

Her heart grew softer as time went by.
When she heard the drums of a regiment coming down the

street she stood at the door with a jug of cider and offered the

soldiers a drink. She looked after the people who went down

- with cholera. She watched over the Polish refugees, and one

of them actually expressed a desire to marry her, But they
fell out, for when she came back from the Angelus one morn-
ing, she found that he had got into her kitchen and was caimly

/ eating an oil-and-vinegar salad.

After the Poles it was Pére Colmiche, an old man who was
said to have committed fearful atrocities in 'g3. He lived by
the river in a ruined pig-sty. The boys of the town used to

 peer at him through the ¢racks in the walls, and threw pebbles
_ at him which landed on the liter where he lay, constantly

shaken by fits of coughing. His hair was extremely long, his
eyelids inflamed, and on one arm there was a swelling bigger
than his head. Félicité brought him some linen, tried to clean
out his filthy hovel, and even wondered if she could install

him in the wash-house without annoying Madame, When

the tumour had burst, she changed his dressings every day,
brought him some cake now and then, and put him out in the
sun on a truss of hay. The poor-old fellow would thank her.in
“a faint whisper, slavering and trembling all the while, fearful
of losing her and stretching his hands out as soon as he saw her
moving away.
He died, and she had a Mass said for the repose of his
soul. '
That same day a great piece of good fortune came her way.

) : o 3 Just as she was serving dinner, Mme de Larsonniére’s Negro
It was the first time that such 2 thing had happened, for ’

appeared carrying the parrot in its cage, complete with perch,
chain, and padlock. The Baroness had written 2 note informing

1 Mme Aubain- that her husband had been promoted to a
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- Bourais’s face obviously struck him as terribly funay, for as
soon as he saw it he was seized with uncontrollable laughter.
'His shrieks rang round the courtyard, the echo re:peatcd them,
“and the neighbours came to their windows and started
“laughing too. To avoid being seen by the bird, M. Bourais
used to creep along by the wall, hiding his face behind his hat,
‘until he got to the river, and then come into the house from
the garden. The looks he gave the parrot were far from tender.
- Loulourhad once been cuffed by the butcher’s boy for pok-
“ing his bead into his basket; and since then he was always

Prefecture and they were leaving that evening; she begged her
to accept the parrot as a keepsake and a token of her regard

Tf.us bird had engrossed Félicité’s thoughts for a long tin.le,
for it came from America, and that word reminded her of
Victor. So. she had asked the Negro all about it, and once she
bad even gone so far as to say: ’

‘How pleased Madame would be if it were hers!’

The Negro had repeated this remark to his mistress, whao,

unable to tak i i it i
e ‘:3 Y? ¢ the parrot with her, was glad to get rid of it in

. trying to give him a nip through his shirt, Fabu threatened to '

~wring his neck, although he was not a cruel fellow, in spite of
his tattooed arms and bushy whiskers. On the contrary, he

4

rather liked the parrot, so much so indeed that in a spirit of |

His name was Lotlou. His body was green, the tips of his

wings were pink, his poll blue, and his breast golden.

Unfortunately he had a tiresome mania for biting his perch,
and also used to pull his feathers out, scatter his droppings
everywhere, and upset his bath water. He annoyed Mme

Aub’a%n., and so she gave him to Félicité for good,
Félicieé started training him, and soon he could says

‘Nice boy! Your servant, sir! Hail, Mary!’ He was put near
the door, and several people who spoke to him said how
strange it was that he did not answer to the name of Jacquot,
as all parrots wete called Jacquot. They likened him to 2
tur‘key or a block of wood, and every sneer cut Félicité to the
quick. How odd, she thought, that Loulou should be so stub-

born, refusing to talk whenever anyone looked at him!

- For all that, he liked having people around him, because on
Sundays, while the Rochefeuille sisters, M. Houppeville and
some new friends ~ the apothecary Onfroy, M. Varin, and
Captain Mathieu — were having their game of cards, he 1;'ou£d
beat on the window-panes with his wings and make such a
din that it was impossible to hear oneself speak.,

4

_jovial camaraderic he tried to teach him a few swear-words.’
Félicité, alarmed at this development, put the bird in the
Litchen. His little chain was removed and he was allowed to
- wander all over the house.

Coming downstairs, he used to rest the curved part of his

beak on cach step and then raise first his right foot, then his
left; and Félicité was afraid that this sort of gymnastic per-
~ formance would make him giddy. He fell ill and could neither
talk nor eat for there was a swelling under his tongue such as
hens sometimes have. She cured him by pulling this pellicule
out with her finger-nails. One day M. Paul was silly enough
to blow the smoke of his cigar at him; another time Mme
Toormeau started teasing him with the end of her parasol, and -

he caught hold of the ferrule with his beak. Finally he got lost.
" Félicité had put him down on the grass in the fresh air, and

. left him there for a minute. When she came back, the parrot

had gone. First of all she looked for him in the bushes, by the
river and on the rooftops, paying no attention to her mistress’s
shouts of: ‘Be careful, now! You must be mad!” Next she
went over all the gardens in Pontl'Evéque, stopping passers-
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by and asking them: ‘You don’t happen to have seen my
parrot by any chance?” Those who did not know him already

could make out something green flying about behind the mills
at the foot of the hill, But up on the hill there was nothing to
be seen. A pedlar told her that he had come upon the parrot 2
short time before in Mére Simon’s shop at Saint-Melaine. She

ran all the way there, but no one knew what she was talking -
about. Finally she came back home, worn out, her shoes falling
t6 pieces, and death in her heart, She was sitting beside Mad-
ame on the garden-seat and telling her what she had been
doing, when she felt something light drop on her shoulder,
It was Louloul What he bad been up to, no one could dis- :
cover: perhaps he had just gone for a little walk round the

town,
- Félicité was slow to recover ﬁ'om this fright, and indeed
never really got over it.

As the result of a chill she had an attack of quinsy, and soon
after that her ears were affected. Three years later she was deaf,
and she spoke at the top of her voice, even in church. Although
her sins could have been prockdimed over the length and
breadth of the diecese without dishonour to her or offence to
others, M, le Curé thought it advisable to hear her confession
in the sacristy,

Imaginary buzzings in the head added to her troubles. Often

her mistress would say: ‘Heavens, how stupid you are!” and
she would reply: ‘Yes, Madame’, at the same time looking all
around her for something.

The little circle of her ideas grew narrower a.nd narrower,
and the pealing of bells and the lowing of cattle went out of
her life. Every living thing moved about in a ghostly silence.
Only one sound reached her ears now, and that was the voice
of the parrot.

As if to amuse her, he would reproduce the click-clack of the
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. turn-spit, the shrill call of a man selling fish, and the noise of

the saw at the joiner’s across the way; and when the bell rang

were given a description of the bird. Suddenly she thought she I ~ he would imitate Mme Aubain’s Félicité! The door, the

door ¥’
They held conversations with each other, he repeating ad
nauseam the three phrases in his repertory, she replying with

- words which were just as disconsected but which came from
f the heart. In her isolation, Loulou was almest a son or a lover
to her. He used to climb up her fingers, peck at her lips, and

hang on to her shawl; and as she bent over him, wagging her

. head from side ‘to side as nurses doj, the great wings of her
. bonnet and the wings of the bird quivered in unison.

When clouds banked up in the sky and there was a rumbling

- of thunder, he would utter piercing cries, no doubt remem-
. bering the sudden downpours in his native forests. The sound

of the rain falling roused him to frenzy., He would flap ex-
citedly around, shoot up to the ceiling, knocking everything

over, and fly out of the window to splash about in the garden.

But he would soon come back to perch on-one of the fire-
dogs, hopping about to dry his feathers and showing tail and
beak in turn,

One morning in the terrible winter of 1837, when she had
put him in front of the fire because of the cold she found him

" dead in the middle of his cage, hanging head down with his
- claws caught in the bars, He had probably died of a stroke,
" but she thought he had been poisoned with parsley, and despite
- the absence of any proof, her suspicions fell on Fabu.

She wept so much that her mistress said to her: “Why don’t
you have him stuffed?’

Félicité asked the chemist’s advice, remembering that he had
always been kind to the parrot. He wrote to Le Havre, and a
man called Fellacher agreed to do the job:. As parcels some-
times went astray on the mail-coach, she decided to take the
parrot as far as Honfleur herself,
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On cither side of the road stretched an endless succession of
apple-trees, all stripped of their leaves, and there was ice in the .
ditches, Dogs were barking around the farms; and Félicité, -
with her hands tucked under her mantlet, her little black sabots -
and her basket, walked briskly along the middle of the road.

She crossed the forest, passed Le Haut-Chéne, and got as far
as Saint-Gatien.

Behind her, in a cloud of dust, and gathering speed as the |
horses galloped downhill, a mail-coach swept along like a |
whirlwind. When be saw this woman making no attempt to | -
get out of the way, the driver poked his head out above the |
hood, and he and the postilion shouted at her. His four horses i
could not be held in and galloped faster, the two leaders touch- |
ing her as they went by. With a jerk of the reins the driver
threw them to one side, and then, in 2 fury, he raised his long
.whip and gave her such a lash, from head to waist, that she fell
flat on her back.

The first thing she did on regaining consciousness was to
open her basket, Fortunately nothing had happened to Loulou.
She felt her right cheek burning, and when she touched it her -
hand turned red; it was bleeding.

She sat down on a heap of stones and dabbed her face with
her handkerchief. Then she ate a crust of bread which she had
taken the precaution of putting in her basket, and tried to
forget her wound by Jooking at the bird.

As she reached the top of the hill at Ecquemauville, she saw
the lights of Honfleur twinkling in the darkness like a host of
stars, and the shadowy expanse of the sea beyond, Then a
sudden feeling of faintness made her stop; and the misery of
her childhood, the disappointment of her first love, the de-
parture of her nephew, and the death of Virginie all came back
to her at once like the waves of a rising nde and, welling up

- in her throat, choked her.
When she got to the boat she insisted on speaking to the
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captain, and without telling him what was in her parcel, asked
him to take good care of it.
Fellacher kept the parrot 2 long time. Every week he prom-

ised it for the next; after six months he announced that a box

had been sent off, and nothing more was heard of it. It locked
as though Loulou would never come back, and Félicité told
berself: “They've stolen him for sure!’ 7

At last he arrived — looking quite magnificent, perched on a
branch screwed into a mahogany base, one foot in the air, his
head cocked to one side, and biting a nut which the taxi-

.. dermist, out of a love of the grandiose, had gilded.

Félicité shut him up in ber room,

This place, to which few peoplc were ever admitted, con-
tained such a quantity of refigious brici-brac and miscellan-
eous oddments that it looked like a cross between a chapel and
a bazaar. _

A big wardrobe prevented the door from opening properly.
Opposite the window that overlooked the garden was a little
round one looking on to the courtyard. There was a table
beside the bed, with a waterjug, a couple of combs, and a

“block of blue soap in a chipped plate. On the walls there were

rosaries, medals, several pictures of the Virgin, and a holy-

. water stoup made out of a coconut. On the chest of drawers,

which was draped with a cloth just like an’ altar, was the shell
box Victor had given her, and also a watering-can and 2 ball,
some copy-books, the illustrated geography book, and a pair

“of ankle-boots. And on the nail supporting the looking-glass,

fastened by its ribbons, hung the little plush hat.

Félicité carried*this form of veneration to such lengths that
she even kept one of Monsieur’s frock-coats. All the old rub-
bish Mme Aubain had no more use for, she carried off to
her room. That was how there came to be artificial fowers
along the edge of the chest of drawers, and a portrait of the -
Comte d’Artols in the window-recess.
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With the aid of a wall-bracket, Loulou was installed on a
chimney-breast that jutted out into the room. Every morning
when she awoke, she saw him in the light of the dawn, and
then she remembered the old days, and the smallest details of
insignificant actions, net in sorrow but in absolute tranquillity.
- Having no intercourse with anyone, she lived in the torpid
state of a sleep-walker. The Corpus Christi processions roused
her from this condition, for she would go round the neigh-
bours collecting candlesticks and mats to decorate the altar of
repose which they used to set up in the street.

In church she was forever gazing at the Holy Ghost, and one
day she noticed that it had something of the parrot about it
This resemblance struck her as even more obvious in a colour-
print depicting the baptism of Our Lord. With its red wings
and its emerald-green body, it was the very image of Loulou.

She bought the print and hung it in the place of the Comte
d’Artois, so that she could include them both in a single
glance. They were linked together in her mind, the parrot
being sanctified by this connexion with the Holy Ghost, which

dtself acquired new life and meaning in her eyes. God the
Father could not have chosen a dove as a means of expressing
Himself, since doves cannot talk, but rather one of Loulou’s
ancestors. And although Félicité used to say her prayers with
her eyes on the picture, from time to time she would turn
slightly towards the bird, '

She wanted to join the Children of Mary, but Mme Aubain
dissuaded her from doing so.

An important event now loomed up ~ Paul’s wedding,

After starting as a lawyer’s clerk, he had been in business, in
the Customs, and in Inland Revenue, and had even begun ::ry-
ing to get into the Department of Woods and Forests, when,
at the age of thirtysix, by some heaven-sent inspiration, he
suddenly discovered his real vocation — in the Wills and Pro-
bate Department. There he proved so capable that one of the
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auditors had offered him his daughter in marriage and prom-
ised to use his influence on his behalf.

Paul, grown serious-minded, brought her to see his mother.
She criticized the way things were done at Pont-I'Evéque, put
on airs, and hurt Félicité’s feelings. Mme Aubain was relieved
to see her go. '
© The following week came news of M. Bourais’s death in an
inn in Lower Britfany. Rumours that he had committed sui-
cide were confirmed, and doubts arose as to his honesty. Mme
Aubain went over her accounts and was soon conversant with
the full catalogue of his misdeeds — émbezzlement of interest,
secret sales of timber, fofged receipts, etc: Besides all this, he
was the father of an.illegitimate child, and had had ‘relations
with a person at Dozulé’.

“These infamies upset Mme Aubain greatly, In March 1853
she was afflicted with a pain in the chest; her tongue seemed to
be covered with a film; leeches failed to make her breathing -

- any easier; and on the ninth evening of her illness she died.
“She had just reached the age of seventy-two. *

She was thought to be younger because of her brown hair,
worn in bandeaux round her pale, pock-marked face. There -

. were few friends to mourn her, for she had a haughty manner

which put people off. Yet Félicité wept for her as servants

b . rarely weep for their miasters. That Madame should die before

her upset her ideas, seemed to be contrary to the order of things,
monstrous and unthinkable. '

Ten days later — the time it took to travel hot-foot from
Besangon — the heirs arrived. The daughter-inlaw ransacked
every drawer, picked out some pieces of furniture and sold the

_rest; and then back they went to the Wills and- Probate De-

pastment.
Madame’s arm-chair, her pedestal table, her foot-warmer,
and the eight chairs had all gone. Yellow squares in the centre

of the wall-panels showed where the pictures had hung. They
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had carried off the two cots with their mattresses, and no trace
remained in the cupboard of all Virginie's things. Félicité

climbed the stairs to her room, numbed with sadness.

The next day there was a notice on the door, and the apothe-
cary shouted in her ear that the house was up for sale.

She swayed on her feet, and was obliged to sit down.

What distressed her most of all was the idea of leaving her
room, which was so suitable for poor Loulou. Fixing an an-
guished look on him as she appealed to the Holy Ghost, she
contracted the idolatrous habit of kneeling in front of the

parrot to say her prayers. Sometimes the sun, as it came -

through the little window, caught his glass eye, so that it shot
out a great luminous ray which sent her into ecstasies.

She had a pension of three hundred and eighty francs a year
which her mistress had left her. The garden kept her in vege-
tables. As for clothes, she had enough to last her till the end of
her days, and she saved on lighting by going to bed as soon as
darkness fell,

She went out as little as possible, to avoid the second-hand-
dealer’s shop, where some of the old furniture was on display.
Ever since her fit of giddiness, she had been dragging one leg;
and as her strength was failing, Mére Simon, whose grocery
business had come to grief, came in every morning to chop
wood and pump water for her. :

Her eyes grew weaker. The shutters were not opened any
more, Years went by, and nobody rented the house and no-

.body bought it. :

For fear of being evicted, Félicité never asked for any fepairs )

to be done, The laths in the roof rotted, and all through one
winter her bolster was wet. After Easter she began spitting
bleod, ,

When this happened Mére Simon called in a doctor. Félicité
wanted to know what was the matter with her, but she was so
deaf that only one word reached her: ‘Pneumonia.’ It was a
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word she knew, and she answered gently: “Ahl like M:%éame,’,
thinking it natural that she should follow in her mistress’s

- footsteps.

The titne to set up the altars of repose was drawing near,
. The first altar was always at the foot of the hill, the second
in front of the post office, the third about half-way up the
street. There was some argument as to the siting of this one,

" and finally the women of the parish picked on Mme Aubain’s

courtyards o
The fever and the tightness of the chest grew worse. Félicité
fretted over not doing anything for the-altar. If only she could

“have put something on it! Then she thought of the parrot.

The neighbours protested that it would not be scemly, but the
curé gave his permission, and this made her so happy that she
begged him to accept Loulou, the only thing of value she

. possessed, when she died,

From Tuesday to Saturday, the eve of Corpus;Christi, she_
coughed more and more frequenty. In the evening her face
looked pinched and drawn, her lips stuck to her gums, and she
started vomiting. At dawn the next day, feeling very low,
she sent for a priest. .

Three good women stood by her while she was given
extreme unction. Then she said that she had to speak to Fabu.

He arrived in his Sunday best, very ill at ease in this funercal

atmosphere. _
‘Forgive me,’ she said, making an effort o suetch out her

* arm. I thought it was you who bad killed him.’

What could she mean by such nonsease? To think thft' s_he
had suspected a man like him of murder! He got very indig-

" pant and was obviously going to malke a scene.

‘Can’t you see’, they said, ‘that she isp’t in her right mind

~ any moere P

From time to time Félicité would start talking to shadows.
The women went away. Mére Simon had her lunch.
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A little later she picked Loulou up and held him out to

Félicité, saying :

_ ‘Come now, say good-bye to him.’

~ Although the parrot was not a corpse, the worms were eat-
‘ing him up. One of his wings was broken, and ‘the stuffing was
coming out of his stomach. But she was blind by now, and she
kissed him on the forehead and pressed him against her cheek,

Mere Simon took him away from her to put him on the altar.

5

THE scents of summer came up from the meadows; there was
a buzzing of flies; the sun was glittering in the river and warm-
ing the slates of the roof. Mére Simon had come back into the
- room and was gently nodding off to sleep.

The noise of church bells woke her up; the congregation
was coming out from vespers, Félicité’s delirium abated.
Thinking of the procession, she could see it as clearly as if she

had been following it
" All the school-children, the choristers, and the firemen were
walking along the pavements, while advancing up the middle
of the street came the church officer armed with his halberd,
the beadle carrying a great cross, the schoolmaster keeping an

- eye on the boys, and the nun fussing over her little girls - three
of the prettiest, looking like curly-headed angels, were throw- -

ing rose-petals into the air. Then came the deacon, with
both arms outstretched, conducting the band, and a couple of

censer-bearers whe turned round at every step to face the .

Holy Sacrament, which the curé, wearing his splendid chas-
uble, was carrying under a canopy of poppyred velvet held
aloft by four churchwardens. A crowd of people surged along

bebind, between the white cloths covering the walls of the

houses, and eventually they got to the bottom of the hill,
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"A cold sweat moistened Félicité’s temples. Mere Simon

_sponged it up with a cloth, telling herself that one day she
: -'_ivould have to go the same way.

. The hum of the crowd increased in volume, was very loud

" for 2 moment, then faded away.

A fusillade shook the window-panes. It was the postilions

saluting the monstrance. Félicité rolled her eyes and said as
-loud as she could: ‘Is he all right?” - worrying about. the

parrot. )
She entered into her death-agony. Her breath, coming ever

:,ffastcr, with ‘a rattling sound, made her sides heave. Bubbles of
“froth appeared at the corners of her mouth, and her whole

body trembled.
Soon the booming of the ophicleides, the clear voices of the

children, and the deep voices of the men could be heard near
“at hand. Now and then everything was quiet, and the tramp-
" ing of feet, deadened by a carpet of ﬁowcrs, sounded like a

flock moving across pasture-Jand.
The clergy appeared in the courtyard, Mére ‘Simon climbed

. on to a chair to reach the little round window, from which she
* - had a full'view of the altar below.

It was hung with green garlands and.adorned with a -
flounce in English needle-point lace, In the middle was a little
frame containing some relics, there were two orangetrees at

- the corners, and all the way along stood- silver candlesticks
“and china vases holding sunflowers, lilies, peonies, foxgloves,

and bunches of hydi'angca. This pyramid of bright colours

~ stretched from the first floor right down to the carpet which
. was spread out over the pavement, Some rare objects caught
" the eye: a silver-gilt sugar-basin wreathed in violets, some pen-
- dants of Alencon gems gleaming on a bed of moss, and two
- Chinese screens with landscape decorations. Loulou, hidden
- under roses, showed nothing but his blue poll, which looked
- like a plaque of fapis lazuli. _
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The churchwardens, the choristers, and the children lned

~ up along the three sides of the courtyard. The priest went
slowly up the steps and placed his great shining gold sun on -

the lace altar-cloth. Everyone knelt down. There was a deep
silence. And the censers, swinging at full lt, slid ‘up and down
their chains,

A blue cloud of incense was wafted up into Félicité’s room.
She opened her nostrils wide and breathed it in with 2 mystical,
sensuous fervour. Then she closed her eyes. Her lips smiled,

Her heart-beats grew slower and slower, each a litde fainter
and gender, like a fountain running dry, an echo fading
away. And as she breathed her Iast, she thought she could see,

in the opening heavens, a gigantic parrot hovering above her-

head.

The Legend of St Julian Hospitator

Jurran’s father and mother lived in a castle in the middle of a
forest, on the slope of a hill.

" 'The four owers at its corners had pointed roofs covered

with lead scales, and the base of the walls rested on blocks of

. solid rock which fell steeply to the bottom of the moat.

The pavement of the courtyard was as clean as the flag-

stones of a church, Long gutter-spouts, shaped like dragons

hanging head-down, spat all the rain-water into a cistern; and
on every window-sill of every storey a basil or a heliotrope

" flowered in a painted earthenware pot.

" Inside a second enclosure, made with stakes, there was first

'_an orchard, then a garden plot in which flowers had been
. arranged to form figures, after that a pergola for taking the air,

and finally an alley where the pages could play mall, On the

‘other side were the kennels, the stables, the bakehouse, the
press-house, and the barns, All round this there wound a strip of
. green grazing-ground, itself enclosed by a stout thorn-hedge.

Peace had prevailed for so long that the portcullis was not
lowered any more, the moat was full of grass, swallows
bested in the look-out slits, and the archer who patrolled the

. 'battletnents all day retired to his watch-tower when the sun
" grew too hot and dozed off like a monk.

, Inside the castle the ironwork shone brightly evcrywhere,

: tapcstnes lined the walls to keép out the cold; and the cup-
~ boards were crammed with linen, the cellars piled high with -
_tuns of wine, and the oak coffers creaking under the weight of
. money-bags,

In the armoury, between military standards and wild beasts’
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