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CHAP. I: A VASE IN FLIGHT

BENEATH a gentle sky, & vast and azure as the blue immensity
of afar Eastern ssg with bright cloudsfor all theworld likeair-
ships and drawing away in hasty flight towards the south, leaving
untrammelled space for a whole pageantry of shrill and joy-
filled birds, the month of May, all unawares, was performing
miracles of splendour. In the dreets the perfume of lilac and
white carnations was hovering, and mingled with the odour of
women loosely clad, their skin a trifle damp beneath their gar-
ments of georgette. People were feeling suddenly dazed, their
minds filled with vague hopes, while their bodies, relieved of
winter covering, revelled joyously in anew-born freedom, per-
vaded by little warm and titillating thrills. With this sudden
burgeoning of spring, the earth was reaching its annua crisis of
puberty, whose thrills and stirrings extend to all that lives and
readies.

Having become a trifle listless and enervated by the amalgam
of sounds in the air and in the festive street below, Flavie Lacall
was busy at her window decorating with lilac the finest vase in
her apartment, a heavy piece of stoneware which had been a
present to her some years before. She attached gresat value to
this vase, having seen others amost similar to it in the shop
window of adedler in objetsd'art who was believed to be purveyor
to ladies of the highest standing in the town. With these ladies
Flavie Lacail had no connection whatsoever, neither by education,
birth, nor the profession of her husband, Felix Lacail, an entirely
undistinguished employee in the Prefect's office. Nevertheless
she was by no means unassuming, prided herself particularly on
her knowledge of the world of fashion and good manners, and
felt that her competence entided her to some far less humble
existence than her own. She had believed herself to be well
versed in the manners and customs of the best society ever since
Americanfilmshad formed her testein rich interiors and luxury
in general, and taught her how to loll back on the cushions
of cars with folding hoods and the dimensions of a railway
engine.

7



8 TheEuffelnheritance

These same films had given her a tade for a certain irresigible
masculine type derived from those juvenile leads as fearless as
they are warm-hearted—and handsome, nedless to say—whom
you never meet but on the screen, and who have a way entirely
their own, so0 airy and detached is it at moments of the utmost
pathos and of sentiment, of tapping their cigarettes on the case
to shake down the tobacco; so touching a way of saying " Dar -
ling I" that it wrings your heart as though his hand had been
usd to doit. . . . Whenever she chanced to be thinking rest-
ledy of certain things, Flavie Lacail chose her imaginary adorers
from among the mogt seductive and wavy-hair ed that Hollywood
could produce. 1t mug be added that these mental meanderings
had no sequd in concrete fact, the young woman failing to meet
that ideal partner to whom <he was dedicating her imaginary
embraces. The dtuation of the winsome Flavie in matters of the
heart had been datic for a long while pag—gdatic and requiring
to befilled. For in the hidden reoess of her mind she was reserving
a place for a possble adventure—a magnificent adventure which
time, pasing all too quickly, was bidding to come forth and
show itself without undue deay.

Whilst vaguely awaiting this unlikely event, Flavie Lacail had
to reg content with those fleeting tributes snatched, so to spek,
on the wing, which the dreet does not cusomarily award to
every woman rather more than tolerably good-looking. But
these trandent admirers che felt she could not trus. What she
wanted was seduction with themaximum of security, in surround-
ings where everything would be known about everybody. Her
physical make-up was such as to give her a grong preference for
youth, a tage which gready increasad any risk she might run:
to trug onés sdf to the tender merdes of some young popinjay
is no light undertaking for a woman with an egablishment of
her own and a wholesome fear of domedic upheavals As for
Felix Lacail, therewasnothing to be said about him—a devadating
nonentity. He was a dull, average sort of hushand, with whom
omeyearsof lifeshared in common had done nothing but revesal
his entire indgnificance. Still (as there was nothing better to be
had) he was a husband, a sort of handrail to hang on to, a poor
sample of a bay to give the vesd shdter. But the heart could
only remain untouched by such a man. And Flavie Lacail, on
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that lovely May morning, was feding more plagued than ever
by her heart....

It was mogt certainly rash on her part to go to the window
to arrange her flowers, and this prudent woman ordinarily took
great care not to place the vase too near the empty ace below.
But everything that morning seemed 0 fresh, S0 new; there was
uch encouragement, such life and colour in all that could be
s outsde, all the way to the smiling mountains which ap-
peared in the background at intervals along the dredt; it was all
s0 conducive to happiness that for once in her life Flavie Lacail
was neglecting those housewifely precautions which make it
quite certain mat objects will lagt for ever; though in a general
way she was keeping an eye on the safety of the vase, which was
very heavy at the bazs and the danger of its being upsst was
ther eby lessned.

Having finished arranging her flowers, and being suddenly
overcome by a drange feding of inertia and dackness—a thing
which had rarély if ever happened to this sane and well-balanced
woman—Flavie could not tear hersdf away from the fascinating
splendour of the heavens above and the concert of unseen flutes
with which the air was quivering and alive. So she dayed at
her window, leaning out a little, day-dreaming. Almost uncon-
sioudy she kept rubbing each leg, bare beneath her morning
wrap, againg the other, enjoying its soft texture s dighted and
misprized, and deprived of any tribute worth having, of caresses
as sweet and gentle as the hand that lighdy plucks at harpstrings.
... Indeed, Flavie hersdf was feding like a harp all ready to
vibrate and thrill. She was thirty, an age of rich, full-bodied
charms, she was like a fruit that is full ot pulp, and has reached
the right moment for plucking. Alongside her the lilac filled
the air with its lovely scent. It was a little before ten o'dock in
the morning.

This was the moment at which her vistor of ill omen made
his way into the room; it was Pamphile Garambois, whom the
servant, knowing him to be afriend, had admitted without even
announcing him.

Thenew arrival was himself carrying a bunch of flowers, and
hisrather unpleasing countenance was lit up with ajoyful expres-
son which he had assumed for: the occason. He was getting

A



10 TheEuffelnheritance

ready to amile politely, when he was rooted to the spat by the
wholly unexpected sght which met his eyjes—a sght which
might perhaps prove favourable to his desgns was certainly
suggestive, and which, o far as he himsdf was concerned, was
indeed enough to send him crazy. His manner underwent an
ingant change His features and expresson became those of a
moongtruck person, and his gesures grew feverish, betraying the
inner conflict of a man suddenly faced with a decison vital to
his happiness for the remainder of his life.

Isit not reasonable to suppose that one may love without ex-
pressing ones fedings for Sx long years, and with undiminished,
nay, increasng fervour? That such a love as this conceved
by a man whose swyness ads as a restraint upon desire—which
may perhaps expend itsalf in wild outbreaks when heisfar from
his beloved—that a love like this may gain added drength as
time goes on? And if this be true, should we not expect a
passon of this nature, having now become explosive, to end by
despisng all acoepted dandards of good behaviour and sdf-
regraint, and even trampling them madly underfoot, and to
burg forth with violence from having been held too long in
check?

For sx years pas Pamphile Garambois had been madly in love
with the wife of his friend Fdix Lacail, and for sx years the
image of Flavie had been haunting the old bachdor's hfe of
solitude and gloom. For sx years he had been snatching at any
and every excue for another sght of the charming creature,
telling himsdf each time that he was now going to dedare his
love to this misunderstood and forsaken lady, upon whom Fdix's
neglect mug inevitably soone or later force some moral lapse
and that he, Pamphile, would not be the bendficiary unless he
took the bull by the hornsin good time. And for six years past
he had kept slence There were days when it made him ill.
And now at lagt he put out a feder:

"1'm very fond of you, you know, Flavie!"

Seemingly quite unmoved, she replied, as though it were a
cpiegion which had already been sdtled for good:

"And | am very fond of you too, my old Pampan. And
Felix isvery fond of you. And so is everybody."

Anger, refusal, extreme indignation—any of these would have
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been less discouraging! In actual fact Flavie was feeling some-
thing like hatred for Pamphile Garambois, whose passion, which
for along time had been fairly obvious, did not flatter her. It was
a caricature, and a grotesque one at that, of that passion of which
she had just been dreaming. And the presence of this ridiculous
wooer might be keeping other men at a distance who would
have been more to her liking. But Felix Lacail could not do
without his old Garambois, who himself could not do without
Flavie; and the husband and wife were even slighdy in debt to
the bachelor. Flavie wished to remain in entire ignorance of
this matter, which was supposed to be dealt with unbeknown to
her, and which was really not awoman's concern.

And thus it was that on this May morning, urged on by a
spring which was now bursting forth in final splendour, Pam-
phile Garambois, bearing a large nosegay of flowers—by which
he was no less hampered than by his own heart—was coming to
wish Flavie many happy returns of the day, in the aisence of
Felix, whom he knew to be at his office. On the way there he
had thought out some bold and pleasing projects, the same indeed
as those he had been devising for six years padt, forgetting that,
during those same years, however impetuous or strong his feel-
ings may have been, the mere sight of his fair lady had aways
made him speechless And so it was that no sooner had he
reached the landing on the fourth floor than Pamphile felt his
courage ebbing, as toothache may sometimes vanish at the
dentist's door. He was like those too sensitive lovers for whom
a single fiasco will mean a fiasco every time, because their ap-
proach to love is made in a doubting mood which cat only
harm their cause, and with a lack or straightforwardness and
simplicity. Butall thiswasatered when hiseyesfell upon Flavie
that morning.

It must be made clear at what angle this faithful admirer,
stricken dumb by a sudden aocess of feeling, and fearing lest he
be heard and thus disturb so charming apicture, first caught sight
of the young woman in the unstudied pose of one who thinks
de is aone. It was from behind, with hollowed back, that
Pamphil€e's blazing eyes devoured her, she being lost in reverie
and having no suspicion of any other presence than her own. For
ashy and timidlover, who had never dared to gaze at the beloved
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at his eass the pogture of hisidol wasthrilling to the last degree,
with that soft and cardess freedom which gave such prominence
to the lovely symmeries of a rich and splendid frame, whose
firm and shapdy outlines her thirtieth year had finally secured.
Flavie was perhaps inclined to plumpness A pasing fashion has
brought this term into disrepute, while formerly it enjoyed an
amost universal eteem. But despite that fashion, the qualities
which that term evokes are never lacking in fervent admirers,
epedialy among tall thin men, as Pamphile was. The law of
oppostes which is so largely responsble for the continuance of
areign of harmony in thisworld of ours as as for the beauty
of its many races inspired him with an irresigible fondness for
lovely masses smooth and round, and with a horror of angular
creatures with flat chests and curves of meagre design. Firm and
abundant masss were the very things which Flavie could dis-
play, and he himsdf could admire beneath the transparence of
her morning wrap. And they moreover were given life by a
dight swaying of her hips, snce Flavie was gently rubbing her
legs each againg the other.

A thing which usually hampered any amorous attempt on the
part of Pamphile Garambois was to fed the admirable Flavi€s
haughty gaze aimed geadily at him—a look which was not only
penetrating but also chage an effective check on any misplacea
avowal and which made him blush. And now, for thefirst time
for 9x years he was catching the young woman unawares in
augpicious solitude, and lighdy dad in a way no less auspicious,
with himsdf unembarrassed by that look of hers. It was an
exceptional opportunity, an outsanding moment. And every-
thing outdde, die somts and colours, the sunlight and song, held
promise of kindness and of ways made smooth, of the final
attainment of all he craved . ..

Already immensdy relieved at the idea of not having to say
a sngle word, Pamphile Garambois was spurred into hasy
action by afear les Flavie should suddenly turn round and com-
pletely overwhelm him with those fine eyes of hers But she
Tfas not looking at him, and he mug take advantage of this.
Here was the one opportunity of his life, the finest piece of
good fortune that had ever fallen to hislot.

An intense concentration of thought on his part lased for 2
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few seconds only, for the matter was urgent. Wishing to have
his hands free for this great venture, Pamphile got rid of his
bouquet and his hat, while at his beloved's back he made the
wry face of a man about to legp into the water without being
quite sure of his ability to swim. Then, half-demented by his
feelings, he sprang at Flavie Lacail and attacked her brutally,
panting withlong-suppressed desire.

Having been saized from behind, and feeling a rough hand on
her breast and her hip assailed, Flavie uttered a cry of indignation
and of fear. At the same time a moustache was roughly laid upon
her neck, and the smell of a pipe, breathed over her hair, was
extremely unpleasant. (It should be mentioned that on his way
to Flavie s Pamphile, to get alittle courage, had indulged in two
or three glases of white wine at a public bar. These drinks,
absorbed on an empty stomach, were not calculated to give him
a perfect young lover's breath.)

Pressed between a window-ledge which separated her from
the empty space below, and araging individual with some horrid
exhaations, the young woman became extremely frightened.
The daily papers are full of shocking news items and the
servant often forgot to shut the door which opened 6n to the
landing. Fortunately Flavie was a rather compact and stocky
little person, with firm strong legs. Summoning up all her
strength, she managed by a desperate effort to sheke herself free.
But this sudden movement had disastrous results for the lovely
vase It received a push and was dashed outwards and downwards
through the empty air—adisaster which drew aloud cry from the
young woman.

But this was certainly not the moment to worry about the
vasel She had to confront her attacker, and perhaps to shout for
help. In the first moment of surprise this had not occurred to
her. With great coolness, and very nimbly, she threw herself
back a long way from the window, sazed another large vase,
and struck a blow at the man's face with it. Not until that
moment did she recognize her adversary. Besde herself with
anger, she followed up thisfirst attack with a resounding box on
the ears. Pamphile, now in very poor fetde, retreated, then went
and sank on to the sofa, saying:

"But it'sme, Flavie! Me, your old Pampan!"
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"Y ou supid old fool!" Flavie said.

She was half-naked, with her breast uncovered and shaking
with anger, with what still remained of her terror and distress
Facing this indignant and lovely basom, Pamphile st pitifully
dabbing his bleeding nose  Holding his handker chief to his face
he went over and took up his bouquet, which he then held out
to hisangry inamorata, saying, in a hestating murmur to which
the linen over his mouth gave a srange sound:

"Many happy returns, Flavie! It'syour birthday . . ."

" Old imbecile, you . . .!"

She sazed the flowers from him and hurled them violently
into the dreg. But this furious woman, feding hersdf to be
migress of the stuation, was in no speca hurry to expd the
pitiful Pamphile, who was now back once more in his usua
gate of cowardice induced by the pretty creastur€s gaze which
at that moment wasfilled with hatred. Enjoying her position of
vantage, Flavie told her ridiculous admirer exactly what she
thought of him, and how sheregoiced at beingrid for ever of such
afigureof fun ashe

" For you will never st foot here again—you'd better be quite
clear about that!"

" Oh, Flavie dear, forgive me! Dear Flavie, | just log my head
for a second, the firgt time in dx years—do forget it, pleasa”
Pamphile said, sghing, his voice muffled by the handker chief
over his mouth.

"A thing like that, done at the home of a man who trusted
you—it's unpardonablel And it's unpardonable for anybody
with afacelike yours!"

" And what about Felix?" Pamphilecried. " What will hebe
thinking if he doesn't s any more of me?"

"Hewon't be surprisaed when he hears what has happened. |
shall tell him everything."

"Flavie," Pamphile groaned, " you surdy won't do that! Y ou
can't. Felix and | did our service together. You know, Flavie,
don't you?—we were in the grand manoeuvres together. Y ou
can't break up afriendship like ours."

" And whowasit betrayed that old friendship?"

" Ah, Flavie, it's all your fault! That wrap of yours got into
my head..."
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"Youidiot!"

"Flavie, why are you so beautiful! |'ve loved you ever snce
| first knew you. And why do | come here every day? It's for
you, Flavie, because | love you to dis——"

"You're dotty, that's obvious!"

"Very well, then, Flavie dear, | am! And can one bein love
without being dotty—and hopdesdy clumsy too? Ah, if only
| didn't love you so much

At that moment an urgent peal at the bell efectively drowned
the gloomy utterances, the regrets and solemn oaths, which were
filtering through the cotton handkerchief of Pamphile Garam-
bois. Voiceswereheard in the waiting-room, and the housemaid
came in:

"The porter is asking for you, ma'am. You mus come at
once" hesaid.

Flavie Lacail found the porter on thelanding, and the sairway,
which was filled with people the whole way down, was hum-
ming with a drange abnorma murmur of voices, in which
there was a dolorous and plaintive note.

"You haven't dropped anything out of the window?" the
porter asked.

"Yes, that'sjust what | have done" Flavie said. " My lovely
vaze full of flowers. It's broken, isn't it?"

"Well, | never," said the porter, "that's a nice thing to have
done! Yes, a nice thing, | mus sy .. . And it'll cog you a
pretty penny, | shouldn't wonder. ..."

Flavie lived in Grenoble, on the fourth floor of a house in
the rue Turenne. The reader is aready aware that the wife of
Felix Lacail, a little enervated by the warmth of early pring,
was alone at her window, day-dreaming, at a litde before ten
o'cdock in the morning.

It so happened that at this very same hour M. Congant EufFe
was arriving in thexe parts, having made a dight deviation by
way of the rue Charles-Testout. Fate was in a deadly mood as she
guided his footgeps thither. It mus be added that Fate on this
occason was digguisng hersdf with mogt charming features,
those of Mile Riri Jumier, an attractive person of twenty-two,
and equipped in every repett to enliven, drictly in private, a
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generous old man's lesure hours. M. Euffe was the old man
whose declining years wer e being brightened by the pretty Riri.
It is true that she did not do this for nothing, sedng that the
value of the time st adde by a beautiful girl for the benefit of
a man of gxty-seven can hardly be etimated. Riri was in fact,
avery great expense to M. Euffe, who had earmarked for this
pretty person a capital sum of congderable dimensons and more-
over continually increasng, to such an extent as to be a source
of worry to a regpettable middledass family, who were in
despair at seing the rewults of vags commercial undertakings
which had been brilliantly sucoessful for forty years pag material-
izing; in jewellery and fursfor the adornment of a saucy baggage:
while M. Euffe, at the period when his behaviour had been quite
correct (i.e. when he was amasing his fortune) had shown a
sordid dinginess over giving such presmts to Mme Euffe, pre-
tending that a man's own wife is always beautiful in her hus
band'seyeswithout hishavingtobolser her up with an expensve
and vulgar display only fit for a jade. When in her young days
M me Euffe had been dying for some piece ofjewellery, M. Euffe
gave her ancther child ingead. This new child kept M me. Euffe
away from all empty ogentation and idle caprice.

Born into the retail grocery trade, M. Euffe had soon given
proof of a spirit of enterprise and a tenacity of purpose which in
due course were to be crowned with such sucss that by the
time he had reached the age of fifty he held the proud position
of being one of the richest men in Grenoble: this was on account
of the Silken Net, a catering busnes with large numbers
of branch edablishments which sread the network of its
agendes throughout the Department of the Isere and the two
Savoys. In these regionsthe Silken Net had created a sysem of
bounties or free gifts (in exchange for coupons), and the prizes
themsdves, chosn with a display of bad tage that amounted
almog to genius were the joy of every housawifés heart. Whole
didricts ate from table-services of the same pattern, drank from
the same gass and the same cups  There was a certain kind of
bulging soup-tureen which was all the rage in the valley of the
Gredvaudan and the Tarentaise, a certain pattern of doily held
a place of honour on the tables of Voiron, Saint-Marcellin,
Annecy and Chambery. M. Euffés sds of carvers (2,500 cop-



A Vasein Flight 17

pons) were usd for the Sunday joints of the small shopkespers
and wage-earners. With an eye to everything, the Silken Net
offered dso umbrdla-g¢ands, perambulators, hygienic feeding-
battles, flower-pot casss coat-and-hat racks for waiting-rooms,
console-tables, s#s of shdves etc. For a three years contract
for an over-all supply of goods including wine, margarine,
lard, furniture-polish, iron shavings for scrubbing floors, ec.,
with a fixed minimum of monthly expenditure, one could
chooe between a Louis XV bedroom or a Henry |l dining-
room, " ingpired reproductions of furniture in our national
museums," according to the prospectus

M. EufFe whose brain was seething with new ideas, and who
had an itch for writing which mug be a rarity among grocers,
was continually drawing up new drculars and compiling illus-
trated catalogues of his prizes adorned with emblems, allegories,
and maxims. His style, being remarkably well adapted to the
tage and underganding of his cusomers, was in itsdf a spedal
adornment to the busness and his efusons found their way
into the kitchens and the farms, where they were scrupuloudy
preserved with the copiesof The Perfect Cook and Father Benedict's
Almanack. M. Euffe mug also be given the credit for having
invented, long before the great latter-day publicity campaigns,
new formulae, easy to remember and repeat, by which feminine
minds were greatly impressad. Let us quote at random:

Presentsfor your marketing basket— Miraclesat the Silken Net
— Foodwhich isan adornment tothehome.

These phrasss fixed themsdves in the good women's brains.
The glendid catalogues, which appealed to their imagination,
did the res. M. Euffe had a0 ingituted an " Order book
competition" for the best-kept and deanes books, and in which
the coupons wer e the mod artigtically disposed indde. A double
page in the middle of the book was reserved for an attempt at a
new way of displaying these Fifty of them s out on this double
page had to make up some decorative desgn or arabexque and
the books retained by the adjudicators had their value doubled*
This artigtic ressarch was an excdlent occupation for the long
winter evenings, everyone in the house taking part in it; while
from the commercial point of view it had this advantage, that
0 0on as people had finished looking at the pictures in the
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Vermot Almanack they could then think of nothing but the
Silken Net.

Having risen to a position in which he enjoyed the highest
authority and respect, M. Euffe wished that there should be
no greater popular idol in three Departments than the Silken
Net, and that all their inhabitants should swear by that organiza-
tion, and by that alone. He was planning to have his own
amanack too, and that this should be a compendium of all the
good recipes for cooking, advice on housekeeping, rearing of
children, elementary medicine, care of animals and of plants, a
handy reference for the formalities required in connection with
births, deaths, and inheritances, and all the solemn occasions of
life, down to specimens of the standing forms of words used in
letter-writing, including those suitable for young people of an
age to venture aong the path of tender avowals: "Speak to my
parents, dear Alfred

All this, sswill be seen, constituted a grand, imposing scheme,
which demanded an enormous accumulation of material drawn
from every branch of human knowledge. M. Euffe had had in
mind the names of a few distinguished professors who are always
quite glad to s their academic distinctions in print in popular
tregtises, and he had paid visits to bone-setters, fortune-tellers,
and astrologers, feeling as he did that, with his dass of customer,
stock prescriptions, old wives' remedies, warnings and interpre-
tations of dreams and the movements of the sars were not to
be despised. He even became immersed himself in encyclo-
peedias of many pounds' weight, astudy whichleft him astounded
at the vast extent of the learning from which the grocery trade
had cut him off. Too absorbed in catering, he had quite forgot-
ten the nourishment of the mind. He had glimpses of a mission
of high moral import, which should add another bright dis-
tinction—philanthropic achievement—to all those of which the
Silken Net could aready boast.

Unfortunately, while reading his encyclopaediaswith bursting
bead, M. Euffelighted ontheword amour (love) which, through
the exigencies of the alphabet, comes at the very beginning of
these bulky works. M. Euffe realized that there dso—in love—
lay a territory in which his assduous and in some ways mis-
sionary practice of the art of grocery had prevented him from
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making any great advance. At about his sixtieth year he dis-
covered an unknown world with its own mysteries, its thrills,
its heroes and its glory—themes in constant use by poets. From
that time onwards the life of M. Euffe was changed, and he went
somewhat to pieces. He began serioudy to doubt that grocery
was everything in life, that a Silken Net prospectus included the
very essance of earthly activities and happiness. These doubts
came as such a shock to him that he made some blunders. He
paid three-farthings a pound too much for a consignment of
thirty tons of sugar, and had a stock of chocolate palmed off on
him which was beginning to turn white from age. There were
whispers of this being the first sign that he no longer had all
his wits about him. What people meant by this was that he was
losing that admirable power of concentration which, whether
as buyer or sdler, gave him equd skill.

This was the first sign; the second was that M. Euffe was
observed to be paying unwonted attention to a typist in his
offices, ayoung hoyden as provocative as a piece of unripefruit,
whose instinct as a good native of Dauphine whispered to her
that attention from her employer was giving her an excellent
gart in life. As things turned out, the harvest to be obtained
from these attentions was not reaped by her but by her parents,
no less typical of Dauphin® than their daughter. These good
people came solemnly and asked M. Euffe, with loud lamenta-
tions, whether it would be to his taste that a certain scanda
should be made public, as a case of a girl under age, and with no
means of protecting herself, being exposed to the tender mercies
of animmoral s of employers. It fell to M. Euffe to calm this
virtuous indignation and repair the damage done to the sus-
ceptibilities of these repectable parents by offering them com-
pensations to be chosen from the complete catalogue of his

rizes. By the time he had extricated himself he was the poorer

y furniture for two rooms, a porcelain dinner-service, alarge

copper vase, and two or three terra-cotta datuettes. His sole
consolation was that he had bought the lot at wholesae price
much below the value which he had temptingly assgned to
them.

Thisincident made some stir in Grenoble, where nothing that
happens to its citizens remains long unknown anywhere between
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the Place Victor-Hugo and the Place Grenctte. The comments
which were made greatly extended the area of the scandal, and
M me Eufferecaved some anonymous letters, thewor k of worthy
souls who wished to put her on her guard againg the dangers
which were threatening her home.

Firmly pursuing hisdownwar d and fatal path, M. Euffeturned
his back on the old principles which had established his respect-
ability and made his fortune, and hurled himsdf blindly into a
maelsrom of loose Uving and wild excess His enjoyment of
these pleasures was extreme to the point of being diabolical, and
as things always balance each other, a life of economy and hard
wor k had left nim with fine vigour for a man of hisage Matters
had gone so far that his dder daughter, Lucie, was desperately
afraid lest part of her dowry should find its way into the hands
of " Daddy's horrid women."

As for Mme Euffe, the thought of all the rings and the furs
of which she had been deprived during the years when she looked
her bet, and which now were going to shamdess husses filled
her with bitter regret.

"1 was a nice fresh young woman and no one could sy a
word againd me; |'ve been a good mather, too, and he was
dosefiged and stingy with me. And now, tenday, heis smother-
ing those wretched creatures with finery and jewds.”

'"Why," aked Lucie, "has Father, who is getting so free with
his money outsde, always been so miserly at home?"

"Your father usd always to dedare that he couldn't take
any money out of the busness that-he mug continually be
adding to his trading capital, that his real fortune was in his
gocks and the different shops When you were born, do you
know what his pressnt to me was? The purchase of his big
branch at Chambery. And shall | tell you what he kept on saying
toI g]le"for thirty years? '"We'll have a good time when we're
0]

But alad reparation for the offence of many years of cheese
paring and meanness was no longer possble Anything like a
display of sparkling jewellery would now have drawn too much
attention to the respectable but superannuated appearance of
M me Euffe. It wasfar better that the only impresson she should
give should be that of a blamdess and irreproachable lady; that
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she should receive the honour due to her good name. On this
good reputation she did in fact take her stand for the purpose of
indulging in severe criticism of the young women of the new
generation, whose behaviour was quite different from that of
their predecessors in former days, and who were dack in their
methods of bringing up children and no longer giving al their
attention to their homes, were dispensing with corsets and often
with has, and so flimsily clad and, generally speaking, relapsing
into bad form. . .. Offended by all this, Mme Eufie turned to
a zedous display of good works, with manifestations of piety
which no one could rail to observe. She brought God into her
picture, but she did it in such a narrow-minded way that it
could only make Him appear hateful; this may have been because
for the past twenty years she had had blotchy cheeks and a red
nose. In the name of the limited and bad-tempered deity to
whom all her prayers were addressed, she inflicted pendties on
the members of her family which were quite undeserved, cutting
down their food and depriving them of home comforts and
jolly parties, with a secret habit of searching her children's
pockets and of reading their letters. That Mme Euffe had been
born in a shop was a feet which was still evident.

"There's no reason why," Edmond Euffe, the elder son, would
sy, "because Father has a high old time, we should all worry
oursdlves about it. After all, whatever you may sy, Mother
hes had advantages, she has a very good position in Grenoble,
shes a sort of lady of the manor at Montbonnot, and Grand-
father kept a cutlery shop at the corner of the rue Notre Dame.
If we don't s those millions very often, still they do exist,
we've got them, and they'll come out of their hiding-place
someday.”

" | f there is anything left!" Lucie said, bitterly. She was the
Ugly duckling of the family, had nearly reached the age of twenty-
eight without finding a husband, and her nose, like her mother 's,
was aso beginning to grow red.

"Yes, yes, but all the same, this Riri person isn't going to
cobble up everything!" Edmond Euffe replied. " And Father
nes learnt to count."

The effect of the expiatory privations imposed by M me Euffe
was to end M. Eufie hastening more often than ever in the
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direction of Riri Jumier—whom he had now st up with a flat
of her own—where everything was warm and smiling and cosy
and soft.  Austere maxims, signs, and the clicking of beads were
sounds hardly calculated to retain in the family circle an aban-
doned old man with a pretty young woman in his pay who was
anything but a reciter of long prayers, but was pink and white
and never lectured him, and caled him, in a roguish, chaffing
sort of way extremely flattering to a man of his age, "you
young rascal."

When he was with Riri, M. Euffe would often regret that his
caregr as a pioneer of catering had swallowed up so many years
of his Ufe He would sy to her, lisping, and with much chaff
and banter:

"What do you think | found right at the bottom of the Silken
Net? A Rid!"

"And what is he hiding at the bottom of the net, for his
Riri?"

"Ah, the little minx! That, my pet," M. Euffe would reply,
taking some precious little package from his pocket.

From that time onwards M. Euffe preferred this youthful frolic
to any study of the fluctuations ana progress of food products.
In the Place Marval, where Riri Jumier lived, he found a fresh
flowering of his youth, which was all the richer, more urgent a
growth for having come to him late in life, when the prospect of
its approaching and inevitable loss had been weighing heavily
upon him. Nevertheless, his arteries and blood pressure were
remaining normal, his complexion clear. He walked well, his
sight was good, all his bodily faculties were in good working
order. He had taken up physical culture under the direction of
a professor, while his doctor was giving careful attention to his
heart. Two ladies of the Euffe family were saying to each other
in despair that Constant Euffe seemed disposed neither to stop
those pranks of his nor yet to die, and that the family millions
had started a dance which had every appearance of being well-
jugh endless.

But Edmond Euffe, who could not help feeling a certain
admiration for his father, would sometimes exclaim:

"Father is an astonishing man. It's marvellous the way he
kegps his end up, and he ssams to me to be less nervy, to nave
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more go in him and be in far better sirits than he usad to. If
you come to think of it, this house has always been a bit gloomy.
He usd to get bored to death at home."

"Now about this young woman of his" Lucie Euffe said to
her brother, speaking of Riri Jumier, "you're a man, couldn't
you qﬁ_ and s ha? Perhaps if she were given money she would
drophim."

" But it's he who won't drop her! Asfor money, Father can
give her more than we could, and the lady would certainly know
which dde her bread was buttered! Now just remember, there's
aman who hasworked like a dave, who brought us up and made
us rich, and will leave us a busness that's going at full blag.
He's enjoying himsdf a bit late in life, perhaps. All right, then,
let'sjolly well leave him toit!"

"You're approving of Father now, then, are you?"

"It's not only he who is to blame. After all, if it had been
made mor e pleasant for him at home . . ."

"You're forgetting all Mother's troubles when you talk like
that!"

"Oh, Mother! . .. Mother, she has her church, sésgot God
to complain to!"

"Edmond, how canyou . . ."

"But look here, de said hersdf that shéd chosen the better
part! It sams a pity that though shés so well provided for
herdf, he makes such a nuisance of hersdf to other people and
is 0 hopdedy dull and boring at home!"

On that May morning when Flavie Lacail was dreaming at
her window, M. Euffe, no less bewitched than she by the stimu-
lating warmth of spring, was hasening with surdy footsteps
and in splendid trim—though this was not his usua hour for
dalliance—to his pretty Riri's flat at the corner of the Place
Marval, doe to the rue Turenne. As a man of good feding,
always anxious to arrive at his fair charmer's in perfect physcal
condition, he made a brief preparatory halt. He had a little
per spiration on hisface and neck. M. Euffetook out his handker -
chief and, removing his hat, exposed to the air his bald and shiny
head which on thiswar m and happy spring morning was taking
on the rosy hue of a burnt ailmond sweet. He was smiling, and
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thinking of the pleasures that were now so very, very near. Alas
and alack!...

This was the moment at which, high up above him, the all-
too-fervent Pamphile Garambois was springing wildly at the
alluring Flavie Lacail Thiswasthe moment, the exact moment
at which Flavie's fine vase was departing into empty spece at
terrible speed, which increased in accordance with tne weight
and square of the distance. . .. This big bulky object came crash-
ing down, bottom foremost, flat on to the bald and unprotected
cranium of M. Euffe, and split it open as though it had been a
nutshell. Knocked sndess M. Euffe collapsed on to the pave-
ment, and the vase, by some inexplicable vagary of balistics,
came to rest intact at the side of his head, with its sheef of lilac
still in place. Just alittle water had trickled out fromit, and this
was bathing die temples of M. Euffe, whose blood was flowing
from his mouth, his nostrils, and hisears. But thiskindly atten-
tion on the part of inanimate objects was powerless to revive
him from a deathly swoon, and already the soul was preparing
to quit this worthy body, which was being shaken by the con-
vulsive movements of approaching death and an obscure revolt
of the subconscious, which was probably thinking, in a last
glimmer of lucidity, that it was absurd to be dying because
somebody dse had been clumsy, and when one had at one's
entire disposal an adorable and more than friendly Riri. It was
doubtless the profound stupidity of human arrangements that
was dealing with M. Euffe, as he lay stretched out on the pave-
ment, a fatal blow, for his wide-open eyes expressed immense
astonishment, and the little muttered, grunting sounds which
came forth from his dack and dribbling lips had a reproachful
intonation. A rich man, M. Euffe was not accustomed to have
Fate treating him with alack of respect and dealing him heavy
blows on the head. He was dying in a state of extreme indigna-
tion, seeing that Providence was henceforth allowing Destiny's
wayward tricks to include the taking, for targets, of hoary heads
which were the pride of the Chamber of Commerce and the
local Association of Provision Merchants.

This terrible crashing of the vase on a man's head and the
dull, muffled sound of a body collapsing on to the pavement had
drawn the attention of some passersby. They came up, and
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seang how M. Euffe was dressd, his short beard so carefully
tended, his massve gold watch-chain, his pearl tie-pin, and the
expensve quality of his linen and his shoes realized at once that
the victim of this supid accident was by no means one of the
ordinary herd. The incident made all the more commotion on
this account, and the news spread round the shops in the neigh-
bourhood with astonishing rapidity. Some of the local gosdps
wearing ther morning petticoats, hasened with groaning and
lamentations to the sone  These ladies, admirably posted in the
comings and goings of people in the district, came and bent
over M. EufFe

"Looks to me like Riri's boy friend, doem't he?"

"Monsieur Euffe?"

"Yes, of course it's him, 1'm certain of it, that blood don't
make no difference Why, | usd to s him go by every day,
| did, on the stroke of five, and always carryin' some little parcds
—for his lady-love, of course"

" Oh, soit's Mongeur Euffe of the Silken Net?"

"Well, | don't think it is Madame Poitte! | know Monseur
Euffe just aswell asyou do, and | don't think heés astall asthat.
| should take him to be a squat, dumpy little man, Monsieur
Euffe, | should."

"Oh, don't sy that, Madame Couffon! Don't sy things
you're not certain about, when therés such tragic things hap-
pening to a man like him, a man who's a big bug in Grenoblel!
That's Monsieur Euffe all right, lying sretched out down there,
and it makes one fed kind of awestruck, sseing him on the
ground like that. But just you gand him upright and you'll
e it's Monseur Euffe himsdf."

"So that really is Monseur Euffe of the Silken Net and
those coupon prizes?"

"Yes, and you can't think how rich heid A millionaire he
is—as rich as Croeud Everyon€'s got to eat, they're bound to,
and there isn't a soul who doesn't deal at the Silken Net or the
branches they've got all over the place. Jus think of the money
those people mugt pile up, with all the food that's sold!"

"And mat's him there, all the ame . .."

"And it's got to happen to all of ud"

"P'r'aps hes not going to die after all...."
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" That dependson what storey thethingwas, that fell on him—
how high up it was. Anyway, hés lookin' pretty bad, | mus
say! Tins reminds me of when Granddad fell off the roof of the
barn a year or two ago. He came head downwards smack on
to the. .."

"They do sy that fortunes don't $op accidents happenin'!’

"You'reright, they don't! Well, we'veall got to go through
it, haven't we? Some day or other."

"Yes, as you sy, Madame Paitte, we shall all have to push
off to a better world some day."

"And that poor Monsieur Euffe—it do ssam as though his
time had cometo doit!"

"This'l mean a posh funeral here in Grenoble with all the
nobs folio win' along behind!"

"He'd got afinger in every pie, Monsieur Euffehad! A rich
man like that, they couldn't do without him on committess
and suchlike . . ."

"“And now . .."

"Yes, now! ... Asyoung Raimuzat usd to sy (hées the
on of the dyer and deaner in the rue Condor cet, and been in the
army and done some fightin'—you must know him) . . ."

"Tony Raimuzat's son, you mean . . ."

"Yes, that's him. Well, he usd to say, 'Once he's dead, the
Colonédl ginks as much as the Tommy.' That's the sort of way
the soldiers usad to talk."

"That's the kind of saying that really teaches people—makes
'em understand things!"

These exchanges of conversation were continuing outdde the
chemig's shop into which the dying M. Euffe had just been
carried. That it wasindeed M. Euffe, the papers taken from his
pockets amply confirmed.

It was at this same chemid's shop that Flavie Lacail and
Pamphile Garambois arrived a litde later, conducted by the
porter from the rue Turenne and followed by various people
From the flats there. Some obliging person went off to look for a
policeman, while others debated the question of the bet method
of breaking the news to the family, of sparing their fedings and
softening the blow.

Some of the witnesses of the accident then drew attention to
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the fact that, looped round his finger with a pale blue gring,
M. Euffe was ill holding a little package bearing the gilt label
of the confectioner. Some persons well aware of the circum-
dances then suggested that the presence of this package might be
very digageful to the family if the victim—as was indeed to be
inferred—had intended it for some unacknowledged lady of his
acquaintance—of whose identity they had little or no doubt.
With the consent of everyone present, the chemig then untied
the gring and removed the paper. It contained a small bag of
duffed and candied nuts, a Grenaoble ddicacy in great favour.
The name of Riri Jumier was pronounced with discretion, for
this was no time for criticism or heaping cods of fire. There
were many things which the chemig himsdf knew.... He
handed round a few nuts, then put the little bag just as it was
into the hands of the woman whom he found the mog pleasing
of the assambled company. This was Flavie hersdf.

"Look, madame" he said to her politely, " if you take them
they will have lovely teeth to crunch them."

Flavie shrank back.

"Oh, but | couldn't dream of it! That vae beonged to
o ...

"Forgive me" the chemig¢ said. "I undergand, | under-
gand . . . But| am sorry, | am very sorry," he murmured,
cading at Flavie a glance from which it was evident that his
thoughts were leagues away from chemidry.

Taking advantage of the crowd of people presst and the
diverson caused by the sorry date of M. EufFe he added, very
softly:

" Do you usually come here for what you want? | don't think
| have ssen you before .. . "

"l amsovery sddomill!" Flavie said.

"Well, that's a pity, a real pity!" the chemig said, sghing.
"But you musgt surdy need some small artidles, like toilet soap,
tooth-paste, eau-de-Cologne, or beauty preparations? | should
be ddighted, | can asure you, to supply you... at spedal
prices, very spedia prices”

"1 think | need something at this very moment," Flavie said.
" I'm not feding at all well. This budness has upsst me."

"Just a moment, madame. |'ll give you a pick-me-up."
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"L ook after that poor man firgt," Flavie Lacail said, pointing,
without daring to look at him, at M. Euffe as he lay on a
dretcher.

" W e have already done what is required. My asssant won't
leave him. And asfor therest. . ."

The chemig raised his eyes to Heaven, and pointed upwards,
through the ceiling, at the higher regions of the universe

" Aapatrest" he said, smply. " There goes another man who's
finished with pills!"

"Oh dear! oh dear!" Flavie cried out. She had suddenly
turned as white as a shed.

Therewasonly just timeto hold her up and bring her a chair:
che was fainting. Pamphile Garambois dashed forward, but the
chemig pushed him adde

"Now then, out you go, out you go!" he sd roughly.
"There are too many people in here. The wounded man mugt
have more air. Keep that door locked, Eusebius" he said to his
asigant.

He wished to be quite undigurbed while he was restoring a
pretty woman to consdousness and making sure, by way of
taking every precaution, that a brassere she was wearing was
not dangeroudy tight. These fine, well-developed bosoms are
apt to bea sengtive spot and very liable to congestion, and some
prompt action may be necessary ...

For thirty years pad, ever snce *the brilliant sucoss of the
Silken Net had made it inevitable, the name of M. Euffe had
been a houschold word in Grenoble, and was probably uttered
thousands of times every day. And now M. Euffe had become
the victim of a supid accident, and was dying an cbscure death
in a gnall chemid's shop, far from Alsace-Lorraine Avenue
where his dffices were dtuated, far from his chateau of Mont-
bonnot and his villa at Bouqueron, far from his La Monta and
Vif properties, and far from nis own family and household staff
—and Grenoble in all its morning splendour, beneath a ky of
doudless blue, knew naothing of this grave and solemn event.

The town was looking ddlightful, with a ddicious, carefree
charm and grace. A light, transparent mist which lay over the
Rabot redoubt and the Badille had now amog dispersed. In



A Vase in Flight 29

the far distance, on the rocks of the Moucherotte and Saint-
Eynard some silvery tints were beginning to appear, while over
their summits the last remaining Uttle white clouds of mist were
breaking up into clear bright strips, which were gendy driven by
the wind in the direction of the Lautaret. In the avenue Jean-
Jaures the market was in full swing, and tramcars were coming
in from all directions in the vicinity of the Place Victor-Hugo
and the Place Grenette. In the quiet Place Verdun, the adminis-
trative, intellectual, and military centre of the town, some be-
medalled army pensioners were seeted on benches, reading their
newspapers. Beyond the level-crossing the Berriat parade was
discharging its stream of vehicles in the direction of the Drac,
whose tumultuous waters have a bluey-green and leaden tint.
The white church tower of Seyssnet, rising above the chestnut-
trees of its little square, was gleaming on the mountainside.
The plain of Echirolles was swept by litde currents of air which
stirred its tangle of young verdure, still looking immature with
its tints of pae and yellowish-green. Inthe bright sunlight the
valley of die Gresivaudan was displaying the splendour of its
old country houses, its ancient trees, its parks, its scattered form-
less villages with their swarms of litde shanties put up on the
mountain spurs, below the great ridges of precipitous rock.

Built oil alevel and with macadamized roads, Grenoble is
essentialy a town of the bicycle or, asit is commonly called,
velo. No sight could be more pleasing than that of the young
Grenoble girls, supple and fearless riders, with their backs
hollowed and bending forward over their narrow handlebars and
gliding rapidly along on their gaily coloured machines, with an
occasiona flash of a white leg seen high up despite the modest
little gesture by which the flying skirt is pulled down to its
proper place. That morning the young femae centaurs with
streaming hair were enjoying themselves to their hearts content
as they scoured the avenues, taking the longest route for the
sher joy of pedalling, and sweeping round sharp corners and
turns. Smiles were opening out in blossom on their lips, worthy
rivals of the mountain flowers. The beginnings of perspiration
from their armpits were lighdy moistening their bodices beneath
the armholes, and their young breasts were tossed and shaken
with each slight jolt. Grenoble was sending forth its gaily
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coloured troops of pretty cyclists, eager entrants for the great
competition of the ssason of light and brilliance and the race
for happiness. The dearness of the azure sky was beyond
description.

And M. Constant Euffe was dying! His shattered cranium
was losing its colour of a pink burnt almond sweet and gradually
acquiring the yellow tint of a Chinese porcelain figure. . . .

Outside, Pamphile Garambois was hastening to a bar in
the rue Condorcet. He too, like FlaVie, was feding ill, sick at
heart with this tragic turn of events after his high hopes on this
lovely morning only an hour ago. For all he knew he had lost
everything; in any cae troubles loomed inevitably ahead. He
had reached a point at which he amost envied the fate of
M. Euffe whom, as he was hastening to the welcome of a youth-
ful embrace, Destiny hadjust laid low.

Pamphile had hardly s& down when, absentmindedly, he
drank a small decanter of white wine. His thoughts then turned
to a duty which friendship was requiring of him. This duty was
to inform the faithful Lacall that his wife had fainted in a
chemist's shop and that there were certain worries of a dismal
nature awaiting him at home. He rose to go and telephone to
Flavie's husband, and on reaching the counter, ordered a drink
and swallowed it at a gulp. He was tempted to ask for a second
glass, for he felt insufficient courage for what he had to do.
He decided, however, that it would be better to have that second
glass later, as soon as he had finished telephoning.

"You've had a nicejab on your nose!" the waiter remarked
as he handed him his change. " A n accident, | take it?*

"Yes," sad Pamphile, "an accident. . ."

"Lucky you didn't break anything! And in some ways it's
better to cop it on the nose. It bleeds and swells, but it isn't
dangerous. Think of boxers. Y ou don't know Tom Krim, the
featherweight?"

"No," Pamphile replied, in no hurry whatever to go and hear
F<flix LacaTs voice at the other end of the wire. "Give me
mother glass.”

"Same as before?"

" "Yes" Pamphile said.
"To go back to Tom Krim, | saw him coming along one
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morning, just here where you are, with his noe all purple,
almog likeyours is now. '"Well," | sid to him, 'you've had a
nagy knock training!" And what d'you think he told me! It
was his bes girl, that big fat Fernande, that had given him a
swing right aoress his dial!"

"Here now," Pamphile said abrupdy, "herés what | owe.
And tell me where the telephone is"

"Along there, to the right, then to the right again, pag the
w.cs  And watch out—it's dark. Don't go and bang your
noe againg that door. It'sbad enough already!"
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from his racquet in a swift, unswerving flight along one of the
lines, impossible to return. To each one of his pupil's attacks he
had an answer, and seemed to know in advance what he in-
tended to attempt.

"Cols is terrific," Alberte said. "It's magnificent, that pre-
cision of his."

"It's simply professiond play," Bob replied, "which has be-
come purely automatic. When it gets to that dtage, it's just
work.'

"Work which is done with great eas2”

"Certainly, | agree with you! But it is work, all the same
We come here for pleasure, and that young fellow to make
money. For all we know, he may be more bored than any-
thing dsg and be wishing he was up in the mountains, or
fishing."

"But his being here, in a place like this, is really a necessty,
isn'tit?"

"Yes, Albe, itis. Butyou've got to put him where he belongs,
and not get hypnotized about him. What looks like talent has
often meant alot of sweating and swotting. For rea superiority
you have to look elsewhere."

"Where do you place it, then, Bob?"

"1t means putting yourself above talent, and making use of
it for your own pleasure."

"“And what about merit, Bob?"

"Merit, Albe, is sometimes a great bore. It stinks of the school -
master and the specidist, merit doess The man who is realy
superior should take his right place everywhere, that is, one of
equality with the most important person—and he should do so
without effort."

"Then do riches come highest of all?" Alberte Euffe asked.

"Wait a moment!" said Bob. "Wealth ought not to be in
the hands of just anybody, indiscriminately. The management of
wealth may need more taent than anything else."

They were now moving towards the cloakroom.

"By the way, Albe," Bob asked, laughing, "how is the old
rasccal?"

He was speaking of M. Congant Euffe and his notorious way
of living, which was common property in Grenoble. The young
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people had adopted this manner of speech for referring to the
follies and absurdities of their elders.

"Fatherisstill being agreat worry to us," Albertesaid. "And
how is the noble Count?"

"The Count has been in excellent form for some weeks padt.
Present-day society disgusts him more than ever. He feds ex-
tremely sorry for me and my own future in that same noisome
society."

"Do you think you are so much to be pitied, Bob?"

"That depends . . . There's that great big question, you know

-Happiness. . . ."

"Happiness," Alberte said. "Why, that ought to be such a
simple matter!"

"For you!" sad Bob, as with gentle fingers he put back in
place awisp of dark hair which had fallen over the girl'sforehead.

As he did this he looked at her, with arather enigmatic smile.
There was a whole host of questions which they were on the
point of asking each other, and might well be sarious questions,
perhaps decisive. But that morning Bob wished to avoid any
sort of anxiety, even though it related to an affair of the heart
the happy issue of which was, he felt, hardly in doubt. So he
merely asked her:

AShower-bath?"

"Yes," Albertesaid. "Andyou?"

"Yes, |I'll have one too. Shall we meet here at ten to?" he
asked, looking at his wrist-watch.

"Right you are, ten to. Whoever'sfirst waits for the other."

"Are you meaning to be late?"

"No, but women take longer to get ready, just a little
longer.. ."

"Because of their tender beauty?'

"That beauty that's always having to be patched up! Well,
perhaps..."

"While men, with their well-known ugliness..."

"Their ugliness!"

In this exclamation there had been a touch of sincere indigna-
tion, which made her blush, thus betraying the fact that she
thought Bob de Bazair very handsome; of mis, he himself had
been in no doubt for along time past. Alberte retreated hastily
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to the ladies cloakroom to hide her embarrassment Bob de
Bazair, pleased with the little incident, made his way quite
calmly to the men's dressing-room, which was desarted. He
undressed rapidly, and as soon as he was under the shower,
murmured to himself:

"Alberte is at the top of her form just now! And her figure
hes come on splendidly since last year .. . and very pretty skin.
... the Silken Net really has produced something lovely!"

He dried himself and lighted a cigarette. Then, as he was
putting on his silk shirt and knotting his tie with care, his
thoughts turned once more to the march of events as it affected
himself, and the favourable turn it had taken. But he was in
no hurry to bring matters to a head. He still had plessures to
enjoy before finally making his future secure. In the meantime
he need do nothing but retain firm possesson of those affections
which wereto give hisown life a sffe and solid foundation.

Bob de Bazair had had some dogged fights with the examiners
for his bachelor's degree, and these had lasted for severd years.
By clever cribbing he had twice been successful in the written
examination in the first part, but had aways been hopelesdy
ploughed in the vivavoce, where little notes are no help. These
experiences made him declare that the examination for this
degree, a test which gave an unfair advantage to chatterboxes,
was an institution which would prove fata to the future of
France. Since hethus criticized thisinstitution, he had no choice
but to give it a wide berth and despise the diploma which it
confers. After his failure for the firth time Bob adopted this
uncompromising attitude for good and all. He must finish his
education by other methods.

Thisyoung man, however, was by no meansafool. But he had
a horror of effort, and of everything which gives a man an
appearance of working hard or of being subject to authority.
He took little trouble over anything except the pursuit of
pleasure, and not much over that, for he did not like pleasure
to result in fatigue. His rea talent lay in his membership of a
noble family and bearing its name, even though name and
family were threatened with beggary at no distant date, thanks
to the de Bazairs of bygone days, all of whom had squandered
money right and left with the splendid jauntiness and unconcern
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of their dass, treating wealth as a jade who would awaysyield
complacendy to any advances they might make. These gende-
men wrought havoc one and all in feminine hearts, they were
dauntless lovers, disastrous husbands—and they were worshipped.

Bob's father, the Count de Bazair, had been a cavalry officer,
first, because he had a liking for uniforms and horses, and
secondly with a view to seduction of the indispensable heiress;
but his whims and fancies, his vagaries as a noble lord had not
allowed him to reach a higher rank than that of captain. The
battle of Morhange put an end to all his military duties. In that
battle he was so badly wounded in the hip that he coul d never ride
again. This once shininglightat horse shows went in the worst
possible temper to live in retirement at his estate at Champagnier,
where he owned an old family country seet. Unfortunately, the
expenses attendant on a few hundred square yards of roofs ate
up the proceeds of many acres of land, while there were certain
unprincipled individualswho were merely reinforcements of the
bad process initiated by the roofs. Of his wife's badly mis-
handled fortune there was barely enough left even to enable
him to end hisdaysin plainliving. Nevertheless he completely
refused to abandon any of that haughty demeanour which
enabled him to flaunt his contempt of the millionaires of Gren-
oble, whose only armorial bearings were the trademarks of their
firms. So far as he was concerned, anyone who sold anything
was a clodhopper. His contempt was equally divided between
the glove trade, chocolates, cement, biscuits, Italian pastry, and
the manufacturing industries in genera—for everything that
contributed to the fortunes of Grenoble. He was a royalist and
a Catholic on principle, a subscriber to the Action Frangaise aso
on principle, without, however, reading that publication, for he
read nothing at all, leaving all such pedantry to "those little
pettifogging priests." Such was his designation for learned young
men. Neither did hisreligion include observance of the Church's
rites. So far as he was concerned, one either had or had not been
born in the gutter, and nothing d<e really counted. The Count
was accustomed to come to Grenoble in a tilbury drawn by a
splendid grey horse which he drove himself, wearing a monocle,
gloves, light-coloured gaiters, and various soft felt hats of
inimitable design. To the whole town he was known as "the
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Count," the most representative sample of a society which is
now no more, and againg which the Vizille assambly and a
certain Grenoble newspaper dealt the first decisive blows.

With such afather as this, the future of Bob de Bazair was as
little assured as it could possibly be. But tradition required the
de Bazairs to marry. For the pagt two or three hundred years
the men of this family had not lived otherwise. Bob could try
his luck in this direction, for he possessed those things which
had aways got the men of his family out of their difficulties—
an attractive appearance, the bearing of a young prince whom it
is an honour to know, arather engaging indifference of manner,
the ethical code of aknight errant, and a smiling egoism.

And thus it was that at the age of twenty-five it was Bob de
Bazair's turn to be giving his mind to the career of marriage.
Theimportant thing was that the young lady should be wel | off,
and in a position to make an immediate financial contribution
toamarriagewhichwould giveher aocessto anillustriousnuptial
couch, and thus bring her great glory and afelicity that might
well be envied. The girl's descent did not enter into the matter.
The de Bazairs were so enamoured of their own lineage, so
certain of its ascendancy over any other with which it might
become united, that misaliances held no fears for them. They
adopted the lady as well as her money and then, if the worst
came to the worst, cold-shouldered the family. Moreover, these
g]ié(e%d marriages are often a source of strength to an ancient

reed.

But das since 1918 socid evolution has been advancing in a
most unfortunate direction, and it is now becoming a very
difficult matter to live without doing any work at all! Fortunes
are melting away in taxes, deductions of various kinds, bad
investments, decreeses in value, and swindles of every sort,
including those by the State. No one will work for you now,
and the farmers put the finishing touch to your ruin. It was
seeming impossible to Bob de Bazair that he should be abdle to
live comfortably, even with a rich wife, unless he did a little
work. Fortunately, a relation of his, a M. de Saint-Romain,
was the principal representative at Grenoble of an insurance
company, the "Rainbow." As he was getting on in years,
this gentleman had an idea of taking his de Bazair great-nephew
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into the business, preparatory to relinquishing the entire control
to him. This taking over of the busness would be a matter of
some hundreds of thousands of francs. It might be the first use
—and what a sound, what a worthy one—to which a dowry
could be put. . . .

Bob de Bazair's conception of insurance was that of a decora-

tive profession, based entirely on on€'s circle of acquaintance.
He happened to be a perfect dancer, a good swimmer; he went
in for winter sports, was regularly to be seen on the Riviera,
his clothes were all that a man's should be, and he was greatly
sought after on account of his family name. Furthermore, he
had just spent severa years of frequenting bars, casnos, and other
)laces where ladies of easy virtue abound. By medium of these
atter aman may very quickly be on terms of "my dear fellow"
with people of considerable importance, with means that enable
them to finance feminine beauty; and it becomes difficult, where
an insurance policy is in question, not to give preference to a
young man who knows all about your little secret escgpades in
the establishments of the district, at Pont-de-Claix, Sassenage,
Rives, Villars-de-Lans, etc. As between men who have know-
ledge of each other's lgpses and departures from principles out-
wardly professed, busness transactions are notably expedited.
As for liaisons which have to be carefully conceded, it is well
known that they are a source of thousands of previously un-
premeditated life insurances. . . .

Bob de Bazair was by no means indisposed to keep pace with
the times in which he lived, and he felt the Count to be rather
an old fossil. He had a certain admiration for M. EufFes
achievements in the wording of advertisements, for the vulgar
talent he had for continually arousing covetous desres in house-
wives' breests. He reasoned thus: "As the Silken Net supplies
everything, why should it not do the same for insurance policies?
Thereisstill alot to bedonewiththe proletariat. Itisastratum
of society that has not been sufficiendy prospected; and it needs
to be given an instinct for small savings." Bob himself tried
his hand at the persuasive style and drew up alluring circulars
the general theme of which was: " The Silken Net will take care
of your old age" "The Rainbow will illumine your declining
years," etc. It must be added that this was the only kind of work



40 TheEuffelnheritance

to which he tied himself down, and in which moreover he was
often halted by difficulties of syntax unsuspected by him when
beginning his task. But he was the son of a horseman, a horse-
man himsdf; he deared the obstade boldly. It is true that the
French language has become an easy-going young woman ever
snce she took up the dreet-walker's professon in the daily pres
And Bob knew an easy way of overcoming the little worries
of editorship: he would engage a man with a university degree
at 1,500 francs a month. Society, thank Heaven, was not yet in
wu<h a disordered date that one could not get cheap the srvices
of some young prig, a passr of examinations and drunk with
knowledge!

The central point and pivot of this fine programme was the
heart of Alberte Euffe, the trend of its emations, its ardent love.
So far as that was concerned Bob felt happy and at eass for
that heart, which had been his chattd already for a long time
pag, desired nothing so much as binding avowals and the mutual
plighting of a troth. The young de Bazair knew that he was
completely free to choose the hour for this and it was of &
purpose that he had postponed it, though Alberte's gentle eyes
besought him often to keep her languishing no longer. But the
de Bazairs, pas mages of diplomacy in affairs of the heart, had
aflair for the right moment in these matters, and knew exactly
how to heighten feminine uneasness till it reached a point where
it became unreasoning, touching, intense. No, there was no
immediate hurry. ...

There were some nasty rumours afloat in Grenoble, probably
exaggerated like all the others about his neighbour which man
likes to gread abroad. People were saying that M. Euffe was
behaving outrageoudy and spending large sums of money on
RiriJumier, and that if thissort of thing wereto continue much
longer there might be some bitter aurprisss in sore for his hers.
The feet that his fair hopes for the future were apparently well-
founded had at first restrained Bob from hastening to enfold his
tender Albertein aloving embrace. Then, later, he discovered
excdlent reasons for not alarming himsdf over the rumours
which malicious tongues were reading everywhere. The fact
of his having been to a certain source to get his information
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worriedhimat all, and herelied on his usua good luck to bring
about the happiest possible solution. A man who is genuinely
loved has enormous forces of persuasion at his disposa, and the
gods are his friends.

It was Alberte Euffe who was ready first, and knocked at the
door of the men's changing-room.

"Hullo, Bob! Have you gone to deep?'

Charming Alberte! There she was, waiting for him, fresh
and smiling, in a light-coloured frock which showed off her
graceful figure. She had an air of confidence and of happiness,
of submissveness and tender love. The weather was so lovely,
the sky so blue, that Bob de Bazair decided to make a slight
departure from his present plan of campaign.

'Albe," he said, 'Til take you on my motor-bike. Let us
go and have a cocktail at Pont-de-Claix, by the river. The
mountains are lovely there."

"What about my bicycle?"

"Y ou can pick it up again here when | drop you, later on."

"I must be home by hdf-past twelve at the latest."

"Oh, but you will be, Albe! Unless it bores you, what I'm
suggesting?"

"Frightfully!" shesaid, with aslight blush which, beginning
at her eyes, made her temples pink.

Bob de Bazair liked calling forth that little blush, atoken of
his ascendancy over arich and pretty heress. He saized Alberte's
hand, alittle hand still damp from its grasp of the racquet, and
which submissively pressed his own.

"Come on," he said, "we'll just dip away without saying
anything to the others."

He took her off along a by-path. But the noise of the motor
gave them away.

"An abduction!" was heard in the acid tones of Maud
Cremieux, the daughter of the "Crenieux Stores' in Gambetta
Avenue, a plain girl with red hair, and a treacherous creature,
who at that moment was lying stretched out and displaying the
very white skin of her legsto apoint which bordered on extreme'
indecency.

"Whoisit?"

"Bob and Alberte on the same machine"
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"Well, I never! It really looks as though something might
come of this!"

"She's crazy about him!"

"I pity her."

"But look here—ther€'s a pretty fair number of girls as keen
as anything on Bob. | don't se that Alberte is so much to be
pitied."

"l just wonder how far they go, those two..." Maud
Cremieux said. "Do you think that Alberte has given way
altogether? The Utde ninny woul d be quite capable of it. When
girls start staring at boys with that sort of damp look in their
eyes. . ."

"Never mind, my dear, it'll be awedding in the best Grenoble
style. Nice loud peds of bells."

"Do you think that Bob will swallow that grocery business?'

"W hy shouldn't he? He'll have to make up his mind to take
up something or other in order to live, and the de Bazairs have
aways been fortune-hunters, for all those grand airs they put
on. And if he wants comfort and an assured future—well, the
Silken Net can give him all that. The father has guaranteed it
to his customers, and the daughter will se that Bob getsiit."

"What will Alberte's dowry be, do you think?"

"There'stalk of amillion, at the very least."

"That is certainly enough to be going onwith. Butyoudon't
get very far with a million nowadays!

"Later on there will be the profits from all those endless
branchess And for Alberte, who darted life as a grocer's
daughter, the prospect of being a Countess some day is a dis-
tinctly pleasant one. | shouldn't wonder if she thinks of that
sometimes."

"She? No, my ideais that shes hopdesdy gone on him, and
that that's all thereistoit.”

"| fthat's o, all | can say is, 'Lucky Bob!' The dowry is
one worth having, and Alberte is a pretty girl, with a charming
character.”

"Y outhink 9? Well, there may be menwho like that type,
after all. But shes aflabby, soft creature!"

"Don't you be too sure about that! | believe myself that she's
a most enterprising, resourceful sort of girl."
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"A glly little gopoe—hut your willing dave. Exactly as you
like them to be, gentlemen!*

"Yes, but when they're too clever, you know .. ."

"1 don't think Bob will bein any danger on that score But
difficulties might crop up dsewhere”

"What do you mean, my dear?"

"Don't play the village idiot. Y ou undergand perfectly. Do
you suppoe we know nothing of your goingson? You're only
too glad to boag about them, you boys, the whole lot of you!

At about midday Bob de Bazair dropped Alberte at the
entfance gate of the Lediguieres tennis club, where she recovered
her bicycle and returned to the town. He himsaf darted off
again on his machine, which took him in a few minutes to the
bar of the Majegtic. There he found some young men of his
own age, perched up on the high sods Whilejoking with them
he scanned every nook and corner of the room. There was a
young woman stting alone at one of the tables, and she made
adisreg 9gn to him beforerising from her sat.  She was smart,
with a good figure, and there was a graceful swaying of the hips
as hewalked. Bob in his turn made for the cloakrooms, where
the young woman was waiting for him. It was Riri Jumier.
She ssamed greatly disturbed, and without preamble e said
tohim:

" The old man's dead!"

"The old man's dead?' Bob repeated after her, not under-
ganding. " What old man?"

"Old EufFel" she exclaimed. "1 haven't got a regiment of
them!"

"But I've onlyjust left..." said Bob. "Thatistosy ... |
thought | saw him. Where did he die? At your place?'

"No, thank goodness But not far away. | want to talk to
you serioudy.”

An unfortunate point about Grenoble is that it has a very
crowded centre, where nothing that happens exapes the notice
of the inhabitants, whose tongues are even more intensvely em-
ployed than their eyes. To preserve an incognito there would be
an impossibility, and no confidential talk could ever fail to arouse
curiogty.
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" Shall we meet again at the Beauty Spot?' Riri said.

It was a good restaurant, in the avenues of Pont-de-Claix.
But it had the disadvantage of being in the direction of the
Lesdiguifcres tennis club, and the proximity of that place made
Bob feduncomfortable.

"No," he said, "cut along straight to Sassenage”

'To Parendel's?'

"Too many people one knows! There's a danger of being
spotted there."

"Oh," sad Riri, "now that he's dead thereés not athing |'m
afraid of ."

But thisdid not suit Bob at all.

"Yes, but that doesn't prevent its being quite the wrong
moment for you to be seen about," Bob said. 'Take atram. |
shall go along independently, and we'l | meet at the Hotel Faure,
on the right as you arrive. We can lunch in the little courtyard,
if there aren't many people about..."

"Doyoulikeme? ' Riri asked suddenly.

"Don't ak me such improper questions, now please!” Bob
replied. "You're a widow of a tew hours standing, just re-
member that!"

"Do you want meto cry?"

"A widow—and out of ajob!" Bob said severely. "Hardly
an occasion for rejoicing."

"1 have had time to cash my cheque," Riri Jumier said.

"How much?"

"Fifty thousand ..."

"That's the last thing you'lI* get from the Silken Net. So—
be careful!"

"There's the insurance policy besides. .."

"Y ou are certain there is one?"

"Absolutely"

"Very well, then, keep quiet about it. And look out for the
heirs..."

"1'd like to s them trying to lay afinger on me! There'd
be the devil to pay, | can tell you!"

Within the restricted areg, like that of a crucible hemmed in
by mountains, in which the skein of life at Grenoble is con-
tinuoudy unwound, it would have been difficult for the most
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prominent young woman of the gayer drdes of the town, and
the young man the mogt attractive to women of them all, not
to have come into contact with each other. The bestowal on
Bob of feminine favours came to him by a natural and inevitable
prooess compounded of thexe ladies vanity, jealousy, and desre
He took thexe favours and resgned them, doing both with a
carefree if kindly indifference, varying his pleasures and studi-
oudy avoiding any shadkles of a love affair that would become
embarrassing some day in the future. His feminine admirers
knew of this dangerous quality of his But his approval of the
girls and young women of Grenoble—its degree and the extent
to which it was ssm in public—was the final touchgone of ther
attractiveness and good looks. The caresss of the young de
Bazair gave them more confidence in their own charms And
he was commonly supposed to have so many love affairs that
he was thereby enabled to exape the anxieties and the loss of
freedom which every Uaison involves. This happy date of
affairs gave him indulgent little harems which provided him
with convenient opportunities, and suitable to his mood at the
moment, all over the town.

From the day when, thanksto M. Euffe, Riri Jumier had begun
to occupy the postion of a dar in the gay life of Grenable, it
became in a way indispensable that this digtinction should be
confirmed by Bob. On this occason, however, that young

endeman required much persuason and many advances before
e would consnt to bestow the lag and only jewel ill lacking
in thetriumphant Riri's crown. Thiswasjust the way to drive
her half-mad with resentment and at the same time make her as
mild and gentle as alamb. Bob de Bazair, while continuing to
amile and be charming, was a pag mader at putting the bit on
young women too sure about their "sex appeal." He was more
of a dar himsdf than thexe ladies, with the advantage—which
they had not—of good birth, and he wished them to make no
migake about it. When Riri had reached a proper date of
humility, hewasthen quite prepared to make himsdf repongble
for completing an education which was threatening to come to
adead gop if it wereto beleft soldy in thehandsof M. Congtant
Euffe, who had none whatever of the qualities of Lauzun or of
Casanova.
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Besides her physical charms Riri had plenty of intelligence,
and she redlized how immensely useful a young man like Bob
could beto her. He could raise her from her satus of an ordinary
"tart" to that of a demi-mondaine of a superior dass

"It will be from the age of thirty onwards," Bob sad to her,
"that you will get your chance. Asfor red talent, either you've
got it or you haven't. The profession has to be learnt, and it
takes along time. The 'houses' are full of very pretty girlswho
have been too stupid to learn their job of being courtesans, and
who will never be any more than cattle."

"Thereissuch athing asluck, Bob?"

"The only people luck does anything for are those who
deserve it. In every suooess it's the personal element that counts.
That element is sometimes quite hidden away, and other people
don't seit at all. Itis quite possble that some day you may be
held in great esteem. It's up to you to make that your object.
And whatever dse you do—-don't go and fall in love!"

"You're the only boy I love, or ever have loved."

"Well, that's quite sfe. | shal cure you when the right time
comes."

"Y ou'll leave meinthelurch?"

"Of course | shalll We could only be an embarrassment to
each other inlife. Y ou would be a constant failure if | were still
in the offing, and | couldn't give you any compensation for
it. Andyou'd be the same drawback for me. So don't let there
be any ordinary, stuffy sentiment between you and me. And
nothing gets commonplace more quickly than love does."

Bob de Bazair did not regard his relations with Riri Jumier,
which he took care should not be too sustained and should take
their turnwith other affairs, asamounting to aliaison. Itwasno
more than a caprice, awhim, a convenient arrangement, a close
friendship carried to rather unusua lengths.

When Bob realized the lively interest taken in himself by
Alberte Euffe, he wondered whether he should give up Riri
altogether or merely s her less often. He chose the second
{dternative, saying to himself: "I am watching over thisfamily.
If papa Euffe were tempted to play the fool too hopeesdy, |
should be able to make Riri less greedy over what she gets out
of him." He sa himself up as an unseen protector of the Euffe
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younger generation. In any cae he knew, through the young
woman hersdf, that M. Euffes generosity was kept within
reasonable bounds and by no means on a scde likely to disturb
a well-established fortune. For Riri sometimes complained of
his being rather stingy.

"What do you get a year?' Bob asked.

"Oh, | don't know!—thirty-five, forty thousand . . ."

"Plus presents?

Or course.

"And there's that car of yours. Believe me, for Grenoble
that's good. Indeed, more than good."

"You think so?'

"Yes, | do. Thereisonly onetown, and that's Paris, where to
drag every penny you can out of the man who's keeping you is
an excellent advertisement. But here, at Grenoble, it would make
a very bad impression. Dauphine people don't like greedy
women. And if one day you have to get a successor to papa
Euffe . . . Just you wait, your time will come."

"But | shall be getting old!"

"In Paris the women most in the public eye are all about
forty. Don'tbeinahurry; it'ssticking to it that's most difficult.
Learn first of all what good manners really mean, get more
sdf-confidence. 1f you want to play the vamp's game it will
be a pretty uphill one!"

It was in these ways that Bob de Bazair had made a harmonious
combination of his pleasures, his comforts, and his ambitions,
with an elasticity of conscience natural to a young man who had
had ancedtors at the court of Versalles.

"The old man is dead—jug think of it! . . . Well, that dters
everything—everything—completely. ..."

This was the subject of Bob de Bazair's thoughts as he travelled
along the Ssssnege road at the foot of the mountains. His
motor-bicycle was leaving behind him a dipstream, not of air
but of lively sound, which seemed to be giving the machine its
abounding vitality and strength, which responded so readily to
the lever that projected shghdy from the handlebar. It was a
perfect time for speeding along in the sunshine through this
valley with its lovely tints. Bob, though his thoughts were of
death, found keen enjoyment in doing so.
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Only yeserday M. Euffe had been breathing, talking; only
yesterday he had been an active man, and with familiar ease
and uncondraint, a little paternally too, had been telling Riri
Jumier his litde worries, with numerous details of his family life,
his wife and children. Only yeserday M. Euffe repressnted a
s0lid bass, both social and financial, on which resed the lives
and futures of certain people, which in turn influenced those of
others It was in this way that the old gendeman's presance
supplied a landmark of safety for a certain frontier of Bob's own
life, gave a more favourable light to some dedlings of his . . .
And now all that was falling to pieces e . .

"You'll haveto gart thinking all over again, my dear boy . . ."

Bob began imagining Alberte among members of his own
family—Alberte whom he had I€ft only a little earlier, showing
such promise, looking so lovely ... Thanks to some copious
outpourings—things told in confidence by M. Euffe to Riri, and
by Riri to Bob—the young de Bazair had come to know the
Euffe family very well indeed.

" Of his children,” Riri reported, "his daughter Alberte is
the one he prefers. He says shés pretty and kind-hearted. He
would very much like to s her happy. She han't got Clemen-
tings awful character."

"Who is Clementine?"

"Mamma Euffel ' Oh," saysold Euffe, ' sheisa high-principled
woman, an irreproachable woman. She is ruled by her own
virtue. But her virtue is ruled by her liver, and her liver has
never worked properly. The workings of livers play parts of
outstanding importance in family life." '

Thumbnail sketches of this kind had often enlivened the con-
versations of Bob and Riri; and indeed it was through the misress
of M. Euffe that Bob's attention wasfir st of all drawn to Alberte,
and a good impresson of her obtained. Then, later, he saw the
young girl, and found that she had in full measure the gendeness
graightforwardness, and charm of which her father had spoken
%0 highly, with a fresh, radiant beauty, and a dear complexion
which could only banish any lingering suspicion that she might
have a defective liver!

Through Riri Jumier Bob further obtained some predse in-
formation on the real date of M. Euffés fortune. This was not
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becaue M. Euffe ever expressad himself fredy on that subject;
on the contrary he was extremely reserved in those matters. But
he would sometimes allow certain things to excgpe him in con-
versation which, when pieced together afterwards, furnished very
ussful dues

"Lifés an amazing thing!" Bob de Bazair sad to himsdf,
gaily accderating at the same time.

Thanks to Riri he had come to know the Euffe family inti-
matdy; and it was a0 thanks to her that the idea of assodating
himsdf more dosdy with them had occurred to him. It was
through her, also, that he was now feding a genuine friendship
for M. Euffe, a friendship which had a touch of filial affection
init, and was marked with gratitude to a man who had become
the father of a tender-hearted, exquiste child who would have
a dowry of a million francs and fine progpedts

If the bonds between these people should seam to be rather
too dosdy knit, the fault mus be asribed to the smallnes of
Grenoble and its fesble contingent of families of any real im-
portance. But it must be ¢ down to the credit of Bob de
Bazair that of all the people affected by the fate which had
overtaken M. Congant Euffe, he, with the exception of the
gentle, true-hearted Alberte, was the one whose grief was the
mogt sncere

"Poor old chap!" Bob murmured as the firs houss of
Sassnage came in sght. " Poor old daddy Euffe! It was idicotic
to dielikethat! And he just didn't dessrveit! There was a man
i/\/?o'd begun the lag few years to get a little pleasure out of

| e'..II

He said to himsdf that Alberte would be genuindy disressd.
He made up his mind to be as gende and kind to her as possble,
to kiss her and tell her there and then that he loved her, so that
the poor girl might have this consolation in her sorrow.

We have sen that even in the matter of riotousliving M. Euffe
was accugomed to walk warily. He was at that first dagein the
accumulation of a fortune at which the pleasure it procures is
primarily to watch the volume of capital seadily increasng, and
is so great that any wididrawal of that capital becomes a matter
for regret, of something very like pain. It istrue that M. Euffe,
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at the age of more than sixty, had very greatly increased his
private expenditure, but this was from motives of a very intimate
nature which, if any longer st asde, would mean a renunciation
for good and all of certain joys from which he had long
abstained.

Constious of having done much for his own family and
amased large sums of money for them, M. Euffe was henceforth
asured of being able to "have his fling' on a generous scae
He intended in any ca® that certain extraneous expenditure
should become the reward and privilege of a ripe age and many
years of hard work. Youth, he thougnt, has not yet earned the
right to indulge in certain whims and fandes which a are
more keenly enjoyed late in life. As regards his sins M. Euffe
congdered that they should have a solid education together with
certain redrictions in the matter of money, in order that the
boys should not lose sight of the necessty of personal effort.
So far, therefore, as they were concerned, he kept his liberality
within bounds, as he did in the case of M me Euffe. He was not
opposed to a certain amount of display in the family, which he
consdered necsssary for the ske of his firm's reputation; but
he kept a careful eye on the ddails of this display, as befitted a
man experienced in overhead expensss accountancy, and the
handling of advertissment. In his opinion, a fortune 4ill in its
period of growth should be safeguarded in every possble way,
and protected againg the abusss and squandering which ruined
the arigocrats in former days

It may be said that in every regpect M. Euffe gave evidence
of foresight, that quality so indigpensable to organizers and those
at the head of affairs |f he was accusomed to make presents of
aums which allowed only for careful and well-regulated expen-
diture, he neverthdess kept congantly in view the possbility of
ome unforeseen drcumstance which would keep him far from
his family and his usual activities. In the cass therefore, of people
closdly dependent on him, he supplied them with the means of
providing againg his absence It was thus that he had entrusted
M me Euffe on the one hand, and Riri Jumier on the other, with
a cheque aready filled in and dgned to which in case of need
they would only have to add the date of paying in. It was a
depost on trud, and in Jianding it to them he had made the
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same precautionary remark to each: "People can diddle me
once. But never twicel" For safety's sske M. Euffe, not wishing
to burden thee two consdences with temptations too painful
to bear, aked from time to time to se thee cheques before
giving out the money required for ordinary current expenditure.

The two cheques each dightly antedated, were paid in on
the very day of M. Euffés death. They were handed in over the
countersof abank in the Place Victor-Hugo, thefirst oneat about
eleven-thirty in the morning and the ssoond shortly after two
odock, by two ladies one of whom was young, smart and
soented, and the other elderly and dour; both of them appearing
somewhat nervy and anxious while the cheques were going the
rounds of the different departments for verification. In these two
people so well known in Grenoble some of the bank's employess
had no difficulty in recognizing the midress and the wife of
M. Euffe. This immediately did away with any difficulty or
suspicdon. A sum of 50,000 francs was accordingly paid out to
Riri Jumier and a smilar sum to M me Euffe shortly afterwards.
At the times at which thee payments were being effected, M.
Euffe's death was known only to a very small number of people
in Grenable.

When this death was made known to the public in the news-
papers of the following day, an employee of the bank, thinking
of the transactions of the day before, sought out the manager
and drew his attention to the fact that M. Euffeés account had
been depleted to the extent of a hundred thousand francs on the
very day on which the holder had died. It seemed a srange
coincidence. The cheques were examined once more, but there
was no doubt that the sgnatures were genuine. Furthermore,
these payments could well be in accordance with former inten-
tions on the part of the deceased. And the fact that the widow
hersdf had paid in was sufficent guarantee that these transactions
had been regular and above-board.

"It's a drange thing all the same" the clerk observed, with a
touch of shynessand cunning in histone.

"You never know what may happen..." the manager
answvered evasvely. " I't may bejust a matter of arrangements,
of family arrangements.”

"1t goes along way beyond the family ..."
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"Well then, of arrangements made on the family's behalf!
And it's not our busness, anyway." Thus the manager cut the
discussion short.

He was anxious, in front of an employee, not to show the
dlightest disloyalty to the memory of a man who had had very
large deposits at his bank and paid in big sums every month. The
handling of other people's money necesstates discretion and a
wide understanding of private needs.

But this bank manager himself spoke the same evening of these
two cheques at a certain restaurant where, together with a few
men of importance in the town to whom he acted as financial
adviser, he was having a cocktail and playing a game. This
indiscretion of his was repesated at some of the nearest tables and
quickly spread throughout Grenaoble.

Far from doing Riri harm, the story of the cheque added to
her reputation and brought her a fresh crop of good opinions
and some real esteem. People wondered at such a pretty person
having shown hersdlf, at a difficult juncture, to be awoman no
less capable than Mme Euffe hersdf, with her reputation for
austerity and constant attendance at church. The men sang her
prasss loudly to each other. And thee encomiums were re-
flected on the dead man.

"That old rascd Euffe made a good shot when he chose her
for hislitdelady!"

"He had an astonishing gift for spotting things—everything!"

"He had afirst-ratebrain! Very litde education but a first-
rate brain. He trained himself, really."

"And it was sporting of him to nave left the girl enough to
keep her going."

' Yes, it was!" so all these gendemen agreed.

"And she must have deserved it for him to have doneit."

"Y es, she must have, that's almost certain. Pretty girl!"

"Very pretty girl!"

It is difficult for a citizen who is growing in importance not
to be assigned to some category or other by his contemporaries.
M. Constant Euffe had occupied at Grenoble a position so
prominent that he could hardly hope to be immune from public
opinion, and he was bound to take this into account During
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his lifetime it had been M. Euffés congant endeavour to give
satifaction to two interests frequently hogtile to each other. The
director of the Silken Net was glad enough to come into line
with the families of high socia standing, to whose leve the
congandy increasing total of his asds was bringing him near,
and he greatly hoped to become united with them through his
desoendants in course of time. But he had no wish to sacrifice
the popularity he enjoyed in working-cdass digricts and in the
country. His intention was to remain the benefactor of the
oottages and the humbler homes. For thisreason he had abstained
from poalitical activity of every kind, and from any open ad-
herence to, or drong expresson of, sodial or reigious convic-
tions. In thesewayshehad madefriendsfor himsdf everywhere.
This line of conduct resulted in his receiving some very warm
poshumouseulogies.

On the day after the accident, the Dauphine Gazette published
an important obituary notice of M. Congant Euffe, the founder
of the Silken Net, a judge in the Commercial Court, Presdent
of the Asociation of Provision Merchants and of the Consumers
Friendly Society, Vice-presdent of the Dauphin6é Automobile
Club and of the Departmental Federation of the Sporting
Asxciation of the Isere, an honorary member of the Society of
Friends of the Arts at Grenoble, of the Dauphine Alpine Club,
of the Grenable Football Club, of the Dauphiné Cycling and
Touring Asociation, etc.

The readers of the notice were reminded of the fine career
of this upright and enterprising man, of this great and indefatig-
able worker, upon whom the smiles of Fortune had been so
judtifiably bestowed. High praise was given to the novelty of
his conceptions, his feding for sodial evolution, and his congant
solicitude for the welfare of those in humble drcumstances, all
of which was sem in his supply of the poorer dass of housawife
not only with exceptional fadilities in the purchase of provisons,
but with nutritious articles of food hitherto unknown in Dau-
phine. " I n speaking of M. Euffe," thisjournal wrote, " we wish
to pay our tribute to the lustre of a prosgperity which had its
origin in the service of the people by a man who himself came
from the people, and derived all his own vigour from that
source; who usad all the strength he possessd for the attainment
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of a gngle object—to saaure for working people comfort and
dignity of a nature calculated to raise their ¢andard of life. M.
Congant Euffe never deserted the liberal convictions of his
younger days. He bears away with him the gratitude of those
who worked under him and of the multitude of his cusomers,
whose guide and friend he was, within the framework of a
democracy which has brought the blesings of civilization even
to the tiniest hamlets in our lovely valleys'

The other Grenoble newspapers published artides couched in
smilar terms, except that they laid speda emphads on this or
that merit of M. Euffe, which varied with the shade of their own
political opinions. Thus The Republic wrote in the following
terms. " As he rose higher and higher in public eteem, as the
reputation of hisfirm soread far and wide and his influence was
felt over an area that was continually increasng, M. Euffe
found himself better and better able to define his attitude in face
of those conflicts of opinion, of ideas and of bdiefs by which
society of the presnt day is so dangeroudy shaken. It was due
to this that his children were brought up in the great non-State
educational etablishments in this part of the country, and that
M me Euffe, to whom we now offer our respectful sympathy,
has for long years pas taken her place among those people of
consquence in our town who have won appreciation by ther
deadfas adherence to Chrigtian principles and their devotion to
good works. M. Euffe had won the friendship and eteam of the
great families of Grenoble and identified hisinterests with theirs,
keeping steadily aloof from all pernicious tendendesto mob rule.
He nad a strongly developed s of orderliness and discipline,
of the place that each person should occupy in the social scheme
and with hisdeparturewebid farewell to a"man who, among the
body of employersin thisdigtrict, wasafineand striking figure."

Lastly, the secretary of the Dauphine Academy, who was a
dose friend of the family, had contributed to the Despatch an
article which attracted much attention, and from which the
following is an extract. " M . Congant Euffe would have been
entirdy worthy of a place among us Doubtless his intellectual
faculties wer e absorbed in the management of a vast and fruitful
undertaking. But each time he took up his pen it was to write
down some picturesque and vivid smtencss in which he made
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clear, in a manner sometimes audacious, aways striking, the
close connection which exigts between a sound and well-bal anced
family expenditure and the moral well-being of the members.
He never grew weary of trying to educate, and was continually
showing how anxious he was to improve his own knowledge in
order to communicateit to others. Inthisway hisinfluence over
large bodies of people was profound. In this way M. Euffe was
both sociologist and thinker, and | have no fear of saying that
therewasatouch of MontesguieuinthisFelix Potin of Grenoble!"

The effect of these printed encomiums, spread abroad in
thousands of copies, was to surround the death of M. Euffe with
an appropriate atmosphere of grief, and to bring to those nearest
to the deceased a consciousness of his merits which familiarity
with these, together with little family wrangles and friction, had
made them forget. Taking note of the universal esteem to which
public condolences bore witness, they began a private summing-
up of all they owed him: their fine apartment in Victor-Hugo
Square, their magnificent properties of Bougueron and M ont-
bonnot, their houses and edaes their entire freedom from
financial worries which was helping them in their bereavement
and leaving each one of them with a fair prospect of a com-
fortable future.

Reading all those notices, even Riri Jumier became conscious
of having played a part, thanks to M. Euffés patronage, in
Grenoble society, a by no means insignificant part even though
shehad to remainin the background so far as ordinary family life
was concerned.

"He really was somebody!" she sad to hersdf.

She cut out the newspaper articles and put them away together
with some small objects which had belonged to the dead man.
She did not yet know—it would depend on circumstances—
whether she would have to expunge M. Euffe from her pagt, or
continue to asxociate him with it, as a display of affection that
might show her previous history in afavourable light.

Pondering on the uncertainty of her future, Pari went out to
do her marketing, a task which she often undertook because of
its association with respectable and homely virtues. She entered
the grocer's shop in the Place Condorcet with which she was
accugomed to deal, when the owner, a woman who was always
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particularly gushing, greeted her coldly and said to her in a
upercilious manner:

'l have a small bill for you, mademoisele!”

There was nothing in the amount of the bill to worry Riri,
but the tone of voice offended her. Having finished her pur-
dhases and left the shop, it ssemed to her that there was a less
kindly atmosphere than usual in the sregt outsde, that she was
receiving fewer glances and friendly smiles. All of a sudden she
redlized that she was no longer under the protection of the
Silken Net, and that she would fed sadly the loss of consderation
—and credit—to which the tradespeople had accusomed her.

"Thedirty tricks are sarting already!" shethought to hersdf.

She returned to the Place M arval. On the ground floor of the
flats she found the concierge, who always gpoke very pleasantly
about M. Euffe. In a quite familiar tone of voice, the latter said:

"Well, it's a loss for you, that it is you poor young lady!"

"Yes. .." sid Pari.

" |t does alter things, a death likethat! And what about your
flat: you're not thinking of leaving, are you? | happen to know
some people who've got their eye on it, and who d pay well if
they took it over."

" I'm not thinking of it,” Riri said, "not at the moment,
anyhow."

"Oh very well then," the concierge said, "you think you'll
be gaying on at Grenoble even after what's happened, and
carrying on as before? Well, they do say that everyone knows
his own budnes beg. But if you should change your mind
you might remember those people who are wantin your flat.
Money's no object with them—mat's the sort they are.”

Having reached home, Riri had a fedling that her londiness
would be unbearable. Thiswas just the moment when she must
guard againg allowing the whole of Grenoble to se her over-
whelmed by the blow e had just receved. She made her
toilet with goecial care. Then she went out again, intending to
make for the centre of thetown by way of therue Thiers. It was
nearly midday when she reached the Place Victor-Hugo. She
then walked resolutely along the pavement in front of die cafes
wher e she was consdous of being the cynosure of all eyes, and
had little doubt that her namewas on everyoneslips. She came
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through this ordeal, which lased the whole length of the rue
Felix-Poulat, with suces

At the Dauphins restaurant, where her entrance made a snss
tion, she chose a amall tablenot far from the orchestra, and began
to turn over the pages of a magazine with which she had pro-
vided hersdf. She was waiting.

A littlelater Bob de Bazair camein, and a rapid glance round
the room was sufficent to enable him to se who was there, and
to take in the dtuation. Acting in the most natural way, he
went up to the londly young woman's table, and after a correct
and formal salutation said to her, gpeaking in rather loud, clear
tones:

"Dear lady, you mustn't gay and st there all alone. Come
over andjoin us do."

He led her to a table at which a number of young men were
sitting, all of them regular vistors to the resaurant and none of
them over thirty. There was young Barge, Italian padry bus-
nes young Piganon, son of the biscuit manufacturer; the
Lideux brothers, in the cement busness Roger Mivois and
CharlesMorton, glovetrade; Simon Cremieux, of the Cremieux
Sores Luc Noguier, of the big jeweller's egablishment in
the Place Grenette; and Jacgues Courtil, hydraulic engineering.
That isto sy, a collection of young men who represmnted alarge
proportion of the wealth of Grenoble. Their hair was oiled and
brushed with care, their dothes were of the smartest. Each face
bore an expresson which was evidence of an unshakeable con-
viction on the part of its owner that he was an important young
man with all his wits about him. Their respective motor-cars
were sanding outsde.

The efect of Bob de Bazair's manoeuvre was to determine
Riri Jumier'snew datus For all that her protector had vanished
frotn the soeng <he had not fallen from her high etate and
jealousy mug bideitstime before attempting revenge. Now that
these smart youths had welcomed her at their table, she ventured
to scrutinize the other people present. A few Martini cocktails
completed the process of restoring her sdf-confidence. Further*
more, she had quite sufficient means to keep her going. People
are never really defeated except by hunger.
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Bob de Bazair's behaviour, on the occason of M. Euffes
death, wasperfect, and in hiscaethiswas pecially praiseworthy.
For this young man had such a horror of sadness and worry
and trouble that he srenuoudy avoided the spectade of illness
and death, of sorrow and mourning, in the same way as he kept
gernly aloof from solemn ceremonies, ugly people, lachrymose
old ladies, sntentious men, and garchy conventions. To him
grief seamed aways belittling and often absurd. He fet his
good health to be sufficent protection againg physical blemish
of any kind. He believed in his own good luck and felt that to
go always whither his pleasure and inclinations led him was the
wises and sfet rule to follow.

Oneof the earliest to hagen to the Place Victor-Hugo, Bob de
Bazair behaved with such confident sdf-possesson, showed such
ddicacy and tact in his expressons of sympathy, that the family,
and especially the widow, were greatly impressad. She asked
who this young man was, so obvioudy a gentleman, whose
manners were a pattern of refinement and good breeding: the
grave, calm impassvity which seamed to radiate from him kept
all manifestation of grief within limits conssent with fauldess
bearing and behaviour. They realized that such ea® of manner
was not smply the reault of education; breeding alone could
have produced it. Mme Euffe was gready touched at seang
under her own roof the son of a proud nobleman, who was
generally thought to be unapproachable. She trembled with
emotion and pride when Bob, from the foot of the bed, lightly
sprinkled M. Euffés remains with holy water, and then came
and bowed before her and said:

"1 am a friend of your children. Believe me, madame, when
| tell you that my family feds for you sncerdy."

Bob then turned to Alberte, who was in tears and the look
which he gave her was so full of friendship, of intimate under-
standing, that the young girl's sobs broke out afresh. This excess
of gentle kindness became suddenly mingled with her over-
whelming grief, and at that moment the kindness proved more
devastating than the sorrow. Therein that room, in the presence
of death and in revolt againg it, an urgent, burning life force
was surging up within and threatening to ifle her. To fed and
know that she was beloved had become a necessty to her no
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less vital than food and drink. It was an irresgtible physcal
reaction, asnearly allied to fainting as to ssnsud desre and with
it there came welling up a great flood of tenderness on whose
aurface blurred and indistinct, there floated reflections of the
prograte body of M. Euffe, and in the foreground, dear and
well defined, the pale face of Bob de Bazair with fond and loving
e/es

"Y ou ought to take alittleres," Bob told her in gentle voice.

"Yes" sad Mme Euffe, "go and ret, my child. | mysdf
must day here. But you—you must go off.. ."

Then, filled with gratitudefor ayoung man who knew exacdy
theright thing to do and what to avoid at a tragic moment like
the present, he added these words:

"My children won't ligen to what | say. Take her away,
monseur, pleasd”

The two young people gole out of the room and entered the
rather dark antechamber through which vistors passd in and
out. Bob was holding Alberte's elbow as she moved along with
her head bent forward and her handkerchief covering her eyes
Sheturned asdein acorridor, opened a door, and Bob de Bazair
entered theroom with her.

"Isthisyour room?" he asked.

She nodded.

"Now you are going to be a very good girl, my little Albe.
You'rejust going to liedown and think of nothing at all. Come
along, now.'

As he was gpeaking he had taken hold of one of her shoulders
and was oftly stroking her chesk and her neck. His gentle
voice and the touch of his hand were the climax of the turmoil
into which Alberte's fedings had been thrown. Her legs began
to give way beneath her, her thoughts were in complete disarray,
and her body, relaxed and flagging, was being attracted, though
she knew it nat, to the kindly strength which was giving it sup-
port. Silent tears were flowing down her cheks while her
whole frame was shaken by degp-seated quivering and thrills,
and little faint, bardy audible sobs

"Oh, Bob, it's frightful! He died while we were playing
tennis..."

" Sh!" Bob said. " You mustn't think of that..."
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And as there is a certain category of events in which words
are of no avail, he sought out the spot where lay a heart too
filled with emotion, to soothe itsrapid beating.

And then it wasthat Alberte Euffewas stirred and shaken and
her whole body thrilled, and dowly, involuntarily, her fevered
lips united with those of Bob de Bazair, while a veil of oblivion
came down and blotted out the world, leaving them alone with
their wonder and delight that the curve of Alberte's breas was
charming, and that by its means the girl was feding a ir and
flow within her that was an abounding promise of happy days
to come.



CHAP. Ill: FILIAL UNDERSTANDING

AT her husand's funeral Mme Clementine Euffe attracted
lessattention by an appearance of grief which everyone expected,
than by a superb agrakhan mantle which came as a surprise to
thoxe in the know, who were perfectly aware of M. Euffes
intense didike of making expensve presnts

During the night before die funeral there had been a sudden
change of temperature. I n the morning there was a chilly, cutting
wind, as often happens at Grenoble. This inclemency on the
part of the weather was some justification for the wearing of the
mantle, but did not explain wherethe latter came from. Edmond
Euffe, M. Euffds obvious sucosssr in the management of the
Silken Net, and who had adopted certain of his father's prin-
cdples in the adminigtration of ajoint etate said to his mother,
with a note of suspidon in his voice:

"I didn't know you had that cloak!"

"1t was your poor father's lag present to me," M me Euffe
replied, between a couple of dghsappropriateto her widowhood.
"He had promised it to me for the thirty-fifth anniversary of
our wedding."

But M me Euffe omitted to mention that it was a pogthumous
present, which the shop had delivered the day before.

The reader is aready aware of the way in which M me Euffe
had been dinted of everything beautiful and cosly in the days
when dhe was at her begt, and the humiliation which se had
felt ever ance all those desrable things which her own blameess
life had failed to win for her had been lavished on bold-faced
trollops. No soone had she obtained posssion of the fifty
thousand francs from the bank than she had gone off in hot hage
to the furrier's and bought, with no haggling over the price,
the most expensve mantle that the shop could produce It
had certainly needed a few minor alterations, but these could
wait.

After this purchase M me Euffe returned home quickly that
she might give hersdf up entirely to her grief. Thanks to the
mantle, mingled with this grief there were adso fedings of
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forbearance, of forgiveness, and of gratitude—feelings for her
husband which had died in her for many years past. Taking
advantage of a few moments when she was alone in the room
with the dead man, she lightly touched M. Euffe's cold cheek
and murmured:

"Thank you, Constant: Don't be afraid, | have forgotten
everything."

Wi ith these words she expressed his worthiness of eternal bliss
despite his excapades  But it then occurred to her that her hus-
band, suddenly and brutally stricken down, had perhaps died
without having time for repentance of his sns—had indeed met
his death at a moment when he might have been on his way to
the commission of sin, in the rue Turenne. ... "I shall have
many messss said for the repose of his soul,” M me Euffe thought
to herself. She began to pray fervently, with a feeling of regret
that perhaps she had made the poor man's life too hard for him.
"When one ss of what little account we are, how everything
fdlsto decay . . ."

And thus it was that by means of afinal cheque M. Euffe, in
departing from this world, left his widow with a cam and
peaceful mind despite the small diversions of his latter years.

All the notabilities and people of consequence in the town
were crowding into the church of Saint Louis, which was draped
in black, and whose space was not enough to contain the multi-
tude; while the coffin of M. Euffe was buried beneath enormous
sheaves of flowers and huge wreaths, on which could be read
expressions of sympathy from the employees of the Silken Net,
the Consumers' Friendly Society and numerous other societies
of Grenoble. In the rue Felix-Poulat and others adjacent to it
double rows of vehicles stood waiting. Numerous Sghtseers,
braving the chilly blast, were occupying the pavementsin front
of the cafes A funera on such a scde of importance as this had
not been seen in Grenoble for a long time past. There was,
moreover, a certain element of romance attaching to the cere-
mony: and thiswas in the minds of each and all asthey sprinkled
holy water on the earthly remains of a man for whom there had
been no lack of the pleasures and contentments of this world
here below. M. Congant Euffe had been sruck down while on
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his way to some pleasant trifling, at the age of sixty-seven, on
a lovely morning which smet of flowers... .

" Afineend for theoldrip!" said M. Gaffoni, atown councillor
ganding in the middle of a small knot of men who were being
faithful to an oath they had made not to s# foot indde the church,
and were now shivering a little out in the Square.

"That ceremony of theirs will go on for ever! The cures
got hold of him and won't let him go, poor old Euffel Well, we
had better go and kegp war m somewhere, while we'rewaiting."

"Yes, that's the thing to do .. ."

They went off in the direction of the Three Dauphins
restaurant.

Riri Jumier, knowing that the whole of Grenoble would be
watching how she behaved, had debated long and earnesly
whether it would be fitting that she should be there. She did
not wish that her presnce should appear in any way ether a
sacrilege or an act of defiance, but she was no less anxious that
her absnce should not be imputed to vulgar ingratitude. She
decided to leave the lagt part of the service that at the gravesde,
entirely to the family, just as e hersdf would abgain from
desp mourning, but that she would appear at the church of
Saint Louis, for churches open wide their doors to the Mag-
dalens of this world. She chose some half-mourning appard,
be and discregt. And on the day of the funeral, a little before
the appointed hour, she gdle into the church, which was ill
deserted. She went and knelt in the darkest corner of one of the
ades and buried her face in her hands

Though her pressnce was hardly noticed, it was neverthdess
known. As happens in the caee of most of our actions this
presmce received widely different interpretations. The women
were extremely harsh.

" Really, that creature might have sayed away!"

"It's just bravado on her part. And when dl's said and done,
that death was a bit her fault. It was her he was going to se
when he got that vase on his head."

"Fancy her coming and stting with us respectable women at
a moment like this, when die family are in such grief. It's
postively indecent____ "

But once again, at the Meuse regaurant and the cafes in
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the Place Grenette, at the tables occupied by men, the criticiams
that evening were of a different nature altogether, and showed
that leniency which beauty never fails to obtain.

"1t was pretty plucky of her!"

" And that faithfulnessto old Euffe—jolly fine, | call it! After
he was dead and sheéd got her money she might very well have
thought no more about him."

"And after all, why shouldn't she be sd? Those girls have
got fedingsjust the same as any others."

" And gratitude too, sometimed" M. Bgjassot added. He was
the leading builder in Grenoble, and alo kept a migress " Euffe
had been her benefactor. Where did hefind her, anyway?"

" Shesysshésan dfficar'sdaughter, 01've heard.”

"eTherds a sght too many officers daughters in that game!
| know perfectly well that men in the army don't make their
fortunes and that they've got their risksto face in wartime. But
that's hardly a reason why their daughters should become kept
women!"

"Well, therés one thing certain, and that is that shésavery
pretty girl!"

" And no fool, either!"

"Yes, ses played her cardswell...."

The days immediately following the tragedy were occupied
in mour ning and the preparations for an daborate and imposing
funeral. As soon as these were finished life resumed its ordinary
coure M. Congant Euffe had represmted for his family an
unfailing source of kindness in the home, paternal vigilance,
professonal skill, civic authority and, generally speaking, a high
reputation in the town. Their consdousness of all these blessngs
had doubdess grown somewhat faint during his lifetime. But
after his death it very definitey revived.

" Now is the time when we fed how much we have lost!"
said M me Euffe on their return from thefuneral, as shetook off
her mantle, which had been very usdful to her; for there had
been an icy wind blowing at the Saint-Roch cemetery and the
funeral orations had been prolonged.

"What a blank thereisin the house" Aunt Augustine said.
"Poor Congtant! When | think how we usad to swing together
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once upon a time, at grandfather Guigon's... And now heis
dead!

" And there was a man who never had a day's illness"

" And what life and go for a man of his age! He agonished
everybody."

"Your lot isahard one indeed it is, poor Clementine!"

"Yes, you areright!" M me Euffereplied, with a sgh. " I't
robs me of an old companion just when | want him most—when
we had grown into two peaceful old friends who undergand
each other perfectly.”

It was seeming intolerable that no search was being made
for those responsble for the accident. That fatal " conglomera-
tion of drcumgances' had had human bengs to hep it on its
way. That tragic happening had been ther work, however litde
their intention.

This assambling of rdations was utilized for arranging a
family council, with the undes presiding; and it was agreed that
even if only as a matter of principle, die Lacails the owners
of the vasg, should be aked for some pecuniary compensation.

"What sort of people are they?"

"He works in die Prefect's office

"Has he a lot of backing? Anyone pushing him?"

"We don't know yet."

"Inany cax" Edmond Euffe cbserved, "these Lacails won't
be able to afford a sum anywhere near the damage done."

"That is highly probable" Uncle Victor said. " But even if
it only covered the death duties it would be worth considering.”

"Jug to guide me, Uncle Theodore—how much do you think
Father was worth? What | mean is—how can we fix .. ."

It was difficult to etimate.

"It is obvious that nothing we could hope to get will bear
any relation to your father's value ether from a moral or a
material point of view, nor to your sorrow, dear Clementine!
That is not the point we are consdering."

"Uncle," Alberte said, " all thiswon't give Daddy back to us
So what is the use of discussng this question of money?”

"It's a quedtion of justicel" Uncle Victor sad gernly. " And
pious duty. It would make poor Congant himsdf turn in his
grave if we failed to claim something for his loss"

c
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"Really, | don't think it'sat all right for Alberteto be herg"
Aunt Augustine said. " She doem't understand these questionsin
theleas. You had better leave us child."

"1 would rather do 9" Alberte sid, rising. " Thank you,
Auntie.

"1 believe the beg plan,” Uncle Victor continued, " would
be to go and s= thexe people in the rue Turenne and get an
idea of how much they could manage. What do you think,
Clementine?"

"The whole thing is very sad for me. But it ssams to me
that we ought not to ak for some absurdly small amount which
could only be an insult to Congant's memory. Suppoe the
papers got hold of it..."

'Yes, true—that might happen . . ." Uncle Theodore said.
" Can you suggest anything, Clementine?"

"1t occurs to me" Mme Euffe said, "that if we got Saint
Anthony interesed ... If we promisad him something for his
callecting-box he would make us get more; | am convinced of

"Well, well," sid Uncle Theodore. "1 have the despest
repect for your convictions, Clementine. But we can't com-
misson Saint Anthony to go to the rue Turenne. Or if o, you
can go with him yoursdf!

"1?" sid M me Euffe.

"There is nobody, my dear Clementine, who ssms more
aitable than yoursdf. Being the widow you are the hardest
hit of all. In any cae we shall not expect you to raise the
guegtion of money, but smply to give them the moving spectade
of your grief. The lawyers will follow later. But 1 should like
them to s you in your full mourning first. It would have an
excdlent effect.”

" | shall never be ableto screw myself up tothat," M me Euffe
replied.

But, Mother!" Edmond Euffe exclaimed, "there's the ques-
tion of duty! I will go with you if necessary.”

"No, notyou," said UncleVictor, " butyour brother Germain,
who is younger."

" And shal | take my beautiful mande?' M me Euffe asked.

"Good heavens no!" Edmond cried, having a particular
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averson for this garment. " You mug go as plainly dressd as
you can."

"You will have to think it out carefully,” Uncle Theodore
said. "Let them seyour grief, Clementine, but don't look un-
dignified. People are always ready enough to say 'No' to the
poor, but they fed awkward in the presence of the rich. That's
alaw of experience, as old as the hills'

"But after all,” Edmond asked, "wouldn't it be Smpler to
leave the whole thing to the lawyers?"

"The less we need them, the less money will go into then
pockets. Besdes, you are forgetting that this vist will be in
the nature of a pilgrimage. You will be sdng, Clementine,
the exact spot where your poor Constant was struck down,
Remember that."

"Oh, | shall, Victor, | shall! But | can't go to these people
looking as though | had come to make some sort of application.'

"You will have nothing to fear on that score. The way will
be prepared for the interview beforehand. | shall se to that.
When you go to the rue Turenne they will be expecting you.
You will bein avery grong position. Everything will be cut
and dried—you need have no fear about that."

A few days after the funeral M me Euffe, accompanied by hei
son Germain, made her way to the rue Turenne, where Flavie
Lacail was waiting for her—alone; this being in accordance wit!
ajoint dedson by the hushand and wife, who reckoned that
Flavie, besdes being thereby more easly able to sdetrack the
guestion of money, would be in a better position for playing
off her own disress againg any display of grief on the part of
M me Euffe. The latter might be sorrowing for her hushand,
but it was neverthdess a frightful misfortune for the young
woman hersdf to have been the unwilling instrument of the
death of such a man as he. A mishap so terrible as this could
hardly deserve to be followed by her own ruin.

During the course of this interview there was a very singulai
manifestation of mutual attraction, intensdy felt by both parties;
and while it was quite unnoticed by M me Euffe, it left each of
them wool-gathering and apparently remote from the circum-
dances which had brought them together.
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From the very beginning of a halting and painful conversation
which each of the two women knew to contain innumerable
traps, the rich maturity of Flavie Lacail had an overwhelming
effect on Germain Euffe, who sat mationless on his chair without
daring to open his mouth, while M me Euffe toiled painfully
through the labyrinth of ticklish and insdious quegions

On the other hand, the freshness and youth of Germain Euffe,
his shyness and faint blushes his fair wavy hair, his smart, well-
dressed appesrance, an air of reserve which he owed to his
education by the Fathers threw Flavie Lacail into a date of
perturbation as sudden and as profound as his. The Hollywood
ideal of which she had often dreamed had become a living and
visble reality, in the person of this young man in black dothes,
with his entranced and tender gaze

In thexe drcumgances Germain Euffe became powerless to
give his mother any conversational support. There was com-
paratively littlereference to M. Euffe, while the verbal exchanges
were keeping Fate, migress of our fragile human degtinies, well
to the fore. Flavie cleverly sdetracked the quedtion of her own
responsbility. She did not dare to geak of the preposterous
intruson of Pamphile Garambois and the liberties which that
coarse fellow had taken with her bread, for fear of shocking the
youthful Germain Euffe and of his imagining that that lovely
object was perhaps not inaccessble during the morning hours at
acertain window in the rue Turenne.

Flavie had much to say on the subject of her own sorrow and
regret. She declared that if it was in her power, morally or
even physcally, to do anything to soften the dfects of a cruel
bereavement, she would certainly do so with all her heart. As
she spoke these words she looked at Germain Euffe, who was
looking at her at the same time, and a vivid blush soread over
the chesks of them both.

As the sources of conversation began to dry, they rose and
went over to the fatal window and leaned out, that they might
recongruct in their minds eye die fall of the vase on its way to
shatter the skull of thejaunty and carefree M. Euffe. Over the
soothing ayss of the dreet, with its rumble and hum of vehides,
of pededrians of joyous life, they pondered and dreamed.
Scarcely could they believe that anything so grievous could have
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happened there through the fault of an amiable woman with
an expressive, engaging face....

As regards the possibility of an indemnity nothing definite
was said, Flavie taking great care not to understand the alusions
of Mme Euffe, though she piled them up to the best of her
ability. Stimulated by the presence of Germain Euffe, and
wishing the boy to take away a good impression of her, the
young woman succeeded in expressing herself in terms and
phrases of rare felicity. The interview came to an end with
renewed condolences on the part of Flavie Lacail, while Mme
Euffe made this vague utterance: "W e must think of the best
thing to do next...."

When they were once more in the dreet, Germain Euffe
sad to his mother:

"That person seemed very correct and well-behaved. What
do you think of her?"

"l think we shall have a lot of trouble in getting anything
out of those people. They are obviously not well off. Unless,
of course, that woman isawily creature, up to every trick."

"Oh, | don't think so. She had some style about her. And
she dresss in good taste.”

"Clothes don't tell you anything in these days. In the lower
middle dassss they put all their money on their backs, and among
the poor it all goes on the table. It's only rich people who still
know how to stint themsdves—and to count. And indeed they
have to, if they want to berich!"

B ut Germain Euffe was bubbling over with the subject which
occupied his mind, and within him were the beginnings of a
feeling he wished to share:

"I nany cae" he sad, "this young woman seemed to me to
be very sincere. It's terrible, what happened to her! Put your-
selfin her place . .."

"1 know where | belong and how to stay there, thank God!"
Mme Euffe replied. "W ill you ever learn not to be so hot-
headed and excitable, Germain?"

Thisfirst interview had left Germain Euffe with a keen desire
to se Flavie Lacail again. Having reached the age of nineteen,
this youth was anxious to enlarge the circle of his acquaintance
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—lady-loves included. He had always hoped to become on
intimate terms with a woman older than himsdf, having heard
that women of thirty are delightfully experienced, in a way
which may be of great educational value to very young men.

Now Flavie Lacail was in every regpect the incarnation of his
favourite feminine type. It was the first time that he had ever
met anyone of this type in such complete perfection and aso
within reach, and in a sgtting which was far removed from the
sordid transactions of harlotry: her hips were rounded and the
revarse of bony, her thighs well covered and plump, her caves
firm and strong; shehad afull figure, very whitearms, dark eyes
and an attractive languor. ... He was at the age for preferring
the rich abundance of Junoesque charms And it would be
flattering to him to have aliaison with an atmosphere of mystery
surrounding it. " Perhaps e is thinking of rebuilding her life
. .. Perhaps she has had disappointments. . ." He thought he
had detected a kind of sdnesin Flavieslook which wasinterest-
ing, and certainly expressad some ssret sorrow.  These feminine
troubles are very moving for young men with aleaning towards
the romantic, who always want love to have a tinge of heroism
about it. Such fedings are often found seething in the depths of
shy and affectionate natures.

One morning, at about ten o'dock, after days of hestation
and nights of inaufficient degp, and having passd twenty times
beneath thewindowsin therue Turenne, Ger main Euffemounted
the dairs and rang Flavie Lacails bell, having provided himsdlf
with a sufficient excuse for his appearance

The door was opened by Flavie hersdf, in a morning wrap
—the same semi-trangparent garment as had robbed Pamphile
Garamboais of all his sfposesson.  She gave a dart on recog-
nizing her vistor.

"Excuse me," she said, blushing, " for receiving you like this.
My servant never turned up this morning. Will you come this
way...."

' Madame," Germain said, " please don't put yourself out for
me, | beg you. | was pasing by and | thought you would not
mind my coming up to ak you something—coming up just as
afriend... asafriend, pleese believe me! *

"| certainly did not think of you as an enemy! But if you say
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friend,' then | am only too glad, indeed | am grateful! | have
never needed friendship more than | do just now, since | have
been fedling so upset by all that has happened.. .. Will you
wait two minutes for me?"

She disappeared for a longer time than she had mentioned.
But the result of her aosence was a marked revival of the bright-
ness of her complexion, her lips, and her hair.

"Madame," Germain said, so as not to have to hark back to
itand add to your worries—areyouinsured against civil liability?
That is a point we forgot to ak you about the other day."

"Goodnessme!" Flaviesaid, "l really couldn't tell you. Those
questions of insurance aren't in my line at all. If it wouldn't
bother you to come again one day . .. But do sit down,
monsieur! Isyour mother well? | was so distressed to be making
her acquaintance on the occasion of. . . Oh, it's frightful!"

"Madame," Germain said, greatly moved, "Madame . . . Ah,
| shall be sorry | came!"

"Forgive me," sad Flavie. "It really does me alot of good,
your being here. . . . Have you many brothers and sisters?'

"One brother and two sisters,” Germain told her.

"Arethey likeyou?"

And so the conversation went on its way while they gazed
continuously at each other. This private talk of theirs only served
to confirm their first impression; each was enchanted with the
other. There came a moment when Germain Euffe remarked,
as he looked over at the window:

"Y ou have a delightful view from here!"

"Yes," Flavie said, "it's very pleasant. That is the advantage
of living rather high up. We get plenty of light and air, and the
view of the mountains. Wouldyou like to see?'

They went over to thewindow. The weather was magnificent.
This time it was no longer a headless ondlaught of an impatient
seaon, but a perfect collaboration, on a grand and imposing
scde, of all the elements; aripe plenitude, permanently installed
in the sky, over thefields, the plains, and the banks of the rivers
and streams, with its gorgeous blossomings, its hum of insects,
its garlands of flowersand fruit. An invisible orchestra was
playing muted themes of love and caressss and bliss. All that
Nature had logt as an effect of surprise was amply replaced by
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full and radiant accomplishment. Spring was no longer an
impudent schoolboy who hes played truant and escaped to free-
dom, but a very young man with budding moustache and die
ardours of that youthful period, a boy whose eyes are glistening
with awinning and persuasve arrogance, so confident is he of
his power to produce on women an effect of rapturous delight.

Flavie was now surrounded by a halo of the sun's warm rays.
Against this background of golden light her splendid form, a
trifle heavy perhaps, stood out clearly with every allurement it
had, butwithjust sufficient chiaroscuro to lend a disturbing air
of mystery to outlines abundant and rich. That lasted for a
moment only, but long enough to carry the fedlings of Germain
Euffe to an extreme of rapturous emotion. He had been quickly
roused, for amorous adventures had hitherto been few and far
between and sometimes dull, with rea preference not dways a
deciding factor therein.

Flavie was now leaning out of the window, with the young
man besde her. In the narrow embrasure they were standing
close together, a little closer than was altogether necessary, for
their hair came in contact in brotherly and sisterly fashion each
time they leaned over either to right or left in order to look at
some detail of the panorama which lay spread out before them.
Flavie's black, scented hair was tickling the face of Germain
Euffe, fair-haired and blushing alittle, and looking like ayoung
lord or Oxford undergraduate who has hardly yet learned the
ways of the world. But doubtless neither the one nor the other
was thinking of convention, which enabled them to defy it in
all innocence. Flavie seemed entirely occupied in pointing out
different objects, and explaining them, Germain in listening and
admiration. Away in the distance, over the roofs of the houses,
they were discovering chains of mountains, which in their
imagination were overlaid with flowers, shady trees, mountain
rills, and fairy-like paths, all lightly touched by the winds of the
heights above.

Nature's unfolding, her revelation of hersdlf, had reached the
moment of its grestest beauty, beneath the flood of light from
the sky above and the gentle, bluish tint in which the whole
artfent of the horizon was bathed. Some slight movement on
the part of either was the last and fragile barrier that still lay
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between these two young beings and the realization of a happi-
nes of whose coming they were deeply, physically convinced.
But the clearing of this obsade was no smple matter. Every-
thing hung upon a mere gesture, and was as liable to failure as
all things are that depend on a gesture, on its perfect execution,
on the choice of the exact moment for making it. . . .

Though it was indeed by mere chance it so happened that
Flaviesfinefirm hip had comein friendly contact with the leg
of Germain Euffe. By this means their bodies were receiving
certain mutual impressions which, unhappily, were failing to
give their minds sufficient courage to gir them to some kind of
action. And as her hip rdlaxed and softened, 0 did Flavi€s
gyes avoid the young man's while she turned he face away
from his, and a look of coldness and detachment appeared in
every feature. Germain was confusad and baffled by this.

And now they had become quite unequal to any further
exchange of comments on the scenery, while each was feding
that time was dipping by in an absurd and pointless fashion.
There was a movement by which Flavi€s wrap was pardy
opened, without her appearing to notice it. Germain Euffe s
gaze could do no less than plunge into an abyss of fastinating
whiteness, the sight of which brought him near to fainting. At
that crucial moment, when the mogt alluring prospects were
unfolding themsdves before his eyes the son of Clementine
Euffe, trampling upon the education received from the Fathers
and therigid principles of hisfamily, besought Heaven to grant
him the eese and kill of the born seducer. He made vast effortt
tothink of somewitty remark well adapted to the situation; but
not an idea would come to him, shynes bereft him of gpesch,
and he was in torture.

At lagt, when the dlence ssemed eternal, and trembling lest
his companion should notice and suddenly deprive him of his
exciting vison, he gave utterance to the most supid remark
that he could possbly make:

" |t was there, madame—wasn't it?—that you had put your
vase?'

"Yes," Flaviesaid mechanically.

At the same moment <he turned round and looked at him.
Thereweretearsglisgening in her eyes tears of exagperation, for

c
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her gock of patience, modesty, and redtraint was exhausted.
Having now logt control of her nerves and hardly knowing what
she sid:

"Your poor father!" shemurmured.

And her tears, which had broken out afresh, became as it
werepearlsin aprecious funeral wreath dedicated to the memory
of M. Euffe Germain Euffe, himsdf d in a sate of turmoil,
realized that it had become absolutdy necessary to take some
geps to asuage this poignant grief. He felt it his duty, without
saying another word, to take the tender-hearted woman in his
arms. He dagped Flavietightly round the waist; her lovely bosom
was crushed againg him and he became dizzy with intoxicating
delight. This splendid frame he held was indeed in urgent need
of support, for it was losing all its srength. With eager enthus-
asn, Germain Euffe laid kises in plenty over Flavie's neck and
shoulders, accompanying them with confused and muttered con-
slations  In site of all this there was one brief moment at
which the young woman showed pressnce of mind. She drew
Germain far away from the window, breathing out, as though
she werein a dream:

"Mind theneghbours!"

Then, once more oblivious to everything, she guided the
young man to a corner of the room at which there was a divan.
On to this she gently subsded, taking Germain with her—with
charitable and kindly intent, for the poor boy mug be tired too.
But, anxious not to overlook a single prescription of the mogt
ddicate of feminine codes with eyes dosed she breathed out
thexe words. "What are you doing, my dear, you must be
mad . . ." thereby safeguarding her own honour, as though she
in her poor frailty were succumbing to the superior strength and
artful knavery of an agute and crafty Don Juan....

A little later Germain Euffe found himsdf out once more in
the rue Turenne, which was bathed in dazzling sunshing and
blithely went on his way. In less than an hour he had become
a vastly more knowing and wide-awake youth of nineteen than
he had been before, and he would have liked to cry aloud and
proclaim hisjoy to every passer-by. Still under the spdl of the
amazement and wonder of hisfirst wild moment, still asonished
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at the eae and smplicity of an ending which he had thought
impossble, he was filled with gratitude and pride in equal
measure.  Flavie, when they were saying good-bye, had hed
his face between her fervent hands, and murmured:

"Why, you are like Freddy Glowes! Has no one ever told
you that?"

Freddy Glowes, the champion of masculine beauty on the
sreen, was the idol of every woman devotee of the films. And
thus it was that Flavie Lacail had reached the height of her
ambition. She was now beloved by a boy who ressmbled a
famous young leading actor, and this boy, through his family,
was himsdf a guarantee for all the recommendations she could
wish for. ... She had come and leaned her ebows on the
window-sill in order to watch the retreating figure of him who
0 filled her thoughts When the fair-haired Germain had
vanished, she looked back unconscioudy along the sreet and
then at the pavement beneath her window. At that moment she
saw once more in her mind's eye, and with horror, a picture of
M, Euffe lying on his sretcher in the chemid's shop, and it was
not until then that she remembered the rdationship of her victim
to the fond and loving young man with the "film face". ..
It was at that moment that she had a full vison of the power of
thegod of Chance, of itsterribleirony. ... It wasat that moment
that her thoughts were turned to the decisve part which that
window had played in her own life, within a few wesks . . .
Happiness, unhappiness—everything had had itsorigin there. . . .
She nad exercised no better control over her own fedings than
that mad fool Pamphile over his. Are we really free agents in
this life of ours?

But Flavie Lacail was a woman, and having to shake a fist at
Fate in her drangest mood, and to give a satifactory explanation
of her own doings, daunted her not in the leat. She had no
idea what the future would bring forth, what would be the
result of the morning's events. In the meantime, as she thought
of trr:e younger son of the Silken Net, she said to hersdf with a
sgh:

"Poor darling, it was theleast | could do for him ..."

At the corner of the rue Lesdiguteres and the Boulevard Gam-
betta, Germaift Euffe felt that he wanted towalk a little before
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going home. Turning to the right, he passd between the
barracks Hoche and de Bonne before coming out into the Place
Gustave-Privet, from which thereisa view mat extends beyond
the heights of Champagnier and d'Eybins, which themsdves have
till higher peaksrising abovethem, the Taillefer and the Pelvoux
mountain group. This is the mog airy spot in Grenoble, the
only place where, thanks to the Echirolles plain, one does not
get the oppressve feding of the mountains at too dose quarters.
Germain was thinking of the delightful woman whose bounty
would henceforth be giving him an enviable importance among
the youths of his own age He admired and wondered at the
tact with which Flavie had managed this affair, leaving all the
credit to him. ...

Occupied with this subject his thoughts turned naturally to
M. Euffe, whose shattered skull had been the starting-point of
thejour ney to thismutual passon. A sad and painful coincidence
indeed it was, but the acddent had taken place entirdly apart
from the will of anyone whomsoever. Germain included in
one great-hearted feding of warm affection memories both of
his father and of the dear young woman who had shown such
digress at his death.

"Poor Daddy!" he said, with a sncere and genuine outburst
of sorrowful feding, keener than any he had experienced until
this moment.

Hekept repeating to himsdf, with an under current of optimism
and happiness the sad words "poor Daddy," giving a little
spring each time he mounted a pavement, while a g¢rong feding
of filial piety filled his heart, already touched and softened by
Flavies gracious deeds....

" Poor Daddy, how much better | understand him now!"

Hewasfeding how truly hewas hisfather's son, the son nearest
to him and the most deeply affected. And in his heart he gave
absolution to M. Euffe, accidentally killed while bearing a present
of sweds to an abandoned young woman. To excus it in
others one must know the power of passon onds f. All afire
swith its incipient dages Germain Euffe was feding himsdf
nearer to his father than he had ever bea—so near, indeed, that
he would fain have had him at hissde that hemight tell himin
confidence in his boyish, ingenuous way that, like him, hehad a
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migress for whose sske he was dready feding inclined to spend
money—to wild extravagance, perhgps ¢.. Thanks to his new-
found love, sntiments of a ddlightful kind were entering his
heart. He determined to go to the cemetery in the afternoon and
take a bunch of flowers, the cogt of which he would defray from
money s adcde for his pleesures

"Dear old Daddy !" he sad, in an dfectionate tone of voice.

The weather wes beaLttiful, hislady loved him, he was feding
in a generous mood, he was hungry. He hedened towards
the Place Victor-Hugo. As he was crossng Pogt Office Souare
one lagt thought came vividly into his mind.

"Onedossowealot to parentd  Yes, onedoes..."



CHAP. IV: SORROW AND JOY

WITH al the gppanage of her mourning and her grief, Madame
Clementine Euffe had found in widowhood a condition of life
so satisfying that she might well have wondered (had the
thought not been distincdy unchristian) why she had not be-
comeawidow at some earlier date. For long years past her wifely
datus had been reduced to the playing of a very unobtrusive
part in which she had been exposed to criticism and grumbling
inthefamily circle, hard though she strove to retain some measure
of authority over her children by the use of precepts and maxims
of the superannuated nature of which she aone was unaware.
If Alberte, with her natural swedness was to some extent
amenable, Lucie on the other hand would not listen to her,
while the boys completely disregarded her, refusing to admit
that she had any right whatever to supervise their doings, either
the hours (very late) at which they returned home or their
Sunday excursions. As for M. Euffe, he had long ceesad to pay
any but the very dightest attention to family conversation,
while he might often be seen smiling a unspoken thoughts
whose source and inspiration were certainly not his wife and
children. As soon as he had finished a meal he hastened to leave
his house, humming the while some tune or other which
was manifesdy derived from the repertory of the younger
generation. Hewould tell them that he was going to a company
meeting.

Mme Euffe's widowhood released her from her position of
effacement, made her the most prominent lady for the time
being among the women of her own age and circle, and brought
the grandmothers of the leading families in Grenoble hastening
to s her. Delighted at the unexpected occurrence of an event
of interest to the people of their own generation, the dowagers
came crowding to Mme Euffe's where, as they st devouring
dainty cakes, they spent long hours in getting her to recount
the most trifling details of atragic death, a death which had made
so vivid an impression on public opinion that the municipal
authorities had just issued a new order relating to windows and

78
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balconies with flowers. A question was frequently raised as to
what M. Euffe was doing in Turenne Street. . .

"1t was just Fate indeed it mugt have been! A man who
hadn't a thought outsde his busness and his family, to be struck
down like that, right out in die dred, just at the very
moment. .."

M me Euffe agreed that it was indeed to Fate that this tragedy
mug be imputed, adding that a man like M. Euffe, who was
gill very active despite his years, would be prepared to expose
himself to the blows of Fate with all the ardour and radnes of
a young man.

"What a loss for you, my dear!" the old ladies wailed, as
they furtively helped themsdves to another dass of blackcurrant
liqueur.

"Yes" Mme Euffe would reply, "it is a sre trial. If there
were not prayer . . ."

"How do unbdievers get on without it, | wonder? For-
tunatedy you've aways got your hope of seeing your dear
Congant again . . ."

"1t isthat thought which kegpsme going," M meEuffewould
sy, as she drank more tea than usual, with a good deal of rum
in it, so heavily did her sorrow weigh her down.

More than a hundred times did she repeat the story of the
accident in the fullest detail, with congant improvement in the
method of its recounting, as a in the intonations of her voice.
It was many years snce Grenoble sodiety had shown such interest
in her, and she was s0 touched by this that tears flowed without
any effort on her part. Thus she made some dfects which were
highly appropriate to her sad stuation, and this won her fresh
sympathy. The widows contingent were rgoiced at gaining a
recruit of such excdlence, and one who had reached an age at
which there was no further danger of her escaping them. Mme
Euffe was admitted straightway into the ssterhood of long veils
and mourning in perpetuity.

The firs wave of curiosty was spedally directed towards
discovering in what manner M me Euffe, who had lone been
relegated to a shadowy background, would mourn the loss of
a hushand whose levity of conduct was known to the whole
town. Clementine was approved for having kept a decent
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slence regarding depravities of a kind by which the unions of
human beings are often spailt. Furthermore, her physcal deteri-
oration, which had lone snce begun, was no longer a fitting
complement to the vitality and vigour of M. Euffe s declining
years. Thee ladies were in any cae well aware that such a
condition isan incitement, with men, to certain behaviour which
for themsdves with the age of fifty behind them, is no longer
sanable Many of the widows, in this matter, had no regrets
of any kind: it was enough (good heavens indeed it was) to
have been acquiescent for twenty or thirty years in complying
with certain requess when only one of the parties good to
profit thereby.

The other widespread manifetation of curiodty was aimed at
finding out whether M. Euffés squandering of hisfortune, which
was reputed to be on a large scale had not dealt a fatal blow at
his family. The financial asoent of the Euffes had been so rapid
and overwhelming that one stion of the bet society, that
which led the fashion and consdered itsalf specially privileged,
could not fail to take it to heart. The representatives of the old
families in the district would not have been sorry to se some
diminution of the Euffest growing importance.

Now it is when inheritances are taking place that family s-
backs are revealed. People get wind of them through the appear-
ance and bearing of the hars, and any changes there may be in
their gyle of living. This was the reason why the women
vigtors continued to pour in: they werewaiting to be told what
the lawyers had said. The bombardment of quegtions aimed at
M me Euffe came chiefly from the contingent of the acrimonious
dowagers whose widowhood had deprived them of their pre-
rogatives, of dividends and other advantages, and who could not
forgive the younger generation for having oused them. Having
once been in postions of authority, and able to save money,
with an easy-going husband in the background, they were now
ageing with bitterness in their hearts. With ruthless inggence
they asked her:

" Y ou had no disappointments, my dear ?"

"Oh no," Mme Euffe would reply. "No, none..." But
she vouchsafed no further information.

Thusthe lag will and tetament of M. Euffe was shrouded in
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aveil of irritating slence It was generally congdered that Mme
Euffe was carrying discretion too far, and that she was sdfishly
avoiding her duty to supply what was clearly some rich material
for the conversations of others in the same plight as hersdf. The
srange death of M. EufFe was of that rare type of event regarding
whicn it was only reasonable to expect some insde information.
Unless each of the widows made some contribution of her own,
how would they end ther days and what would they find to
talk about? How would they digperse that fog of boredom which
is 0 trying, and which drives people to resort to each other in
order to fight againg ther inability to live in slence with
nobody's thoughts but their own?

Now there was nothing that happened among the old ladies
in the snarter drdes that exapad criticism and judgment at
La Tronche, the home of Mme de Sainte-Foy, widow of the
General of that name, and the mog remarkable and sronges
feminine per sonality in thewhole of Dauphin”®, with aformidable
reputation that extended as far as Chambery and Valence.

The Generd's widow, now aged sixty-two, had the fleshy
countenance of a proconsul of the Byzantine Empire, with a
voice which would have worked wonders at the head of a
regiment of cavalry. This masdve face was accompanied by a
bulky frame encasd in a whalebone corsst, and weighing some
fourteen d¢one The Generd's widow was reputed to be an
unusually capable woman with an exceptionally good head on
her shoulders, though it was not with her head only that she
had fought the battles of life, in which by means of four consecu-
tive husdhands she had achieved no little sucess these were the
late M. Prunavent, chemig; the late M. Mathias, barriger; the
late M. Larbois, manufacturer; and lasly, the General, himsdf.

Forty years earlier the intrepid Nathalie had plunged into
marriage in the spirit of a suffragette and her numerous unions
had left her with such a terrible hatred of men that it ssemed
that the only object of her multiplicity of marriages could have
been to take reprisals It was at the age of forty-seven, when she
wasalready well provided for, that shemarked down the General,
a fesble man outside his military duties, and a perfect coward in
face of love. It was, however, regarded as a rash undertaking
on the part of this dayer of husbands for it is well known that
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generals, hardened by a healthy open-air life, live to a great age,
apart from accidents which arerare and unlikely to occur. But
this opinion showed ignorance of the true worth of Nathalie
de Sainte-Foy. After continually storming at him as though he
were a second lieutenant, to such an extent that the wretched
man had often hoped for a European conflagration in order to
get a little enjoyment and peace, she killed off her General as
dhe had the others

On the death of her soldier, Nathalie, who was then fifty-
sven, remained " the General's wife," an entirely suitable desg-
nation, and srongly upheld her postion. She had gill some
good fighting years before her in which to carry on the feminine
cusade and devote herdf entirely thereto. Her four marriages
had given her only one son, a timid smpleton who lived a long
way from Grenaoble in terror of his mother. He was a sudent
at the Military Academy, and his head was 0 befogged with
figures that he was always getting into drange predicaments.
He had ended his Academy career at the.bottom of the lig for
promotion, with his brain power spent beyond repair.

There was some talk of Mme Euffe in the presmnce of the
Genegral's wife. Thislady expressed her opinion in no measured
terms, and with a sonority of voice that recalled the notes of a
bugle: " Poor Clementine, shés a silly little fool! She has never
asrted her authority in the dightes degree at home. But |
shall go and s her. 1've got some things to say to her!"

It was the month of August. For spending the hot summer
months, the Eufifes had the choice between ther resdence at
Montbonnot and their Bougueron property. During the life-
time of M. Euffe, who liked to entertain and to play at being a
lord of the manor, Montbonnot was usually chosn. But Mme
Euffe, as a place of shdter for hersdf at this time of mourning,
chose the Bouqueron property as being easer to run, and in a
more airy position anawith a better view. It wastherethat the
Generd's wife came to vist her. What she had to sy was
certainly important. And she went graight to thepoint.

"1t would be better, Clementine, if indead or dghing and
groaning you would pay some attention to things that are
happening! A woman in your postion has duties to fulfil,
active duties, because people are watching you dosdy. Areyou
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one of thase women who let everything in a social way go to
thedeuce?"

"1 nasoda way?" Mme EufFe aked. " What can | do about
that?"

" Tell me, Clementine, do you think society isin a good sort
of date? Let me tell you, my dear, society will soon ceee to
exig! The highes in the land are on visiting terms with the
lowest. Pork-butchers are buying country nouss and pub-
kespersare made Ministers. It'sup to usto put up afew barriers
and gick out againg the stupid things men do in politics.”

"Congtant,” M me Euffe said, "had very little to do with
politics."

"He was wrong. With all thoee means at his digposal he
ought to have gone in for politics. Have you any idea at all
how badly things are going? And why are they? Because we
leave all the power to men. Men—I ak you! Well, you've ssm
them at dose quartersl Les than | have, no doubt. But yours
must have been enough to give you an opinion. Do you know
what they think about—men? Well, it doem't leave them enough
timeto undertake anything big. But tell me, my dear, have you
been to the musaum lately?"

"No," sad Mme Euffe, " | never go there"

"You are wrong, Clementine. Not that it's interegting, but
you ought to know something about it. Y ou se what manners
and cusoms and different ways of thinking are like, in musaums
Go to the one here in Grenoble, and you'll be astonished at it.
Goright to the very end, to the chamber of horrors."

"What, isthere a chamber of horrors?"

"1 can't think of any other description. They have hung up
some things which are nether finished nor ever will be by
Pica . . . (what was the name?) and some cthers by Utri . .
oh, | can't remember now. Jus daubs, jumbles—you can't make
head or tail of them. They'rejust making fun of people, with
the Government in the know. Do you know anything about
painting, Clementine?"

"Very little," Mme Euffe replied.

"Jud like me. Still, all the same .. . Now when the General
was alive ... oh, die poor man didn't know much outsde his
reviewsand parade-grounds . .. but hewasinterested in military
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painting on account of the uniforms. In my drawing-room we
had two Detailles, battle-scenes or something like that: you knew
what it was meant to be. Andin my dining-room at tne present
moment I've got a trout on a plate, and some asparagus and
peeches. It actually makes you fedl hungry! Clementine, what
| have really come to sy is, that you must do your duty.”

"But what is it that makes you sy that to me?" Mme Euffe
asked.

"Everything. Grenoble is getting into a bad frame of mind;
people dare at one in the street in a most impertinent way. There
is dovenliness everywhere. And about your own afairs in
particular. Everyoneistalking about them. Now listen, Clemen-
tine, we are both women of experience. And we can't alter
the past. Do you know that Jumier girl whom your husband
was interested in?"

"Oh," Mme Euffe said, "I didn't exactly know her . . ."

"No," sad Nathalie de Sainte-Foy, "she was hardly on your
visiting-list! But you knew that she existed?"

"Atmy age" said Mme Euffe, "and with all my complaints,
Constant was quite free .. ."

"That was no one's business but yours. But it ought not to
have prevented you from keeping an eye on him and taking
certain precautions. With men, you must never give them their
head. . . . Do you know what is happening now? Y ou don't?
Well, that girl is on the point of getting two hundred thousand
francs insurance money.'

"Two hundred thousand francs!" said Mme Euffe.

"Anddid you know that she has aready drawn fifty thousand
francs—the very day of his death?’

"The day of his death! Did people know what was cashed
that day?"

"My dear, there's nothing kept secret in Grenoble! 'Y ou know
what gossps Dauphine people are! So | ak you—what good
do these posthumous gifts do? What sort of people do they
encourage? Are you going to put up afight-——for morality s
ske? It'syour own children's money that is to be stolen oy
the concubine!... And yes—your children—you would be
wise to give an eye to them. They are beginning to follow in
their father's footsteps, in the way of loose living."
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"But how?" Mme Euffe asked.

"“Ah, my dear, people are beginning to murmur certain
hings... | havent got all the details yet, but | soon shall,
fou can rely on me to keep you informed. If you want to fight,
shall be with you."

"Fight,” M me Euffe said with a sgh, " fight. . ."

"Why, yes fight!" said Nathalie de Sainte-Foy. " Do you
magine that |1 didn't have to fight with my four hudands?
tad | kept them in good order, | can asure you. | should just
tave liked to se them leaving money to Jumier girlsl Those
roung women would have made my acquaintance pr etty quickly!
There would have been something like a shindy. . , . And be-
ause we happen to have taken up the carer of marriage, should
hat make us less competent than those husses?

"Oh, |..." Mme Euffe said plaintively.

"Yes," said Nathalie de Sainte-Foy, "a woman who is only
narried once ges bogged. Women grow too accusomed to a
nan and think that unless they've got him it's all up with them,
fortunately | mysdf have had four. | never had time to get dack.
\nd if | were a few years younger | would still be prepared to
be putting some fine gendeman in his placel There aren't
enough women, Clementing, that's the root of all our sodial
roubles.”

" But there are supposed to be more women than men . . ."

"What—flabby, sindes sfties—daved | don't call them
vomen at all. Pull yoursdf together, Clementine! Hear fewer
nasssand get amoveon."

" But what can | do? People have their own reasons..."

" | fyou listen to peoples reasond That is how all disturb-
anes begin, Clementine! As the General usad to sy ... oh,
le didn't do much thinking, poor man, but he reduced every-
hing to a smple sysem. | dart by telling 'em to go to blazes
Then one can think it over afterwards' he usad to say. And
afterwards the thing was sdttled. My word!—if 1'd ligened to
he reasons of my four rascas ..."

This period of mourning was for Alberte a time of complete,
deal happiness She went nearly every morning to,lay flowers
on her father's grave, either on foot from the Place Victor-Hugo
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or on her bicyclefrom Bouqueron. | Cnowing that she undertook
it gladly, the whole family relied upon her for the carrying out
of this pious task—including Mme Euffe, who preferred the
church to the cemetery and, as she suffered from varicose veins,
had difficulty in getting about.

As e engaged in all these activities there was genuine sin-
cerity in Alberte's heart. She had no wish to discover whether
her father had in fact behaved badly, as the sour-tempered Lucie
declared and her mother's Sghs seemed to indicate. All she did
was to remember that her father had been kind, that he had
always smiled tenderly at her, in away which gently hinted at a
preference for her which was hardly expressed at all, but of
which she was very conscious. She was remaining faithful to
the memory of this tenderness, to the intonation of M. Euffe's
voice as he uttered certain commonplace words when speaking
to her, giving those words a deeper meaning than they really
bore. She was sure that, as afather, he had been a good, worthy
man, more scrupulous and more affectionate than many people
might suppose.

She was fedling in her heart a specia debt of gratitude because,
on the day of the terrible accident, in the shock of grief a con-
fesson of her own love had escaped her. This confession had |eft
her with neither embarrassment nor remorse, nor did she feel
that it showed any lack of reverence for the dead man. It had
been made to some extent under his protection, at a moment
when her eyes were filled with tears which flowed for him
alone. Her love, of which at that moment she had felt the full
power, was helping her the better to cherish and preserve afond
memory.

And in the morning, before the full heat of the summer day,
the cemetery was charming in the sunshine, with not another
soul in sight, enlivened by the songs of birds and bright with
flowers, in an amphitheatre of mountainsshowing pink andwith
outlines faint and blurred, and in slanting rays the church tower
of Corenc a brilliant object on the mountainside. In no way
was thispicture spoiled by thedead, | ying there so unobtrusively,
insuch tranquillity and peace. Y oufelt that asthey were human
and now at last held the key to all mysteries, they had the power
of hearing and of understanding all things, and were capable of
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great indulgence to those gill left behind. It was there that the
earthly future of each one of us would end some day. . ..

But for Alberte the future ill suggested an infinity of time.
Neither her enthusasm nor her courage had been even Ughtly
touched by any thought of earthly evanescence And apart
from M. Euffe, the dead were not asodated in her mind with
any people in the town with whom she might have come in
contact. They came within a category of lifegtories in which
her own youth found no place. These made up for her a little
mythological kingdom into which, in the morning's gende
charm, in the slence and the light summer breeze, e had
brought a daughter's grief now much allayed, her unreasoning,
inginctive joy, her heart's high hopes She had her favourites
among thexe dead, her friends and confidants. This had de-
pended on the design of the tombstones, the gedes of the
flowers, and the poetry of certain names engraved upon the
marble or the done Those she cherished mogt among them all
were Blandine Saint-Azur, Jean-Louis Coucou (who had died
at the age of twelve), and Bertrand de Quisendor d'Oisans

It was on her way to the cemetery that Alberte's faithfulness
to her father's memory found its reward. She met Bob de
Bazair. And soon shemet him on that road every day. Hewould
wait for her two hundred yards from the iron gate at the
beginning of a little path in Green Idand park, quite dose to
the town but far from its inhabitants with their sugidons ther
soffing, and ther intrigues. They had before them a lovely
hour of morning, an hour filled full with sunshine tempered
by the codness of the trees with a wide viga of the green
valley of the Isfre and noble mountains at the horizon beyond.
And above them a doudless ky, a sky of liquid blue.

" Good morning, Albe!" Bob said to her, smiling.

The=e little trifling words became for Alberte so charged with
meaning that she had no wish for more to follow, and would
have been content that Bob should always spegk the same while
looking at her with his masterful air in which she could s
nothing but delightful kindness

For she thought hersdf slly, so moved was shg and was
filled with wonder at the interest which Bob was taking in her.
There were a thousand things that she would have liked to say
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to him, but they were too secret, too hard to put into words, and
it would only have broken the spdl of that gendeness that pact
of dlence wnich was bringing them together. Her only wish
was to walk for ever in this park of dreams, with her hand in
his and the murmur of a tender voice at her d9de and chat
ometimes another hand might be laid upon her heart and fedl
its grateful beating. ... Her love was there, her great, un-
speakable love. She dared not look at it, nor let her thoughts
dwell upon it when its object was S0 near.

Bob undergood her so well that he gpoke very little of love.
He talked to her of people whom they ooth knew and she was
no longer seeing, and of the tennis club where she had ceasd
to go and play. He brought to their conversation a tone of easy
friendship, which went further than friendship in certain intona-
tions of the voice and an occasona light caress He confirmed
her in the habit of pending together a full hour of their morn-
ings, with some lovely seenery to gaze at, and thus made her
join in sharing their youth and the headless carefree joy of
holidays. Life with its many problems lay far ahead of them, like
the return homein October and the indiginct and hazy summits
of the mountain group of the Grande Chartreuse. For Bob it
was pleasant and restful, with a freshness about it that was quite
new to him. Alberte, with all her good health and her open-
hearted sncerity, gave him something that he had never yet
experienced—the pleasure of a love affair entirely unspailt by
any hagde, impatience for a climax, or questionable arrangement.
For Alberte, who put her whole being into these meetings it
was the very essnee of happiness She mew that these wptdd be
the garting-point of her life, and that her life would then go
forward in a direction from which it would never, never swerve.

In returning to Bouqueron Alberte often went by way of the
Citadd bridge and the AUcbroges pier. On those occasons she
ometimes made a brief halt at the Saint-Laurent church. Not
knowing to whom to tell the sscret of her happiness e went
to spesk of it to God, not to the bad-tempered God of Mme
Euffe and the ederly ladies who came to s her, but die kind
and tender-hearted God who was hers a God capable of under-
ganding our little affairs of the heart and of forgiving, say, M.
Euffe tor his Fori Jumier, smply because M. Euffe had had a
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good kind fatherly smile for his children, and because the tiniest
fragment of kindness atones a hundredfold for faults on which
the world lays such spiteful stress

There exiscs with regard to God a great fundamental mis-
understanding which asumes a thousand different forms, each
man trying to bring God over to his own sde and make sly use
of Him for his own ends. And so men have invented a God of
armies, a God of therich, a God of the poor, and others, occult
and all-powerful, who are not named. Thus there could be no
doubt that Mme EufFes was the God of liver complaints, and
that of M me de Sainte-Foy, the Generd'swife, with her incipient
beard and masculine appearance, the God of physiological
anomalies. And for the cm6 of the parish of Saint Louis, it was
the comfortable God of the Grenoble millionaires, people whose
actions are considered and judged in the light of the priority
due to wealth, because every grade of human society is classified
according to its income, and every hierarchy bassd on the
possession of material means.

As for Alberte, whose faith was independent of theological
creeds, she believed in the God of the human heart; and this
was because she was accustomed to act in obedience to the
promptings of her own heart and that that heart was a tender
one. With guildess simplicity she prayed to a God of kindness
and of friendship, a God with whom her own sweet nature
could associate no trace of vindictiveness or cruelty. She thanked
God that Bob existed, that those charming eyes of his had looked
into her own. In the young girl's mind God and Bob were
becoming alittle indistinguishable, no longer existed apart, ever
since the day of M. Euffé's death, when Alberte had known
heavenly rapture in the aims of Bob. She did not sy ritual
prayers. She stayed afew moments in the cool church, with its
clear echoes, smiling gendy at the saints, at the Virgin in rap-
turous admiration of her Child, and the meaning of her fervent
thoughts was something like this: "Everything that may come
to me from Bob and through Bob will be Thy will, and |
accept it, and | rejoice at it, and | thank Thee for it, dear kind
Father." She would try to think if that was all she had to say:
then, as there seemed to be nothing dse, she would end with a
broad, tender smile wherewith she placed herself with faith and
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confidence in the hands of Him who is the arbiter of our
fate.

Then she would make her genuflection, her sign of the Cross,
with al alittle girl's thoroughness, and go outdde and take
her bicycle. And soon, having changed gear, e woul d be enjoy-
ing the climb of the hill which brought her back to Bouqueron.
Se had her rhythm, her muscular effort, under perfect control,
while ghe rdished the plessure of continuous motion with esch
pressure of apedd, and of feding her sore of youthful strength
in resave. Se was a pesce with the world, that is, a pesoe
with hersdf, with thefair progpect of the valley and the wooded
dopes of the Bdlledonne mountain group which were expanding
before her eyes as e mounted ever higher and the cool air of
the heights touched her forenead with alight caress Hundreds
of times 9nce her childhood had she come this way, and dways
with a feding of pleasure. But now e was far more desply
touched by die beauty of nature than se had bean in former
days. These rides gave her consdousness of a life of intengity
and depth. In solitude e found rich tressure of which se had
never known; and it enchented her. And on her tongue came
often the sweat savour of one smal word—Bob.

Alberte was happy.



CHAP. V: EXPLANATIONS

WHEN Riri Jumier found hersdf with 250,000 francs at her
digposal, and alo in posesson of a well furnished wardrobe,
a pleasant flat, and a gmall car at the garage she sad to her-
df that as compared with the pad, the problem of life had
now assumed for her a very different shape It might well
be said that there was but a dight difference, of a quite con-
ventional nature, between hersdf and an ordinary young
widow. She had a solid background, and could claim to
be treated with condgderation and respect: she had certainly
earned it!

She knew a0 that a woman can only be at peace in sodiety
if she has a man's protection. She spent much time in thought
before giving a definite direction to her plans and eventually
arranged a meeting with Bob de Bazair at Rives, at the Hotel
Durand, famous for its cooking and far enough away from
Grenable to ensure being undisturbed. She wanted to have a
conver sation with the young man which would affect her future.
She dressad with special care that day, and wore flowers. She
darted at a rather early hour, while the depths of the valleys
wer e till hidden beneath bluish vapour, and drove dowly, look-
ing at the scenery.

Arriving firgt, she garaged her small car and sscured a table
at the edge of the terrace which overlooks the great bend in the
Lyon road. Bob, who had come on his motor bicycle, joined
her at about midday. The weather was altogether delightful,
very hot but with atang in theair. Their cocktails were served
very fresh, and the hors d'ceuvre, equally fresh, were appetizing
and varied. Bob appeared to be in nigh feather. He paid her a
compliment on her dres

Towar ds the end of the meal, which had been copious and the
cooking first-rate, they began to disouss srious matters, and the
young woman asked:

"What am | going to do now?"

"That depends on your own plans" Bob replied. "You
expect to be staying on at Grenoble?"

91
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"Yes, | rather think 0. | am quite sttled there, and | know
people.”

" Do you want to take ancther protector?"

"Another old man!" Riri said. 'Thank you, no, indeed | do
not! | can do without them. Don't you agres?"'

"Yes, of coursg, of course” sad Bob. " I fyou prefer to be
independent. ... In that ca why not take a little busness
some nice little place—a teashop, a bookshop, or woollen
materials—really, | don't know what to sugged, but there is
certainly money to be made at Grenoble, with all the touriss.
People are travelling about more and more."

"1 don't know anything about busness. . .

" All right then, you mug gdart on it. You're no fool, you've
got tagde and you're a good-looking girl. Look here, why
not take a budness that concerns men? You se what | mean?
Seavelinks, ties high-dass morocco-leather goods scarves
dressing-gowns, eau-de-Cologne. Nothing but smart things.
Quite atiny shop, but in a central postion and up-to-date, with
a pretty assgant. It would be called The Little Shop or The
Mans Shop. Well, it's certainly an idea. Would you like meto
make inquiries for you? | know Madinier very well, and
Gamier, the architect, would fix you up with a smart little
place. What about it?"

"No," Riri sad, "too many worries. Or anyhow, not
alone..."

" Oh, some woman to go in with you? Well, that would be
worth condgdering. You'd be able to take on something bigger.
But you must be careful about any partnership. Those things
often turn out badly. People quarre and fall out with each
other."

"Oh, I'd never have awoman partner!"

"A man, then? Then there would be other difficulties which
you know aswell as| do. Theres a danger of that taming out
badly, too. Unless, of course, you married ..."

"Why shouldn't 1?"

"It's a solution. And not such a bad one, either. Have you
got someone handy?"

"Possbly .." sid Riri pensvely.

"Well, well," Bob said, laughingly, "you're feding a
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sudden vocation to become a respectable middie-class house-
wife?"

Riri Jumier winced, and a trace of bad temper appeared on
her face.

"Shouldn't I make as good a lady as anybody ds? It's not
so hard as all that, you know! When you s the clumsy way
they move, lots of them! You're not going to tell me tnat all
the high and mighty swells among the Grenoble ladies are
models of good manners and smartnesst  If it wasn't for their
money nobody would look twice at them, you can take my
word for it. And what sort of anusement there can be in those
stupid, stuck-up creatures | can't imagine! Men do have a funny
sort of time, it ssams to me!”

"Now, don't be anti-social!" Bob said. "You're not going
to queer your own pitch, are you? You'll never make alady if
you take that sort of tone! People in good society ought to
have a high opinion of themsdlves, even those with ugly mugs
and fortunes that don't smell too good. Come now, you must
understand that."

"No, not at all!" Riri sad obstinately. "When | s old
mother Simione in her sddes and her twenty-horse car .. .
dowdy old fright!"

"Exactly what | was saying—you're anti-social! But, my good
child, mother Simione before her marriage was valued at twenty
million!"

"Yes, well? And you don't think shes afright?”

"That's not the point. You don't want twenty millions left
lying idle when there are so many needs to satisfy! In any case
you are not in a position to understand. The aims and objects
of the governing dasses—tha's not your pigeon at all. What a
pity it ssemd Now at this moment you've got a good standing
in Grenoble, with a sort of left-handed connection with the
richest middle-class families. And you're going to spoil the
whole thing by violence. Be very, very careful!"

"1'm only speaking the truth!"

"But | dont care arap, Riri! It's only fit for children or
half-wits, all that twaddle you're talking! Come along now,
don't be an idiot! Finish your sherry and let us go and stretch
our legsabit. It'll doyou goodtowalk alittle."
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On leaving the hotd they climbed several hundred feet of the
hill on the Lyon road. Then they made their way into a field
and took shdter from the aun beneath a shady tree. Away below
them lay the valley of the Fure, and beyond the hillsde opposte,
which sreened off the Moirans digtrict from their line of vision,
they could s the mountain pesks which tower above Grenoble.
They had lighted cigarettes and were day-dreaming, in the
scorching heat of a lovely afternoon.  Suddenly, Riri uttered
theewords:

"Bob, marry me!"

Bob de Bazair darted.

"You sid?'

" | say—marry me."

"So you've gone completedly off your chump, have you?
These little country excurdons ssem to have a funny effect on

-"What is there so extraordinary in what | am saying?' Riri

replied, with some indignation. 'l have 250,000 francs a flat,
a car, a diamond solitaire, and I'm not repuldve to look at.
And now his high and mightiness g¢ands on his dignity! And
what sort of postion have you got, | should like to know?
Areyou any us at anything? | mean what | say. I've only got
to open my mouth and | could be a rich wife—yes, 'wife' |
sidl—and because | offer this gentleman all | have he makes
fun of me. . .. You son of a Count! A Count yoursdlf!"

"That's the sort of proposal | prefer!" Bob said, joking.

"Swank! But that doesn't ¢op you being sony broke! And
your family's gony broke, too!

"Quitetrue. Not much to hope for fromme. . ."

"You'll belooking dsewhere, | supposs? Got anything better
than me?"

"Different dass. ..

" You skunk! What have you got againg me?"

" A dight error of judgment.”

"1'm offering you all | 've got, Bob, all I'vegot..."

"With die partnership thrown in! We might take a little
dairy together, perhaps It would be a ddiciouslittle place. And
we should be ahugesuoessin Grenable. Specialy me!”

" Y ou wouldn't nave to bother about theshop ..."
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"Better still! Daddy Euffe's pennies have turned your head,
| can e that. But for Heaven 'ssske be a bit more reasonable
about your ambitions. A littlewhile ago you were talking in a
way that would have done credit to a sociaist tub-thumper.
And now here you are setting up to be like some old woman on
the Rivieraas rich as Croesus and dancing about after some fancy
man! | should like to know . . ."

" And this gendeman is a fancy man for young ladies in good
society, is he? So it's true, then, what people are saying?'

"And what is that?"

"You and litde Euffe. It seems that people are meeting
you..."

Bob de Bazair's face became expressionless, wooden.

"Drop that, Riri," he said curdy. "You had much better
drop it. | don't interfere with your life unless you ask me to.
So don't do so with mine until I inviteyou."

Riri Jumier gave alitde shrill laugh, in very bad taste.

"That kid Alberte, oh dear, oh dear! Little ninny, and butter
wouldn't melt in her mouth! So that's the sort you like
now?"

"Dropit, | tell you..." Bob sad again, gently.

This gentleness was more dangerous than violence. There was
the suggestion of a smile on his lips, and he lighted a cigarette
at his gold lighter. Then he gazed for some time at Riri, who
had looked away from him: he remembered her vulgarity, and
it would be sure to come back to his mind at brief moments.
He compared her secredy with the dark-haired girl at the Green
Island, so confiding and trustful... Then, asthough no serious
words had passd between them, he tickled Riri Jumier's neck.

"You'reabit dotty, you know, my good girl!"

But the young woman burst out into convulsive sobbing.

"And supposing | love you? Perhaps I've no right."

Bob de Bazair thought that this day of lovely sunshine and
brilliant light was about to be spoilt for good and all. He
answered in a bored tone of voice.'

"Of course you haw—nbut it's idiotic! And | had warned
you.

“Yes butyoudiddesp ..

Bob. irritated by this niece of ill-breedine, cut her short:
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"Don't besugary! Did you love old Euffe? If we had to love
everybody to whom we showed certain kindnesses..."

" Say draight off that it was out of pity, with me..."

"No," Bob said, " it wasfor pleasure. Therewasatimewhen
you were charming. But it's coming to an end. It did cometo
an end, just now."

He looked at his watch and rose

"We had better go back. There are some people expecting
me at Grenoble."

"What have you got to do, | should like to know! Areyou
really in such ahurry?"

"Yes," said Bob. 'ldle people have avery heavy programme,
having no excuse for excaping their sodial duties!”

Riri Jumier stood up, and patted her dres to rdieve it of
some blades of grass while Bob helped her absentmindedly.
Then she looked at hersdf in her hand mirror, put on her hat,
powdered her face and used her Updtick. Side by sde they sarted
off once more along the Rives road, in slence

Within a short time they caught sght of the beginning of
the big bend in the road, and the hotel buildings.

"When do we meet again?' Riri aked.

"Oh, when it so happens..." Bob replied, with a vague
gesture.

" Bab, you're not meaning that between us..."

"Yes, | am," said Bob. "I think we've got to put afiill sop
now. But we can gay good pals"

" Good pals?' Bin murmured.

"lfyou like... But on condition that you don't behave
likealunatic, asyou did to-day!"

"And there was | wanting to turn over a new leaf..." the
young woman said.

"But |'m not gopping you!" Bob said. " On the contrary . ..
It'swith me that you would go to thebad . . ."

Theyoung woman tried ancther argument.

"ltissad, Bob!" desaid humbly. " Now that | wasfree.. "

"Yes, itissad. Sodon't et ustalk any moreabout it. Talking
of sad things doesn't get you anywhere, and it sails the scenery*
We'll meet again when you are more cheerful.'

RiriJumier had areturn of her aggressve mood.
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"Youknow jolly well how to be sdfish!"

"It's the only capital |'ve got," Bob said calmly. "1 have
to manage it properly. And asfor you, you had better go and
have a little oug at Rector's this evening. What you need at
the moment isto be taken out of yoursdf."

"W illyou comethere? And dancewith me?"

"I might..." sid Bob." | f you don't get sentimental.”

He was adride his motor-bicycle and his right hand was
playing with thethrotde. He gave akick at the garter, and the
engine turned over dowly. Then he put it in gear.

"Well, good-bye!" he sid.

He gave his hand to the young woman, gradually rdeased
the clutch, and accelerated.... A Uttlefarther on he changed
into second gear and drew back the lever to the full, 0 as to
have thejoy of a sudden spurt, a flight. He had turned in the
direction of Lyon, wanting, as he said, to have a good gallop.
Soon he was charging along the La Frette road, with sx miles
in a graight line ahead of him. He had a good firm <t in his
saddle his dbows and supple kneses acting as shock-absorbers
for him. Beyond the level arosing he sat more tighdy on his
machine and accderated. The needle of the spead-indicator rose
rapidly till it reached saventy-three miles an hour on the dial.
He maintained this speed for about two miles as a soothing
measure and to fed himsdlf in good form. Then he brought the
burg of pead to a dose and dowed down. He gave a sigh of
relief as he thought how he had left all that recrimination and
stupidity behind him, adding:

What bores women can be, with that sentiment of theird
And ther mania for thrugting it at other people, all over the
place..."

He smiled. The neadle had gone back to forty. With one
hand he searched for a cigarettein his pocket and put it between
his lips. Then, letting go the handlebar for a few seoonds he
quickly lighted it. It was a small feat which he could perform
very successully. A snse of comfort and well-being pervaded
him.

" W ecertainly had afirst-ratelunch," hesaid tohimsdf." An
excellent place, that Hotel Durand. One ought to gotheremore
often.
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As he was wondering whom he should take with him next
time to Rives, Albertes name flashed aoross his mind, and he
was saized with a dedre to s her again, as a lovely climax to
a day which had not been without its uses 9 far as Riri Jumiel
was concerned the stuation had been deared up, and in the case
of Alberte also there were no obgades to contend with. As he
thought of the latter:

"Shes a topping girl!" he said to himsdf, with satisfaction
and with tenderness

A "topping" girl indeed she was from every point of view,
in the beauty of her eyes the quality of her smile, and the pro-
portions of her figure, her candour and sincerity, her dowry . e.
A few months hence the son of Count de Bazair might very
well be marrying the younger Mile Euffe. A splendid marriage
—and a delightful one too.

"And it will be a change from all those tarts, who will never
be anything but what they are!"

* Alberte was of the race of the tender-hearted, the admiring,
and the faithful. She was fond of children, and at her coming of
age would have a good fortune. And lagtly, she adored Bob so
wholeheartedly that not even oppostion on the part of her
family would be the dightest deterrent.

The young man calculated that he would have time to put
in an appearance at Bouqueron without missing cocktails at
sven 0 clock with his friends. At La Frette arossroads he took
the road to Voiron and Grenoble. He accderated, in happy
mood. Life for him was tinted with the colours of this radiant
summer day.

Weeks and months passed. Family life had resumed itsnormal
round, which had been aubject to the altered arrangements
occasoned by the subtraction of one of its members, long con-
sSdered to be the most important, but already being proved to
be by no means indipensable. But the death of M. Euffe had
revived some very sious quesions which had never been
settled, and with regard to which there had always been hesta-
tion in coming to any definite deddons On thexe subjeds
M me Euffe, having been plagued and pestered by Genera de
Sainte-Foy's widow, had a long conversation with her son,
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Edmond, aged thirty-two. Edmond Euffe was saying to her
impatiendy:

Now listen, Mother, do be quiet! Y ou have never had the
management of anything at home, thank goodness, and you are
not going to begin now. Running a family necesstates a line
of conduct which is basad on a comprehensive view. Leave it
to me tojudge what is best, will you?"

"My dear child, | am only repeating what the Generd's wife
said to me. You will hardly accuse her of any lack of either
discernment or energy."

"Yes, | agree, the Generd's wife has aways shown energy.
She hes had enough to bring four unfortunate men to the grave.
Still, that was their busness, poor devils. But our own &fairs
have nothing whatever to do with her."

M me Euffe had had such an inveterate habit of sighing all her
life that the members of her family had become exasperated by
it. But since her mourning they had grown more tolerant of
this mania. Before replying, therefore, she sighed.

"Anyhow she sys that the whole of Grenaoble has its eyes
fixed on us."

"Oh, does she, does shel And what does she mean by the
whole of Grenaoble, | should like to know? Twenty or thirty
families she hes picked out, and hardly more than half are on our
visiting list."

"Exactly, Edmond. And the fewer well-known families there
are, the more they should st a good example of justice and
dignified behaviour."

Edmond Euffe threw up his arms.

"Asfar asjustice goes. . . granted! But when you come and
talk to me about dignity and good behaviour. .. well, all |
can sy isthat we should cut afine figure if we brought alawsuit
againg this young Jumier woman and tried to get back 250,000
francs, which, if you come to think of it, she has earned. In a
certainway . . ."

"Oh, Edmond, how can you dare .. ."

"Well, what | mean is that Father left her this money of his
own freewill, in recognition of a certain sdf-sacrifice ... "

"But your poor father never expected to die so soon! If he
had known, he wouldn't have given her so much."
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"Perhaps so. But remember this—if he hadn't died he would
have given this person far more in the long run. And | don't
know if it occurs to you what kind of questions might be asked
in court? Why, Mother, we should be alaughing-stock!"

Defeated on this subject, M me Euffe returned to the charge
on another, so strongly was she under the influence of Genera
de Sainte-Foy's widow and so greatly did she fear the sarcaams
of that terrible woman.

"And about the Lacalls, Edmond. What have you decided?
Have you settled the amount of the damages?"

"No, nothing definite," sad Edmond Euffe, " A nd there again,
I'mwondering .. . These Lacailsare not insured . . ."

"How doyouknow?"

"Germain told me. Heiskeeping in touch with them, so he
sys Youknow that Felix Lacaii is employed at the Prefecture.
He is suspected of being a freemason. For the Silken Net's
ske we nave every interest in not getting these freemasons
agang us, they are a strong influence in Grenoble. And we
need to be on good terms with the Prefecture on account of our
branches. Itwouldbevery essy to make trouble for ourselves.”

"But, Edmond, our busness dedlings are all honest!"

"They are, of course they are!l  Still, even in honest business
you need a margin of toleration, if you want to do really good
business!"

"Edmond, | wonder what the uncles will say?"'

"Oh, never mind them, Mother. The uncles are old as=s"

"Oh, my boy, how canyou talk like that about the family?"

"Between oursalves, why not? Needless to say, we shouldn't
go and shout it from the housetops. But after all, Uncle Victor
runs a rotten hotel at Saint-Marcellin... . Uncle Theodore is
asort of carrier, with his transport busness at Chambery. They
get a bit of reflected glory from Father's success But you're
not going to tell me that they are remarkable men or a great
credit to us."

" Al | the same, Edmond, they areyour uncles!"

"Yes, well, they're my uncles! | didn't choose them, did 1?
Isthisall you had to say to me?"

"1 should have liked to talk to you about Albertetoo. Don't
you think she is changing?'
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"Yes, | do. But | think she is changing for the better. She
isgetting very pretty."

"I am speaking of her character. Do you expect she will
marry ?"

"She will certainly marry."

"Y ou haveno ideawho it will be?'

"Her only difficulty will be to choose."

"L et us hope and pray that her choicewill be agood one!"

"Butitmay! Onewould think, to hear you, that nothing but
catastrophes ever happen. You didn't do so badly yourself.
You've gone a long way since the days of Grandfather's little
shop!"

"Yes, yes," Mme Euffe sad with a sigh. "But one sses
many bad marriages nowadays. . . . And how about Germain?
He goes out a great dea, his thoughts ssem aways to be ese-
where, like your father's in latter days. ... He hasn't got a
liaison, by any chance?'

"He'sno longer alad, you know!"

"Oh, childrenareaworry!"

"We all start by being children. Your own parents in their
day said exactly the same thing. | am beginning to say it about
my children. The world is made up of a few old threadbare
stories.”

"Yes," sad Mme Euffe with another sigh. "But life has
changed a great deal. Manners and customs are not like they
used to be. Y ou need only se the way women dress nowaday's
... | used to wear corsets and long skirts.... Well, anyhow,
take good care of the family. And | will send the Generd's
wife along to you if necessary.”

Edmond EufFe had inherited from his father, that self-taught,
full-blooded, and audacious man, alove of authority, direction,
and control, with something dse added which was an appro-
priate distinguishing mark of the younger generation, the one
which, finding its fortune aready made, puts the finishing
touches, by its generd attitude ana by the marriages it makes,
to the family's possession of wealth. Unlike M. Euffe, who had
started from zero, Edmond Euffe was born a director, which
greatly fecilitates assumptions of authority and contacts with
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other men. Beginning life on a high rung of the sodal and
commercial ladder, he had had auffident lesure for some good
study, which, after his bachdor's degree, was succesful in obtain-
ing him a diploma of the Commercial Ingitute of Grenoble
University. And thus it was that through him the transition
from primary to secondary education was accomplished for the
firg time—a thing which raiss a family from indgnificance,
alters the character of its future, and gives it a new part to play
in society; and it is the mogt critical gage in the evolution of a
line of descendants  Edmond Euffe was secretly no less proud of
his patrician knowledge than M. EufFe had been ingenuoudy
proud of his millions.

M. Congant Euffe had been a sdf-made man who had shed
but little of the evidence of his humble extraction; this left him
with smplicity and smple good-heartedness, which redeemed
his vulgarity. He doubted that his suaes in life could be a
subgitute for all other deficiendes. When he had become a
rich man he recognized that there were other sandards of value
besdes money, and he was always inclined to be humble in
gheaes other than his own. Though incapable of any sound
criticism where they were concerned, he admired orators,
lecturers journalists, and writers for ther faculty of expresing
themsdves in a medium of which they were mages In the
preence of a great doctor or datesman or schdlar it was quite
natural to him to exclaim, "therésafinebrain!" He recognized
that there are more exalted ways of utilizing inteligence than
those in which he had applied his own. He would bow before
a contractor for plager work who had become a member of
Parliament; that man had done something difficult—something
of which he himsdf might not have been capable He respect-
fully admired the holders of exalted official pogts which his
triumphsin thecateringwor Id could never per mit him to occupy.
In the matter of decorations he had wished for nothing morethan
the academic palms, which ssamed to him to be a very suitable
recognition of a certain devotion to sodial and philanthropic
causs—and he obtained this award at the age of fifty-five
(Knowing that he was extremely anxious to get it, the authori-
ties had by no means hurried themsdves for it is a fundamental
doctrine that a petitioner must not be gratified too quickly.)
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M. Euffewasafirm beiever in men beingin their right places
and working hard at their regpectivejobs, he d liked to e
ome gratuitous rivalries, and was in favour of certain gheres of
activity being resrved for people of outsanding ability. His
own rie had been 0 swift and so remarkable that he ill found
pleesure in looking down from above at the friends of his youth
and some vague cousns He had certainly discharged some
ballag, that is to say, he rarey paid them a vist, but he was not
afraid to se them from time to timein order to realize, by com-
parison, how far he had outdiganced them. For this reason he
was not jealous and was always ready to applaud other peoples
oeses He was content with what he had done, at being able
to fed that it was something condderable, and satidfied with the
results obtained. At the same time he did not imagine that the
sle of sardines and margarine, of dried plums and bacon, of
cod and alives, of oil and wine, even though it were in hogsheads
and tons had carried him to the topmost rung of the sodia
ladder. Hedid not deny that others had accomplished better and
more difficult taks in gpheres in which he could never have
shone. By thee means beneath a rough exterior, he retained
until his death a frehness of outlook and a fund of common
e

Edmond's cae was different. What his father had had to
sure by the grength of his right arm and a gift of the gab,
he, Edmond, possessd at birth. The rise in the fortunes of the
Euffe family, which he found at a certain leve, it was his tak
to carry to a higher one, at which there would be more variety
and greater refinement. He had a smaller capacity for work
than his father and doubdess less flair (that characterigic of
pioneers); but much better manners, together with a more dagtic
conception of honesty and a conviction—shared by all the other
young men of his generation—that succes is chiefly a matter of
shrewdness adaptability, and good connections  The quetions
he had to condder were no longer that of making a fortune—
auch being already definitely acquired—but those of social datus
and flattering marriages.

M. Euffe himsdlf had in actual fact been smply an uneducated
millionaire, at the earlies period of the acquistion of wealth,
and a man who in taking too much on his own shoulders and
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continually touting for ordersstill had commercial broker writ-
ten all over him. He represnted the springboard from which
Edmond Euffe would leap in order to leave far behind him the
memory of the shopkesper grandparents and the small farmer
cousins and certain laughable characteridics of the founder of
the Silken Net. The family had emerged from the degtitution
and poverty of itsearlier history and the narrow winding sregs
of the old portion of the town. And now it mug win the
armorial bearings of the rich, and the grocery busness be rather
less to the fore though not renounced, seeing how rich its yield.
It was Edmond's dream to place the Euffes on a level with the
paper manufacturersof Voiron and the gloversof Grenoble, those
rivals of the arigocratic glasshlowers of former days. He was
ometimes irritated to observe the ways in which glory is
bestowed. Grenoble honours, amongs others, military men,
Bayard, Lediguieres Randon, Vinoy; and padliticians, jurigts,
men of letters enginears artigs—Barnave, Casmir Perier,
Cujas, de Boisseu, Condorcet, Condillac, Vaucanson, Berlioz,
Sappey, and that unreadable, pretentious, irritating and scan-
dalous Stendhal, who was more or less a failure and who goke
ill of his own town ... But no one puts up datues of Felix
Potin, Duval of the restaurants Olida, Amieux, etc., whose
products are famous and activities nutritive. Catering, on which
all dreds isindeed unjustly treated!

Edmond Euffe, as soon as ne became a university sudent, had
realized that he would have to make a dear and definite choice
of the mental attitude he would adopt in certain matters. The
different schods at the universty were attended by some badly
dressad but remarkable young men who could have thrown all
their felow-gudents into the shade if only by their powers of
assimilation, their ready intelligenceand their intellectual subdety.
These young frequenters of chesp boarding-houses placed intel-
ligence above everything and took on airs of superiority; in
other words, they condituted a threat to etablished postions
Theregpett shown to them and their learning took the form of
indulgence in expensve rounds of drinks, excurdons into the
mountains, week-ends on the Riviera, expensve young women,
and light sports cars. When lectures and examinations wer e not
in question these young men, unable to keep pace with the rest
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had to rdapse into their normal function of condituting the
lessimportant framework of the social sructure. They would be
the workers of to-morrow: luxury needs them for its own
sfety and support.

Edmond was accugomed to meet, at the Lediguieres tennis
club, the Dauphine restaurant, the swimming-pool, and dse
where, some lusty young fellows, idiotic for tie mogt part and
not particularly well-bred, and sometimes even caddish and
vulgar boors. But several of these uncouth individuals belonged
by virtue of therr birth to the dub frequented by the wealthy
men of the digtrict and were capable of raking in large sums at
poker. Apart, however, from their mediocrity, no one was
afraid of being let down by them. Edmond throughout his life
would be meeting youths like these at every gathering or centre
where condgderation of profits, influence, or budness connections
would be in quedtion. It is true that certain rich young men
werefar from oeing supid. But they too preferred the brainless
individuals in their own st to brilliant fdlows who paid for
things by monthly ingalments, feding sfer thus from the point
of view of money, and because that is the only sort of policy
to pursue if one does not wish wealth to give openings to the
attacks which are directed againg it on every 9de Only latdly
enriched by his father, Edmond might have chosen to consort
with the young fdlows who were trying to make a dart in life
with nothing but their own abilities to help them. Apart from
the fact that one should not place too much faith in a mere
promise of talent, the future director of the Silken Net would
have fallen into discredit with the young men like himsdf, who
were well supplied with pocket money and allowed very con-
sderable latitude in the matter of their debts. He decided in
favour of the monied s¢ and threw overboard those gudents
whose fathers were the reverse of millionaires. He knew what
he was doing and the road he wished to take.

He had the satisfaction of seeng his choice universally ap-
proved. He was given to undergand that if he persevered in
this line of action he would very soon be on a level with the
people descended from a long line of bourgeois ancetors The
gage of thejourney asodated with his father was now a thing
of the pad. The members of his s& would be prepared to forget

TV
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it if he, the son, would give them certain pledges They would
not demand augerity in his way of life, nor that he should
forgo any pleasure, nor that he should restrict his profits from
consdientious doubt or scruple. They would not ak him how
he got his money, only that he should have a great deal. All
they reguired from him was orthodoxy as understood by that
section of the community into which he was making entry, that
isto say, wholehearted and dragtic opposition to the rapid attain-
ment of wealth by other people. The path of merit, that ambi-
tiouslitde creaturethat givesitsaf theairsof amoralist, mug alo
be obgructed to the utmost posible degree The thing that
gooils wealth nowadays and rabs it of itsjust prerogative is this
that it is becoming so disconcertingly easy to acquire that rich
men no longer fed completely at home among themsdves
Edmond Euffe adopted unreservedly these paints of view.

So thoroughly did he adopt them that he made a marriage of
a kind calculated to grengthen his postion gready. At the age
of twenty-seven he married a Mademoisdlle Barges—of the firm
of Barg&s and Chouin—daughter of a large manufacturer in the
Bourgoin digtrict. The young woman was not very pretty. She
had a hard, aggressve tone in her voice, and a disagresable
mouth; but she was an only daughter and would be heres
of an old and important firm. The newly made fortune of the
Euffes was thus conjoined with another already old and a family
with a great reputation in the district, srengthened by their
posesson of a higoric country house By this marriage Edmond
was ranging himsdf among the most daunch and rdiable
members of a section of society in which henceforth he would
occupy a prominent position. He took a fine apartment in the
boulevard Edouard-Rey, and with his wifes dowry he too
bought a country house of baronial agect on thewooded heights
overlooking the Sassnage Having attained his ambition, he
would have nothing further to do but keep an eye on the
members of his family to prevent their making socia blunders
which might pregudice his own efforts, remembering that the
founder or their fortunes had begun, fifty years before, as a tout
in grocery and had had his gdass at every bar in the district.

M. Euffe had evidendy lacked discretion in the manner of
hisdeath. For the man in the greet it became dightly comic and
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it drew too much attention to the amatory exapades of a
Dauphine sdf-made man. It was for these reasons that Edmond
did nis utmost to diminish the consequences and repercussions
of the tragedy, which had aready made too much stir; and it
was on this account dso that he shrank from the idea of any
dispute either with the Lacails or Riri Jumier. Haggling and
strife could only end in acourt of law, for Grenoble hes produced
numerous jurists in the past and still continues to produce
redoubtable quibblers, all smiles and treachery. Edmond knew
to what lengths an advocate may go, and what gems of insincerity
they produce on their clients behdf, especidly when respect-
ability offers a fine target in which their shots go well home.
He knew what he would say himself if he had to plead in cess
like those. Riri Jumier, thanks to her attractive appearance,
would have all the masculine sympathies on her sde, for the
Bench would not beindifferent to the charms of apretty litigant
who had succeeded in squeezing an important sum of money out
of a flighty old man who was clever at busness. As for those
Lacails, they would s themsaves up as victims of a greedy
plutocrat who wastrying to make money out of hisown father s
corpse. That was the argument which would be used on their
behdf, and they would have the Prefecture and probably free-
masonry behind them. If the latter, with its many and far-
reaching ramifications, were really available for backing up their
cause, there would be every likelihood of the Euffes losing face
over this action. There would be innumerable troubles and
worries, and then the whole thing would end in ridicule. Ina
ca like this one must start with a certainty of success or give
it up atogether. We are living in a period notable for the
humouring of appetites and passons, for the encouragement of
jealousies and sharp practice, and for promises to the undeserving.
It would be much better to give one's self the advantage of taking
a generous attitude and, by sacrificing a few hundred thousand
francs, get the whole thing hushed up. This was definitely
Edmond's intention, acting on the advice of hiswife, who as a
member of the Barges family was finding this Euffe family
always in the way, hopelesdy lacking in polish, and altogether
a nuisance.

But the bugling widow of General de Sainte-Foy, aways



108 The Euffelnheritance

up-to-date with the latest Grenoble scandds as a person who kept
tirdess and energetic watch over the morality of her contem-
poraries, came to badger Edmond at his office in Alsace-Lorraine
Avenue, where he st surrounded by his statigtics, his samples of
mustard, products of Italian pagste, jams, and catdogues of free
gifts. She burst into the room and sounded the bugle of her
overpowering and masterful voice.

"My dear young man," she said, "your mother is a sniveller
and only half-awake. She won't stir a hand's breadth to do
anything. | take it that you know that?"

"My mother," Edmond cautiously replied, "has always taken
rather a back st in our family life. It was the best thing e
could do, at home."

"What you mean is that she is not intelligent? Well anyhow,
you havenoticedit! Poor fellow—it'sagreat misfortunefor you.
It's a great misfortune for a family when the wife lets the
husband lead her by the nose. The children suffer for it. You
can never rely on men for moulding children's character. Men
have other ideas in their heads—no need to tell youwhat. Think
of your poor father! ... Do you know what brings me here?"

"No..." sadEdmond. "Butifitis confidential, dare | ak
you to spesk not quite so loud? I've got people working in the
next room."

"Very well," sad the Generd's wife, "I will remember,
indignant though | am. The first thing | want to sy is this.
Your weskness is deplorable. Everyone is astonished at it.
What about all those lawsuits, prosecutions?"

"Qur counsdl have got that in hand."

"They've gpne to desp you mean?'

"Ohno, by no means. | am in constant communication with
them. Have you anything dse to sy to me?"

"Yes," sad the Generd's wife. *| have things to tell you
which would send your mother into floods of tears. That is
why | have come straight to you rather than to her. Your
brother Germain has a mistress.”

"That is his business..."

"That is his busness—exactly! Oh, | know that men all
agree on that point! But it may be your busness too. Do you
mom who this mistress is that | am speaking of ?"
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"No," Edmond replied. "Is it really necessry that | should
be tald?

"You will ;28 Well, she is neither more nor less than the
person who Killed your father by hurling a vase on to his head
—that Lacail woman. So far as | am concerned, | am rather
wondering whether she didn't do it on purposg if it waan't a
cae of revenge. She may be an old flame or your father's, that
gay old spark! It'sjust an idea of mine which you might con-
gder . .. Now to go back to your brother—what have you got
to sy about it?"

"You are quite certain of what you are telling me?"

"Make your own inquiries, my boy, that's all you need do!
But when | sound the alarm, you know, | am quite sure of my
factd Now, the second point. How old is your dste Lude? '

" Oh, twenty-eight, twenty-nine .. . ."

"Verywell. Now doyou redlize that that girl is going mad?"

"What do you mean?"

"She has s on the brain. Her imagination is working on
things she knows nothing about and which e feds de is
threatened with never knowing. That happens sometimes to
plain girls and it snds them dean off their head . . . You may
cal it supid, because if they only knew, the poor wretches. . .
But dill, therés the fact! Your dge will go mad one of thee
fine days if you don't get her married."

"Get her married, get her married .. ." Edmond Euffe
murmured.

"Ohyes | know. It neads two, as they sy, and the poor girl
getsno admirers. Y ou ought to pick her out some good honest
young fellow from your daff. You would se that he ges
promotion, and that would give him a postion, and frankly,
he would be earning it... By the way, what is this new
chauffeur of your mother's, that litde dark-skinned fellow with
the glowing eyes?

"Bruno? He comes from Nice—a very sharp fellow and most
obliging ..."

"Very well then,just you take carel Your dger looks at him
in a funny sort of way. | know what it is to make eyes at men,
as you may perhaps imagine! If this young man has a grain of
common sne and determination, it's easy to sse what may
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happen. Y ou're not specialy keen on having him for a brother-
in-law?"

"All the same, you are not going to tell me that Lucie .. .

"l tell you once more that shés mad! She's in that sort of
condition that old mads and very often nuns get into when
they are about forty. | advise you to get her married off quickly,
or there'll be a frightful to-do very soon. And bundle that
chauffeur out of the house, that Bruno, whom Lucie is so
fascinated by . . . Ah, you think it's an easy matter to keep up
aposition! Youthink itseasy torunafamily! Don't you believe
it, my boy!"

"Y ou scae me!" Edmond said.

"Half a moment," said the Generd's wife, "that's not all!
Have you been told that your sster Alberte is compromising
herself with that young scamp de Bazair?"

"The Count's son?

"Yes, a Count without a penny to bless himself with! And
you know aswell as | do that all the de Bazairs have been utterly
cruel to women and fatal to their own families. If Alberte loses
her head over this young rascd sheés done for."

"Alberte is about the last girl | should expect it of."

" Oh, redly? Well, youdon't look to me asthough you knew
much about women! Just you go and take a turn round Green
Island one morning and you'll know all about it. My goodness,
how the Euffe children take after their father!—except you,
Edmond. And they catch it young!"

"Inany cae Alberte is under age ..."

"Not for much longer. She will have her legacy when she is
twenty-one?"

"Oh,yes..."

"Then it's easy to se the game her fancy man is playing! ...
That will do for to-day, my boy. | shall leave you now that |
have given you these proofs of my friendship. For you won't
imagine that | would do as much for everybody."

"1'm sure of that, my dear friend. And might | ak you—
| hope it isn't indiscreet?—why we are the object of your vigilant
and helpful attention?"

"Oh," sad the Generd's wife, "I can certainly tell you, now
that it is too late. If your father had been free during one of
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my periods of widowhood, | should have liked to marry him.
I ]yelt quite drawn to all you children, and | saw quite well that
you needed a firm hand. | thought that your fretful, whining
mother wouldn't make old bones. But she is one of those people
who are always ill, and never die. .. Your poor father—well,
there was nothing diginguished about him, but he wasa man—
areal man. That would have been a change for me, for oncein
away ... Infour marriages|'ve had nothing but softies hanging
round me!"

"What!" Edmond said. " Therewasthe General."

"Oh, my poor friend. That thunderbolt of war was a man
who at home loved his firesde and dippers and couldn't sy boo
to a goo= He was afraid of another general who had a tiny
bit more on his deave. Oh, I've had more than enough of the
army! | am very sorry indeed that the flying men arrived too
late for the women of my generation. | should have liked to
sample.. . .



CHAP. VI: OPINIONS DIFFER

THERE is a short work of comparatively recent date (it was
published in 1937), which happens to be banned from the public
libraries, entitled Secretsof Grenoble. It isfrom the pen of aman
named Edgar Laperine an enigmatical person who has now
entirdly vanished, and who has produced a certain number of
very grange documents, such asRural MusingsOutside Grendde,
and Lives of my Dauphini Contemporaries. Their Seamy Side,
copies of which it isall but impossble to obtain.

This Laperine was reputed to be a hare-brained, eccentric
individual, a hack writer, an odd kind of hermit who had adopted
an indefensble attitude which was mogt damaging to his own
interests in a pog in which his promotion might be dependent
on his general oudook and opinions. Being too much of a free-
thinker, he would never pledge himself to any political party,
and this deprived him of any useful backing and only made him
upedted by everybody. This sf-aufficent personage enjoyed
but little or no respet; he was indeed practically a failure, seang
that as he was devoid of ambition and sought nothing for him-
«f, he gave offence to every party or cligue. His career at
Grenoble was an official one of an average sort, and on his
retirement he dissppeared from the town. Of the people who
knew him, some describe him as a shy individual and a dreamer,
others as a misanthropist who was a0 rather a rogue; some sy
that he was too sngtive and too eadly rousad to indignation,
cthers that he had a hidden urge to cruelty. On the one sde he
is given credit for culture and afirg-classbrain; on the other,
he is dedlared to have been a mediocre and embittered man.
One may asume that any comments on this grange individual
arecoloured by some personal bias It iscertain that hisdetractors
outnumber those who admire and read him. But that is what
usually happens in provincial socety, where everyone is s
picious and so ready to fight tooth and nail for his own interess
that he cannot bear the idea of anyone ds being superior to
himsdf. And 4ill less can he bear it when the other man is
disregarding the rules of the game which he himsdf is observing.

112
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So thereis ill in exigence a mystery about this man Lap&ine
which time will gradually unveil. Heis said to have presarved
among his papers some racy piecss of writing which he had
deferred taking deps to publish. Any sound estimate of him
will havetowait. Thefollowingisfrom hispen: " Thetown of
Grenable might well be thought worthy of two digtinct reputa-
tions. For it has two eddying, whirling periods every year,
summer and winter; it is the st of two diginct sodeies
autochthonous and trangtory, the firs permanendy ingalled,
with its own cugoms ambitions, and work; the second nomad
and shifting, idle, and subject to change For a real native the
town doubdess evokes nothing more than a collection of habits,
certain faces busness and other connections, and local rivalries,
with a flow of life which mug retain its provincial character,
that is to say, completely at the mercy of a universal inquisi-
tiveness and curiosity, sSmply because the town does not harbour
an accumulation of human bengs large enough for anyone to
become isolated or hidden within it, and thus exape the con-
graint of petty jealousies envy openly expressad, passons with
nothing to divert their course, and ddiberate hatreds
" Stricdy speaking, the town s no horizon, but a corsst of
mountains both adjacent and high, which after a certain time
give people the feding of a corsst of ded. There is the sory of
Corot being lured to Grenoble by admirers who had told him:
"You will find there scenery worthy of your talent/ But the
great painter of the French landscape, ever in ques of the light
airs of morning that ruffle the surface of a lake, and reflectionsin
water over which some migt ill lingers, when he found himself
a prisoner within these walls of rock, and gifled by them, re-
fused so much as to put up his easd and made all hage to return
to a more even, measured countrysde. The townsmen of
Grenablelivein adegp holewhich istitter in winter and scorch-
ing in summer, and there they sethe in sght of a row of
mountain peaks which remain indifferent and aloof. From the
summits ot the Moucherotte and of the Saint-Eynard, Grenoble
looks like a mere ant-heap. It is in the hope of becoming a
diehdy bigger ant than thered that theinhabitants plot and plan.
There is beddes this a ssoond Grenoble of which tourigs
have much to sy in praise it isa great centre of excurgons and
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haoliday ddights, and there are relay gations for vehides dashing
to the south by way of the Lautaret or the High Alps route, or
through M onestier-de-Clermont and over the Croix-Haute Pass
etc. Throughout July and August the great dusty cars unload
ther cargoes of vistors and mountain climbers at Grenoble.
This motley crowd, part of which isin ques of outdoor sports
and padimes gives the town an appearance of youthful hardi-
hood, the same as is given to it in winter by the ski-runners.
It is posshle that thee dghts have some effect on morals, the
effect which may be observed wherever luxury and high living
flaunt themsdves T he presence of sudents must also bereckoned
with, for with the pregtige attaching to ther learning and their
free and easy ways of youth, they turn many feminine heads
Wher e there are sudents women s dreams and aspirations take
atenderer and more fanciful form.

" But underlying this brilliant and ssesond agpect of the town
there gill remains the Grenoble of bygone days in which people
live as they did in times pag an uneventful life wherein duties
and habits make up between them a monotonous round. Despite
crammed hotds and dregs crowded with cars thee people,
living in the hollow badn formed by the valleys, make up the
old nudeus of the locality. Remaining patiendy where they
are, they continue to ssure for themsdves everything that is
obtainable by a mixture of the doggedness caution, and guile
characterigic of their province. Beneath an exterior of a cos
mopolitan city, Grenoble retains some of the forms and ritual
observed in the typical country town. These go hand in hand
with subterranean currents of jealousy and treachery of a ruthless
nature, all of which is coldly planned and ddiberately carried
out "

Laperine often takes up thee themes in different forms. It
sEms that this man, who is ill only half-explained, became
bogged, at Grenoble, in provincial mire, and that at the same
time he managed to find pleasure in a moral climate which he
found difficult to breathe, because it favoured his meditations.
He ssams to have understood his own casg, for he himself has
written: " It is possble that great thinkers, like great chsrvers
need shackles at which they violently protest, but which supply
them with material. The acute discernment displayed in the



Opinions Differ 115

writings of La Rochefoucauld and Saint-Simon was born of
frustration and constraint. If Cardinal de Gondi had supplanted
Mazarin, if the other two had been more succesful at Court,
would they have found time to write memoirs and maxims?
Concentration is impossible without isolation. But nothing is
less public-spirited, nothing less socia, than isolation. And
nothing arouses more suspicion.”

In other pessages of his works, Laperine dludes to persecutions
to which he had been exposed. He spegks of a live viper dipped
into his letter-box by unknown enemies. He attributes to the
citizens of Grenoble a tagte for denunciation and anonymous
letters, for secret societies and feuds, and declares that he himself
was a victim of these things. He dleges that to show indepen-
dence arouses more suspicion there, and is more unpopular, than
esewhere. We should, of course, make some alowance for the
exaggerations of a solitary individual who due too deeply into
the same questions, while keeping al oof from a Tcollective move-
ments and activities It seams probable that Laperine's reserved
and dandoffish attitude, which smacked of contempt, irritated
his contemporaries and turned them against him. However, it
is not these questions of a personal nature that are important, but
rather to discover in Lapering's writings any statements from
which some fairly wide psychological generdizations can be
made. There are taciturn people who have an exceptional gift
for observation, feeling and andysis. The history of the Euffe
family seams a thorough vindication of a certain number of
remarks which are to be found in Secrets of Grenoble and Lives
of my Dauphine Contemporaries: Their Seamy Sde. Later portions
of this narrative will enable the reader to judge.

Claire Barges, when she had become Mme Edmond, was
nicknamed "the Princess' by the Euffe family. This was on
account of her pretensons to being a woman of fashion, her
opinions on literature, art, and society, and her family con-
nections either factual or merely alleged, which, if she were to
be bilieved, included everything of note in French society of
the day.

She was afair-haired woman of the unpleasing type, with poor
hair that was naturally inclined to be yellow (without any of
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those glints of sunshine or mirabele plums which brighten the
complexion of blondes at their best), with sea-green eyes which
fell upon you with a sony gaze, and flesh that showed no tender,
generous curves, but was furrowed with visible Snews and hard
vens. In aword, afrigid datue, but ao a gpeechifying datue,
mincing, affected, platinized, anointed with beauty preparations
and adorned with everything cogly. All this, which entirely
failed to improve her looks, made her imposing in the eyes of
shallow-minded people, of whom there are so many, and who
are themsdves but lay figures in appearance This person was
moreover cosesad by her own personal appearance, as e was
al by her birth, her education, her intdligence—by everything
that either dosdy or remotely concerned hersdf. She would
take on an intensdy witty air for making the mog trite remarks,
never imagining for a moment that anything commonplace
could ever fall from those thin lips of hers To kill time when
she was a girl, he had managed to get a university degree On
the"possegon of this diploma she bassd an egimate of her sdf
that asigned her—in her own mind—a place somewhere be-
tween Georges Sand and M me Curie, with a more arigocratic
touch—reminiscent of the duchese d'Uzes, perhaps—thrown in.

This angular and bony lady of the manor, who gave her sdif
the airs of an experienced Parisenne, held sway over a litde
court of people like herdf, all of whom, both men and women,
were thoroughly pleasad with themsdves These people, all of
them mutually convinced that they were the cream oiGrenoble
sodiety and a shining light in the province, took their pleasure
in an atmosphere of autoadmiration (not wholly free from back-
biting and dander) from which they drew their pride of life.
Thiscompetition in vainglory, thisvanity fair, which was main-
tained at a high pitch, actually went far enough to invade and
spail the peace of a certain lovely dte, when the mountains of
Sassnage blue tinted in the fading evening light, spread their
vag shadows far and wide amidg an impressive and majegtic
dlence For the most sdect and crowded gatherings were held,
in summer, at the chateau of White Terraces, which stood out,
a conspicuous object, on the neares of the wooded heights of
the Vercors. Five hundred citizens of Grenoble had done various
contemptible things to gain admisson to this circle of pinchbeck
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and boredom. It was Claire Euffés great feat to have brought
into being this provincial movement in which the participants
fondly imagined that, in gatherings of the newly enriched in the
great manufacturing indudries and trade in excelsis, they were
reviving a little of the refinement and charm of Versailles. .. .

Edmond was a mere plaything in the hands of thexejarring
people, believing as he did that he would have to go tnroueh
with it all in order to climb that new rung of the socia ladder
which would bring him to the level of the genuine old families
of his time. Eager to banish all memories of the Euffes of ther
relations and all d< that lent itsdf to ridicule, he had meekly
performed all the amirks and smiles and came entirely under
his wife's gdl. He applied himself to the tak of thinking her a
superior woman—since he could not think her pleasant to cares
—perhaps because some hidden prompter whispered in his ear
that that chilly creature, were she once deprived of this sodal
influence of hers, would be the emptiest, mos usess and least
desrable of companions

Edmond had been enraptured by his discovery of the art of
being " in the swim," which he regarded as a quintessential one,
with very few initiates. Detesting games at which he was a
clumsy performer, he had forced himsdf to go to Uriage and
play golf, as that would place him. In the same way he would
drink cocktails and whisky, because white wine and vermouth-
cads which he redlly preferred, are too undigtinguished as
drinks. He played bridge, which bored him to death, thinking
that it was the card game of the elite. He had even tried to read
certain writersof lofty thought—who from hiswifedrew sreams
of ddlight—but that wasjust more than he could manage. He
could not cope both with the literature of the sublime and the
market prices of foodsuffs, for the Silken Net sold hundreds of
different kinds of artides or products, from fly-papersto chesse
graters, with everything that gives nourishment included. Ed-
mond could not divide his brain into compartments in such a
way as to resrve on one sde a place for the grophes of La
Jeune Parque, and on the other for the prices of tunny-fish in
oil and mackere with white wine. In painting he contrived to
apprediate the Abbe Cales, but that was certainly the furthest he
could go, If thetruth weretold, hewould have been glad enough
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to digpense with painting and even with books, thinking as he
did that one should gick once for all to the dasscs—and those
of not less than a hundred years old—which one is quite safe in
admiring, in those portions which one learns from onés schod
books. For it is unreasonable to suppose that a man who is
running a hundred different branch etablishmentswill ever have
the head to read Phedre or Les Fleurs du Mal more than once,
when it is auch a smple matter to listen to the wirdess, which
tdlsyou practically all you need know and is an ample subgtitute
for the lack of conversation which prevails to-day.

While driving back to Sassnage after his interview with the
Generdl's wife, Edmond was pondering anxioudy over the dis-
turbing items of news which he was bringing back to his wife.
He was feding that a time was at hand when the characters of
his family would be laid bare in conflict with himsdf, each
member of it revealing, under the spur of passon or sdf-interes,
some Euffe hereditary trait. For all he knew, there might
have been among their Euffe forebears some dodhoppers of a
scandalous and disgraceful type and somereckless devil-may-care
trollops, hot ashell, whose exploitswould still be remembered by
the older inhabitants of Domene, La Galochere, Saint-Martin-
d'Heres, Jarrie and Bresson. |If such indincts till lingered in
thexe peoples desendants, there was every prospect of drife
and scandal—terrible scandal—which would completdly demol-
ish the reaults of years of sodal efort and ambition.

" Oh, the family," Edmond sghed, "what a aurseit iss And
how will Claire takeit all?"

He knew well enough how biased she was againg the Euffe
contingent, and foresaw a truly ddightful discusson on the
well-known theme of "your family" and "that crew." ... He
was genuindy afraid of those airs of a goddess out of her dement
which his wife was accusomed to put on in such drcumsances
He decided that he would dart his revelations with the mogt
harmless of them, Alberte's and Bob's flirtation, for he did not
wish to believe it to be anything but a mereflirtation, a young
girl's imprudence, which they all commit when they first begin
flirtations. In any caeherefrained from condgdering the question
how far this particular imprudence had gone. After all, Bob had
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a handle to his name, and later on would have a tide. Claire
might fall for this it would be for her to declare her opinion.

And that was what happened. Claire asked at once:

" Thisyoung man will really be a Count one day?"

"Certainly,’ Edmond replied, "as his father is now. The
de Bazairs are the oldest nable family in the didrict. Therewere
already some of that family in Dauphine at thetime of Louis X | .
| can get you the full particulars.

"And your sga might be a Countess?'

"Yes, indeed. It may be worth thinking over . . ."

Claire was divided between two fedings, each very grong;
longing to e a Count in the family, and indignation at the idea
of this honour coming to her through little Alberte whom <he
congdered completely indgnificant. (The lady of Sassnage be-
longed to that category of women who cannot admit the exigt-
ence of beauty or charm in any other woman, ill less so when
thoe qualities include an dement of gentle swednes that is
itself physcally attractive and wins men's devotion.) It was the
soond feding that prevailed when dhe reflected that some day
or other Alberte with a tide would be more important than
hersdf and perhaps by no means anxious to entertain her. She
proffered some advice with condderable emphass

"Your d§de istoo young to know what e wants. | think |
have summed her up pretty well. Shés a nice litde thing, but
che has no conversation and is rather limited. She is certainly
lacking in a will of her own."

"Everything will depend on whether young de Bazair gets a
hold on her,” Edmond said. "These de Bazairs are said to be
very dangerous”

"Thisyoung man," sad Claire, "may belosng his head over
her. Alberteisvery fresh and attractive now. But heisnot the
wort of girl to keep her pretiness long. Shell lose her figure
after her first baby. Do you know this young fellow?"

"A litde. Everyone knows everyone ds at Grenoble, more
or les"

"Well, if | were you I'd have a talk with him, if Alberte
won't ligen to you. | should tell him diat Alberte has much
less money than he might suppoee and that we have got other
plans for your Sder."
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"W hat plans?'

"We mug wait and s Alberte needs safety rather than
brilliance in her surroundings We mug try and find her a
young man who could manage her fortunewell. 1'll gir up my
friends about it."

"You think, then, that it would not be dedrable for her to
marry young de Bazair ?"

"No," Claire said with emphads, " in Alberte's own interes
| don't think it would. In some sodiety Alberte would be quite
out of place—she would fed condrained, awkward. She takes
a good deal after your mother, you know."

"Very well, then," Edmond said, " if you think .. ."

Proceeding with caution, he spoke next of his 9ge Lud€s
caxe following the description of it given to him by General
de Sainte-Foy's widow.

" Poor Lucieiscertainly very plain," Clairesaid. " | am afraid
shrewon't find a husband at all easly.”

" But we have got to get her married,” Edmond sad, "and
quickly too, if the General's wifeisright in what she says Can
you think of any way to do &7

"1 am trying ... She can, of course, be married for her
money. Some young man who is very hard up—he shouldn't
be difficult to find ..."

"Yes, but what sort of fellow shal we unearth? You can
imagine the kind of brother-in-law?"

"Wait, I've got an idea. Grenoble isatown of soldiers Y our
ddea could marry a young officer. Officers don't make ther
fortunes, aswe know ..."

"1 should think not!" Edmond said. " There are no riksin
their job!"

"Except in war, all thesame .. .

"Excuse me" said Edmond, "war means smilar risks for
every Frenchman liable for srvice In wartime | shall be doing
an officer'sjob under drcumstances as dangerous as they can be.
Do those gentlemen come and do mine, just when payments arc
falling due?"

"Oh, | agreewith you!" sid Claire. " All | meant was that
from the sodial point of view marrying an officer wouldn't bring
her down in theworld."
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" No, that istrue,” Edmond said. " But thereislesto it than
there usd to be. If you come to think of it, war ruins armies,
because it lowers the level of recruiting. The perfect soldiers are
thoe who never have to go to war and serve as an adornment of
peace by cultivating a tradition of good manners, a fine bearing,
and honour. | shouldn't be surprised if those qualities were sem
at their very best among the pontifical zouavesand thebodyguard
of the Prince of Monaco. The Swiss army, which hasn't had a
fight for years, is said to be magnificent. War kills off the finest
military gpedmens and they are hard to replace”

"1 think," Clairebrokein, "that an infantry officer would be
too showy for Lucie. Itisnot at all to her interes to draw atten-
tion to hesdf. But | often se dfficers pasing who look like
quiet, unassuming civil srvants. They carry a leather portfolio
which appears to be duffed with papers”

"Oh, sad Edmond, "those are administrators, or Engineer
officers in charge of military buildings."

"That would be exactly right for Lucie. It's not for her to
betoo particular. And officers are moved to different garrisons?’

"Usually."

"1 n that way we should lose Sght of her after hewasmarried,
and then s her again later on if her hushand got good promo-
tion. Something of this kind will have to be arranged. Spesk
to the General's wife about it. Sheis sure to have kept up some
connection with her military cirdes She will be very usgful
to us"

Edmond finally plucked up suffident courage to spesk of his
brother Germain and Flavie L acail.

As he expected, his wife burg into loud cries

"You mug get that sopped immediately. Y ou quite under-
gand?"

She then gave utterance to a maxim which from her lips
sounded agtonishing; but shehad a plentiful sore of auch sayings
that were completely incondgent with her actual behaviour:
"One should think of others before onés df.”

"What can | do?" Edmond asked.

"Come, come, your brother mug know that there are
things which in certain drdes smply aren't done! Tell him o,



122 TheEuffelnheritance

"Yes, I'll tell him, | mog certainly intend to do 0. And sup-
posng he won't ligen to me?"

" See this woman. Frighten her. See the husband too."

"Not quite the bes way to avoid a scandal! We have given
up the idea of taking proceedings so as to avoid a lot of fus
and bother. We can't go now and tell this man that my brother
hes golen his wife."

"That is true. In any cazs he will hear of it without your
tellinghim."

"1 am afraid 0"

" Oh, it'sthelimit, really it is!" Claire exclaimed. " A charm-
ing family, you are indeed! And you make life so much easer!
How ghéell laugh, old mother Simione, that old creature who was
kept and then married after heéd inherited an industry on her
lover's death. And how about your mother? Has she been doing
anything stupid or extravagant?"

'Not that | know of. The General's wife would have told
me'...

" Oh, that will come!l And all thee troubles are her fault.
If the poor woman was less of a honentity you would have had
a better education. It's true that you can't expect an uneducated
woman to have any fedings about her children's education.
What was he—your mother s father?"

"Heold cutlery, Claire, you know perfectly well!" Edmond
replied, in a vexea tone of voice.

The conversation was taking a trend which he greatly feared.
There was now every progpect of his life being often embittered
by allusons to the indincts and pagt history of the Euffes He
had a presentiment that his reations with the members of his
family were about to enter a difficult phase full of wrangling
and friction and bitterness, with the revival of old sandas
as part of the programme for the day. On all this there
\li\I.OL(Jj|d be daily comments from Claire of the usual scathing

ind.

All things conddered, Edmond knew hisbrother and hissge's
very little indeed. He had known them as one knows children,
witn ther characters still unformed, and had maintained an dder
brother's rather lofty detachment; while snce that time, though
he was congantly rubbing shoulders with them, he had not kept;
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in touch with their development as adults, which had but little
interest for him. And now he was suddenly discovering that he
knew nothing of their degper fedings, their ambitions, or ther
passons Was it posible that they really had pasions of their
own, and that these might become a millstone round his neck
which would hinder his asent to the highest social drdes in
Grenoble?

Mor e than ever he was being haunted by the quegtion of pre-
dominance. The incessant upward thrugt of the proletariat into
the ranks of the middle dasss the rapid multiplication of those
dases and their enormous fadilities for enriching themsdves
were becoming a menace to the pick of society (to which he
congdered that he belonged) before it had had time to dig itsdlf
in. Therewasa forward march towardsa confuson and disorder
of ideas and appetitesin which people would cease to recognize
themsdves The Euffes had now acquired a postion in society
which they were in danger of loang unles they fought with
might and main againgd thexe new manifedations of ambition
and greed. This was Edmond's reason for beieving in the
urgency of recongituting certain coalitions of employers, of a
hereditary nature, which would give society some new founda-
tions. He contemplated laying himsdf the firs gone of one of
these foundations, to be cemented with the blood of his own
family. Was it possble that Lucie, Germain, and Alberte were
now about to hamper him in this tak ingead of helping him by
a gheme of marriages arranged with aview to the founding of
what was known in days gone by as "great families'? Those
dangerous modern theories of the superiority of the individual,
of "aplaceinthesun" and" theright to happiness" wereleading
to a fragmentary conception of the soda gructure, which itself
is continually raisng new problems owing to the mixture of its
dements which is perpetually taking place

The foregoing will provide the explanation why Edmond,
when chooging his friends from the age of twenty onwards, had
dected tojoin forces with mediocre young men who were al-
ready in a sfe financial pogtion rather than with gifted but poor
young felows who did in reality conditute the new waves of
assault whose objective was the conquest of power and wealth,
of which latter he himsdf, with the Silken Net and the Euffe



124 TheEuffelnheritance

millions, possessed no mean share and which it was his duty to
defend. (Moreover thee rich if mediocre young men had
actually some idea of the meaning of degance, luxury, and good
breeding, which made them easy enough to get on with, and
after one generation had entirely died out, they might very well
become fathers of intdligent children. No dynasty can be en-
tirely free from defective and unsatisactory members, but that
which has been aready won, all solid worth, remains in being
and regppears in more efficient representatives of the line. This
in any cae is better than no dynagty at all. M. Congant Euffe
had grown up asa man playing a lone hand in a game of chance
But his riee to fortune would have neither s®e nor meaning
unless it served as a point of departure for a line of descendants
inured to the employer's problems as to those of catering, and
experienced a9 in the management of wealth, an art for which
apprenticeship is required. This line, enriched by choice graftings,
would form a chain of beings whose links would be the Euffe
traditions, which would tend towards increased refinement and
a diginguished bearing.)

M. Congant Euffe, rich in money and experience, ussd some-
times to sy at informal gatherings towards the end of his life,
in his bluff, good-natured, rather vulgar way: " A rich man can
think ashelikes" Therewasa good deal of truth in this, lacking
though it was in that restraint in the manner of expresing, ones
sdf mat is essntial to courtesy; and people of the upper middle
dass would never be guilty of such crudity of language, which
would only give a handle to their enemies For the chaos of the
present day is fostered by traitors and embittered people (owing,
perhaps, to the misuse of education, given to all and sundry). . . .
It is thus that one constandy sess sons of lower middle dass
families refusng to submit to the forms of discipline which are
necsssary at the earlier dages of life and throwing themsdves
into the arms of the proletariat, taking control of the masss
and organizing them and guiding them along the paths of
insurrection. As to the myth of a world in which there will be
no more downtrodden people, a world where everyone will be
rewarded as he desrves that is smply a piece of dectioneering
claptrap. Individual merit isnow once for all measured by the
extent of the man's posessons—whether he acquired them by
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merit (which may asume athousand different forms), or whether
his possesdonsipso facto confer merit upon him.

Thee were the condudons to which Edmond, a man of
property, had come while banishing from his mind the confussd
mass of ideas in which quibblers and thinkers alike take pleasure
He needed to maintain an unswerving adherence to a way of
life which would leave his mind free for the management of
his busness and the maintenance of a superior social postion on
the lines of the great manufacturers of that part of the country
whose equal he consdered himsdf to be, snce like them, he
possesd a large country house, srvants and severd cars Any
examination of the prgudiced quibbling of sodologists will
enable one to perceive that our forebears acted soundly in recog-
nizing the rights of birth and in basng them upon divine right.
It is here that the Church gives a necessry support to ingtitu-
tions, granting them recognition by a superior will of herswhich
can nether be explained nor can it be disputed, and which is
responsble to nobody. A great employer, Edmond Euffe thought
asdid Napoleon that the people need areligion, for it is good and
right that the people should find in rdigious faith a safety-valve
for their agitations and their daims. It was when the srong and
mighty had forsworn their alliance with the gods that they were
swept away by plebeian revolts, witness the end of Athens, the
end of Rome, the end of the French aristocracy given over to
the athesm of the eighteenth century. It is accordingly whole-
some and right that the bourgeoisie should be in unison with the
Church and give a good example of submision to the Divine
will which governs the universe. Edmond was not evading this
duty: hewas goingto Mass. Hisfather, ill too much a member
of trie lower middle dass and entirely absorbed in his congandy
growing busness concern, and a< rather cold-shouldered by
the whole body of people whose social standing had long been
asured, had hestated in the matter of adherence to any political
party. Edmond, however, had put his tiller hard over to the
right, and both by his outward behaviour and his own mental
outlook had identified himsdf with the Conservative party,
consdering as he did that the time had come for putting the
brake on what was too rapid a sodal evolution, and that it
was bet to do so while the fortunes of the Euffe family were
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winging their way aloft to heights of dominion, authority, and
power.

"One mug be logical about ones sdf and oné€s postion.
And besdes managers and people in authority, and, generally
splelakigg, people of a superior type, are a necessty and always
will be!

Edmond thought that wealth was the crucible in which all
thee were forged, and as he himsdf posessd it he took his
gand among the leaders of his time. This meant that a certain
mental attitude in different matters became a duty for him. For
%0 far as duties of the active kind were concerned, he thought
that, apart from his management of the Silken Net, thee were
auffidendy covered by his parochial offerings, his financial sup-
port of certain groups of people engaged in political activities,
his subscriptions to journals with orthodox views, his adherence
to certain Grenoble sodeies in which he had succesded his
father, and his pressnce at certain public ceremonies at which
he sat somewhere near the Prefect, die General, or the Mayor.

In the army he was a lieutenant on the reserve of officars with
the probability of promotion. He had lately got himsdf trans
ferred to the Quartermager-General's department, thanks to
certain influential friends. In the event of war he would be
employed in revictualling, either at Grenoble itsdf or in the
neighbourhood. In view of his knowledge of catering in general,
this was reasonable and just.

Lasdy, his wife, whose speda task it was to se that the
intellectual supremacy of her house was properly maintained,
bought rare books pictures, furniture, carpets read reviews,
attended lectures, and went every winter to Paris for several
weeks, thus enabling her to get in full touch with what was
fashionable at the time, by visiting exhibitions, seang a few
successiul plays, watching the general trend of fashion and taking
note of those things that had then become "all the rage" It
was due to all thisthat her receptions wer e the mogt briUiant, the
mog " up-to-date," of any in Grenable.

The extent to which members of the same family can remain
unknown to each other was revealed to Edmond when he had
Albertc before him fighting for her love.
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Edmond's conception of his dster was that of an amiable
young girl who had hardly outgrown the ways and thoughts of
childhood, had barely said good-bye to her dolls, and who had
come suddenly to maturity and blossomed into beauty, without
losing any of her artless simplicity, her quiet s of fun, her
natural sweetness, or her tender grace. Everyone who came near
her with an unprgjudiced mind declared how nice a girl she was,
and praised her happy disposition, so entirely free from ill-
temper and jealousy. At a socia gathering she would never
express any preference of her own, but fell in with any sugges
tion made by others and seemed to be using all her witsin order
to give pleasure. Of all the EufFe children she was the essest
to control; so much was this the case that she was never consulted
about anything, so ready was she to agree wholeheartedly to
whatever was proposed and to find pleasure therein. She was
constantly smiling.

And now within a short time she had gained remarkable
beauty, a serene, a luminous beauty, which recently—since the
death of M. Euffe—had acquired an extraordinary brilliance. It
was this that surprised Edmond as he looked at his young sister
more closely than usua because he was preparing to sy some
very sarious things to her. Alberte had in truth become one of
the prettiest girls in Grenoble, perhaps the prettiest of them all.
So evidendy now was she at the crowning point of her grace
and charm that even her brother was struck by it. That little
girl whom no one took seriously only a few years ago, that
quiet submissive litde Alberte stood there now before his eyes
as though she were haloed with some secret happiness, and
adorned with a sdf-confidence whose source was derived from
some mysterious quality of her girlhood. The young girl's
warm gaze had the same open candour as before, the same clear,
honest way of resting upon the people she met and the sights
she saw. But now there burned within it a steady gleam of
bright and shining intensity, which drew its light from some
secret fire within her, whose presence was reflected in Alberte's
cheeks, and her forehead lightly gilded by the sun, in tints of
rosy pink. She was as pure and flawless as honey, warm bread,
or fresh milk. But the outline of her lips had grown firmer, and
their rich rounded for m had acquired thetint of certain crimson
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roges which shine and gligen in the morning dews. She had
logt all the hard, ungradiouslines of adolescence and theawkwar d-
ness and lack of grace of that period. Every curve and line of
her modelling had improved, had acquired a plenitude which
gave her a sudden flowering of all a woman's loveliness While
losng nothing of her adolescent charm, she was now aglow
and shining in the knowledge of her beauty newly found, as
though that knowledge had come to her through an unshakable
conviction that in her own heart she had discovered the shape
and outline of her future and her fate.

Alberte had come to her brother without suspicion, but no
soone had he uttered the name of Bob de Bazair than something
shrank within her, her face clouded and assumed an expresson
whose meaning it was impossble to read; her features hardened
and her dear, bright gaze became tarnished and dull. Thething
she had wished to keep apart, beyond the reach of anyonewhom-
soever, was now no longer intact. It was all very well for
Edmond to sesk of objections, of rashness and imprudence on
her part—to argue the case and to promise his help to an Alberte
who would be amenable to guidance she did not listen to him,
nay more, refused to do o, to give a Sngle minut€'s attention to
that which assiled her inmost beiefs and was an insult and
descration. In a flash Edmond had become her enemy. She
kept slence before him, with her face turned away, leaving him
to flounder in embarrassnent in a maze of dumsy and sordid
arguments, in which money was involved. He had no right,
she thought, to lay a coarse and dumsy hand on that part of
her life mat was now shex bliss She who had always said Yes
because nothing hitherto had really counted, felt surging up
within he the drength to say No, the srength to ress and
fight until thevery end. Duringamomentary slence sherapped
out these words at her brother:

"Be quiet, will you? | shall marry Bob, or no one. | have
promised.”

"But," sid Edmond, misundersanding her, "that was not
an absolutdly binding promise"

"I madeit of my own freewill," Albertesaid.

There was nothing inhuman about Edmond. Seeing that his
dde's mind was entirely made up, had he had only himself to
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consider, he would not have sought to put pressure on her. But
there was Claire in the background, Claire with all her influence
and advice. Never would she agree to Alberte's having her own
way.

"Oh, no doubt, no doubt," sad Edmond. "But there may
be more to it than that. There are certain things which you
may know nothing about. . ."

He hesitated . . . But he heard Claire's affected voice saying
to him, with an unpleasant sneer—"that family of yours!"—
and thought of the reproaches awaiting him at home it he should
fail. He played his last card.

"Now listen," he said, "do you know that Bob de Bazair
hes been Riri Jumier's lover? It may be going on still. People
know about it in Grenoble."

In an instant he wished he had not spoken these words, when
he saw Alberte turn pale and her pure lovely face transformed
by an expression of the utmost pain and grief, while her eyes
became auffused with tears. He wondered whether he had not
hurt her too deeply, and if it would now fall to him to sugtain
and comfort her. But the blood flowed back in aburning stream
to the young girl's cheeks. For the second time Edmond became
aware that it was a stranger that he had before him, and that her
reactions were astonishing and showed no trace of the adolescent
of recent years.

"Y ou were a cad to sy a thing like that to me!" Alberte
said.

Edmond tried to explain himself; but his sgter would give
him no time to do so. In a cam, steady voice, in which she
made no effort to conceal her indignation and contempt, and
with her tears forced back and not allowed to flow, she added,
with a power of divination that laid her brother's motives
bare:
| ;It was your wife who suggested that piece of filth? That
ady..."

Edmond blushed, and as he made the gesture which implies
that one isprepared to let everything go hang, he felt a strange
need of self-justification.

"Forgive me," hesaid. " And please believe that | didn't want
to hurt you."
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As he gpoke these words he had redlized that Claire hersdf,
with all her knowledge of the world, would be unable to get
the better of the new Alberte, whose gentleness in the pag had
contained no hint of her presnt transformation. The girl whom
he was now discovering, who cared nothing whatever for the
views and motives of his wife, would fight to the death to save
her love; for she was one of those for whom their love is all
there is and who live for it alone. Degp down within him he
felt a whiff of Euffe family fedling, which was not far removed
from pride. " She takes after Father," he sad to himsdf, "and
Granny Guigon, who kicked over all the traces for a man."
But this proud feding left him when he reflected that his 9da's
insubordination would have a most unfortunate efect on his
own home life, and perhaps his sodial postion too, dnce this
had been Clair€s opinion. But Alberte's caee was not, after all,
the mog srious of them. He asked her:

"Y ou wouldn't care to come and gpend the day at Sassnage
to-morrow or the day after? We should be so pleasad if you
would."

"No," Alberte sad lidedy, " not just now."

He felt that he had log her confidence and her eteem. He
went with her to the door and kissed her on the forehead, then
let her go without trying further to persuade her, while he said
to her: " Well, well, thingswill work out all right!" Then he
went and st down again in his office, as he murmured to
himsdf:

"There ssms no end to onés worries!"

He had to deal with two transactions, one relating to kegs
of anchovy and ancther to soda. He opened his files and com-
pared the lates prices he had receved with those of previous
orders. He was feding the need of some sort of action, of taking
revenge. He rang for a typist and began to dictate at great
length. "Yours of the 10th ing. to hand. We are surprised by
your latest sthedules of charges We think we should warn you
that other firms are making us decidedly more advantageous
offers We shall be compelled to give them preference if, failing
to bear in mind the extent of our facilities for sde which are
unigue in this part of the country (pleass mademoisdle, under-
line 'our fadlities for sale' and unique in this part of the
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country'), you persist in maintaining the prices which we have
before us. Therefore .. ."

The girl was bending so far forward over her paper that
through the opening at the neck of her dress Edmond Euffe's
eyes were roaming at will between two white and somewhat
heavy breasts, which were moving gently with the girl's breath-
ing and an occasional small jolt involved in stenography. Edmond
Euffe, tired of the unjustified pretensions of Claire'smeagreform,
was suddenly attacked by a wave of coarse desire, which called
for quick satisfaction and total submission to his superior position
of authority. Indulgence in this sudden fancy was becoming
necessary to his comfort and well-being. He asked her brusquely:

"What is your name?'

josiane Bigeois," the typist replied,
Je was looking at him, waiting, her pencil in the air, and a
little surprised. He for his part was thinking: "These dffars
must be brought off immediately, without discussion, otherwise
the whole staff gets wind of them, and your subordinates get
a poor opinion of you. There's a right way of doing these
things."

"Areyouavirgin?" he asked her blundy.

"What, monsieur??

"Virgin, | said!" he exclaimed, his nerves rather on edge. "I
am asking you if you areavirgin. Y ou know what that means,
| suppose? Well, then?"

"Oh, yes, monsieur," the girl stammered out, blushing.

He thought her aninny, despite her fine bosom and her ample
form. However, thiswould be no hindrance, rather the reverse.
But he feared that she was alittle fool, likely to make a fuss and
quite capable of crying out for help . . .

"All right, then, out you go! ' he sad. "Clear out, and
quick aboutit!"

She rose, her pad and pencil in her hand. She was completely
mystified. She asked him:

"W il lyouwant meto come back—theletter'snot finished?"

"When you're not a virgin," he sad with a growl. "Now
get along with you ..."

Assoon asthegirl had gone out hefell into astate of profound
depresson as be realized that he himself hadjust been avictim
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of a remnant of the old EufFe instincts and that he had had a
narrow exgoe from giving way. " | f that little imbecile .. ."
Then he said to himself:

" Al these family bothers about love don't seem to have done
me the dightest good!"

Herang for hiscommercial director and addressed him harshly:

"l say, Michard, what's the meaning of this? Desmarais is
asking us for some packing-cases and cans. Haven't they been
sent back?"

"1 should be surprised . . ."

"1'm asking you, have they or have they not? You don't
know? Well, who does? If | have to verify every thing mysdlf,
what's the use of my having people to help me? Let me know
in five minutes."

"It's quite true," he said to himself, " i f you give them their
head, those people, they're as difficult to keep in hand as a
family!" Alberte had shaken his faith in his own authority.
Thelittle Bigeois with that bosom of hers had given him doubts
about his self-control. He must pull himself together. He asked
himself: " A m | becoming like Father?' He happened to know
that M. Euffe's belated outbreaks had begun with a typist. . .
When a man darts that sort of game ... He was becoming
conscious of adesire desp within him of some fresh and different
feminine curves, rich and ample—vast if necessary—skin of some
new texture, and sighs (Claire uttered no sighs, remaining too
lucid always).

"What aboreitis, what aboreitis!"

He had organized his life on methodical, prudent lines, and
he was wondering whether he would aways find that life
enough. ... In any cesg after such a lgpse he hardly felt pre-
pared to remonstrate with Germain on the subject of Flavie
Lacall He decided to postpone this.

"Got some bigworry, Albe?"

Seated on a bench on Green Island, in a secluded corner of
the gardens, Bob de Bazair was pressing Alberte with questions.

"Something gone a bit wrong? Have they been blowing you
up at home?

There was such sympathy, such kindness in the tone of his
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voice, he was so clever in anticipating her trouble before she
had confided in him at all, that Alberte was quite overcome by
it. No one read her thoughts so well as he, nor spoke so readily
the words she longed to hear. Why must this boy be fdse to
her? But was he fdss? She asked no more than to be undeceived
and delivered from her suspense

In the meantime Bob was making a mental review of certain
possibilities. Circumstances in which he himself might be a
caue of Alberte's present sadness seemed unlikely and remote.
In a still more tencler voice, he asked her:

"Have they been saying something spiteful or unkind, Albe?"
and his tenderness was quite unfeigned, for he found her very
touching and he truly longed to scatter the dark cloud which
overspread her face. It must surely, he thought, be some childish
sorrow now grown beyond all proportions—and it had come
to spoil their lovely morning. As he for his part was feeling
only comfort and well-being and a sure hold on happiness, he
wished to s an end of that intruding pain.

The young girl dared neither raise her eyes nor make a reply.
The intimate nature of the cause of her unhgppiness made it
too hard to explain, while contact with Bob, who wasjust his
usual sdf, carefree and full of charm, seemed to deprive it of all
reality. That doubt which had been torturing her for the past
twenty-four hours—suppose he were to find it insulting? And
what right had she to doubt him aready? After al, her us
picions were basad on a few words of Edmond's only. And her
idess regarding the outward manifestations of love were very
vague. All de realy knew of Bob was his irresistible smile
and that look in his eyes that was in itself a caess Was it pos-
sible that he could bestow that same smile, those same tond
looks, on some other woman? It would be not only heart-
rending, but a monstrous, dreadful thing.

"Come, Albe, look at me!" Bob said, and moved her head
gently so that she turned her face towards him.

But the girl's eyes evaded his. And at the same time, blushing
and weighed down by her feelings, e ssemed to be appealing
for help, as though Bob could have given her the comfort of
which she stood in need.

Bob de Bazair guessad that this enigmatical behaviour was
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merely the outcome of natural modesty of feding. He pursued
his invegtigations without dropping his voice, thus ruling out
any idea that there might be serious reasons for Alberte's sorrow,
or that life was anything but a smple, pleasant busness which
held every promise of amiles and happiness and blissto come.

"Have they been running me down, Albe?"

She did not answer, but from a dight sart she gave, he knew
that he had hit the mark.

"They told you that | was a rake?"

She plucked up courage to cas a furtive glance at him, in
which there was more of fear than anger, and in which he read
an appeal for help. There was a little quiet amile on his face for
the rather childish sort of remark that he was expecting to hear.
He sazed both Alberte's dightly feverish hands in his own.

"But it's true, Albe! Or rather, it was true. What reason
could | have for not being fagt, before | knew you? If hadn't
been, | should have a liaison now, or be aready married. |
shouldn't be free to-day. And | should be sorry. Wouldn't
you?"

"Areyou entirely free?' she murmured.

"Entirely," Bob said, with sncerity in his voice. " Do you
doubt it? Come, come, dear one, you're not going to make
your self unhappy for no reason at al? We have never yet spoken
about my pas. Very well, then, let us do so now once for all
and then never again. Did they mention anybody?"

Alberte bent her head forward and gazed deadily at the shoe
on her right foot, this leg being arossad over the other.

"Who was it?"

"Riri Jumier," e said in a whisper, gtill not looking at him.

"Good Lord! Wasthat all? Nothing more?"

“"No," sad Alberte.

"Well," said Bob, " it smply isn't worth whileyour worrying
yourself over such a trifle as that. It isn't really! Now, ligen,
Albe, | could lie to you and asure you that there has never been
anything between Riri and me, and no one would have any
proof to the contrary. Perhaps Albe, you would prefer me to
tie? But | don't want there to be anything of that land between
us—nat even if | do give you atiny trouble to bear. | want you
to be able to trus me absolutdly. | did have aflirtation with
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little Jumier—a rather violent one, and | didn't even start it
myself. And at that time | had not met you. But that's a thing
in my life that is over and done with. Or rather ... See now,
Albe, I'm going to tell you everything. It was through little
Jumier that | heard about your father and felt that he and | had
become friends. And if that happened, it was because he sad
so many nice things about you. Y our father was very fond of
you, Albe! Oh, very!"

The effect of these last words was to turn the flow of Alberte's
sorrow in another direction. At last he could weep, and relieve
herself through tears of the burden of her grief, within the shelter
of her father 'smemory, that father who was still hovering as a
guardian angel over her love at the most touching and most
decisive moments of its course.

And Bob de Bazair, as with tender caeses he brought her
comfort in her sorrow, continued thus:

"1t was through this little Jumier, Albe, that | heard of you,
before | actually saw you. Perhgps if it had not been for her |
shouldn't have had the curiosity to get to know you. Areyou
so very vexed with her for that?"

"How long ago was that?" Alberte asked.

"Those talks we had about you?"

"No. | mean since you noticed me?"

"The first time," Bob said, "was at the very beginning of
spring. One afternoon you were with some lady on the terrace
of the tea place opposite the Dauphins. Y ou were wearing a red
frock with twisted white and jade trimmings. | was looking at
you and saying to myself: 'She is charming!" We caught each
other's eyes severd times. | smiled at you."

"I remember the dress" Alberte said.

"And | saw you again really properly at Lesdiguteres, thanks
to the tennis. Do you remember the day when | asked you to
have a knock-up?"

"You must have thought | played very badly? | was a bit
nervous..."

_ "r\](ou played rather cleverly. But your style wasn't quite
right."

" Still, I had had some lessons from Cols."

"Lesons are not everything. You have to work them out
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in practice. AsProfessor Gremillet says ' The way you shape for
each droke mus become completely mechanical if your reaction
to the flight of the ball is to be infallibly right.! And Lacose
himsdlf says that his tennis improved when he practised againgt
a cement wall. | bet you don't try shats againg a wall?"

"No," Alberte said, "it's SO0 monotonous.”

"You'rewrong, though. A wall isthe mog patient and most
accurate opponent you could find and it adopts and kegps up
therhythm of your own strokes better than any other. And gives
you a chance to correct your own mistakes"

This conversation on the subject of tennis, a game to which
she owed her mestings with Bob de Bazair, banished from
Alberte's mind the picture of that odious creature, Riri Jumier,
a young woman who digributed her favours with cynical
impartiality among old men and young. All her trugt ana con-
fidence returned to her, and with it all her adoration. September
was already bringing to foliage the first ruset tints of autumn,
though bardy discernible as yet, for the dopes of the Gr£svaudan
still kept their greenness as a whole and the sky its blue, while
there Semed every promise of a late ssaon of warmth and
sumptuous colour. But in the evenings at Bouqueron, as she
watched the dars shimmering in the pale sky and the white
migt gathering in the valley below, the young girl was feding,
now that autumn wasalready on itsway and atinge of melancholy
was mingled with the shortening daylight hours, that the weeks
and months had flown away and left her poorer because those
days of precious happiness could never be recalled.

Since the springtime she had known love only by thejoy
and gladness which it brought her, by a layer of bright colours
with which, for her, it adorned the commonplace and the Ugly,
by the humming of what seemed a song in her honour by the
tress the insaits and the winds—a song of which her heart could
never tire of taking up the refrain. And now for thefirst time
she had come to know, through the agency of grief, the depth
and the intensty of the feding which bound her to Bob de
Bazair for all time. She was thrilled, aimost shattered by it,
and filled now with gratitude for the enchanter who was giving
her faith, hope, and thelight of life, with thewar m blood beating
in her temples and thejoyous flow of life degp within her and
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dear as a crysal sream, while as she breathed her nodrils
acoepting none save the swegtest soents were bringing back to
her that rapture in which, dnce the death of M. Euffe, she had
walked as though she trod on air.

"Little Albe, little Albe," said Bob as he fondled the back of
her neck, " did you really doubt?"

Tears came to Alberte's eyes tears of repentance for having
snned againg her dear, her all-absorbing, her indispensable
love. . ..

As he returned to Bouqueron that morning she was happier
than she had ever been. She paid a visit to the humble Virgin
of the church of Saint-Laurent, the confidante of smple minds
and guildesshearts She thanked her for the great happiness that
had been given to her, and wishing to give pleasure, added, on
an impulse essntialy feminine, as e looked at the Child Jeus
in the arms of His mother:

"Hée s nice, your little one! He's nice, hés a darling . . "



CHAP. VII: AN AMAZON ON THE WAR-PATH

AT the instance of her son Edmond, who had himself been hard
pressed by the widow of Genera de Sainte-Foy, this lady having
returned to the charge, M me EufFe dismissed her chauffeur, the
young and attractive Bruno Spaniente, whose dark velvety eyes
exercised a powerful attraction for Lucie Euffe, whose fedings
were unrecognized and misunderstood. It is true that this young
woman's natural instincts were being heightened and inflamed
by astifling celibacy from which, at the humiliating approach of
her thirtieth year, not even her reputation as a rich unmarried
lady seemed likely to rescue her—so complete was the failure
of her personal gppearance to suggest any idea of the mutual
enjoyment of amorous delight.

Pondering on her disastrous lack of physical charm, Lucie
Euffe had realized that she could never be thejoy of any refined
or fastidious young man, and that she would aways be handi-
capped, so far as the sons of good families in the district were
concerned, by the existence of plump and dimpled little ninnies
with their superior physica advantages, and themselves by no
means lacking in this world's goods. For pretty girls are not
necessarily poor. They may, of course, be stupid—and Lucie
Euffe considered that, generally speaking, they were—but men
have never found any serious obstacle in this. It is indeed only
too evident that feminine intelligence is not a thing over which
they grow enthusiastic. One might even say that there are many
men who deliberately shun it, fearing criticism from their
better haves, over whom they claim a right to exercise their
masculine authority at the least possible cost to themsdlves.
What they demand from the other sex is that kind of attraction
of which poor Lucie knew that she was dreadfully devoid. So
conscious was e of this that de envied the coase tributes
which the gtreet provides in plenty for creatures die reverse of
shy. She would have given much, if a company of soldiers
wer e passng, to hear coming from their ranks those appreciative
remarks which with their forcible expresson strike blows at a
pretty paser-by at the most vulnerable points of her femininity.
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But at sight of her only a painful slence reigned, while a
few yards farther on alaundry-maid, a factory girl, or a young
woman of essy virtue would unleash a torrent of acclamation,
coase and vulgar in its attempted lyrical flight, but able to
turn your cheeks scarlet and give you some distinctly pleasant
thrills.

In her cruel isolation, Lucie Euffe was meditating on the laws
which govern the pairing of the sxes, and constantly observing
how this mutual attraction tekes place. In actua fact her dis-
coveries were not atogether discouraging, for it is not aways
the pairing of two handsome beings that is the occason of
passion and mutual good feeling. One day outside the Cathedral
of Notre Dame she had seen an expression of utter and complete
mutual adoration in the eyes of a pair of poor puny little lovers,
absurdly ugly, who were going forward on lifesjourney with
their fingers interlocked and their faces transfigured with hap-
piness, between a double row of smiles and expressons of
astonishment. This fervour gave them a sort of grace which
wastouching and disarmed criticism. From this incident Lucie
had come to the conclusion that as the eligible young men in
her own circles were turning up their noses at her, she would
have to take time by the forelock and force her own destiny.
After all, she had the money to get a husband, and there are
plenty of ingances in society of rich but ill-favoured girls
counting on their money to achieve that end. If she secured
herself a husband, why not choose a handsome one? She was
haunted by the idea of beauty. Furthermore, whether it were
from resentment or desire for revenge, she snapped her fingers
at both education and birth. She wanted a man who had the
beauty of alovely object, of afine animal, being herself exceed-
ingly well able to dispense with the famous masculineintel ligence.
Nay more, she wished to avoid it; for she feared that such
intelligence would creste a feeling of embarrassment between
herself and the man of her choice.

When she saw Bruno Spaniente she was conquered. He was
the type of male to whom she was peculiarly susceptible and
who could stir her to her depths, the virile type at which, sub-
conscioudly, her virgin aspiraions had aimed while she was
auffering the torments of disdain. In her eyes he was so fine a
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man asto bea humiliation toall thoseidiotsat Grenoblewho had
dedined to natice her.

Bruno Spaniente was without doubt a good-looking young
man with anatural grace about him. He had the strongly defined
features s0 frequently found in the South of France and which
reemble the Roman cag of countenance, with a clear-cut,
sharply defined chin, rendered bluish by the very dark growth
of his hair, an upper lip with a snuous outline, and dark eyes
with a fasdinating fiery glint. Not very tall, but agile and wiry,
he had a muscular torso with broad shoulders and narrow hips
A dight wave, which went in a danting direction, in his black
and very abundant hair gave it some rather odd reflections of
light; this hair ended off on either dde of his face in whiskers of
the kind favoured by leading tenors It must be admitted that
he looked a rogue, but a gooa-natured one for all that, with the
endearing shyness of a young wild animal which has been
tamed.

Before getting his stuation with his pressnt employers he
had been a door-opener in the approaches to the cadno at Nice,
a ball-boy at a Monte Carlo tennis club, and a taxi-driver. He
went through life in haphazard fashion, waiting for his rather
rascally charm to get him his chance He had only one passon,
but it wasan over mastering one—his Southern laziness Heknew
nothing more agresable or gratifying than whole days devoted
to lounging in small bars bareheaded and wearing a swester
and canvas shoss with the blue serenity of the Mediterranean
before his eyes. Now he had left the South, but he was hoping
that Fate would direct him to the discovery of a definite and
lagting opportunity for doing nothing, while in the brilliant
light of the Riviera he enjoyed a life of lesure given up to
friendships quickly made, and boasting and jests to say nothing
of dark-haired, chattering girls, whose love is redolent of
mimosa, garlic, and the sea.. ..

Bruno Spaniente had come from a part of the country in
which there were too many men living on women or awaiting
an opportunity to do so, for him not to take note of the effect
he was producing on Lucie Euffe. But he was by nature too
lazy and unconcerned, and adso too wily and astute, to wish to
precipitate matters in any way. It ssamed better to allow this
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rich girl to fall in love without any encouragement on his part,
and consquently to do no more than give her such gmiles as
a deferential servant might offer—amiles which incidentally dis-
played an even row of white and shining teeth—Ilook at her from
time to time in a tender, dreamy, rather shy sort of way, and
be always well shaved and smartly dresssd. For he was un-
doubtedly playing for big dakes in wishing to make this young
woman 0 infatuated with himself asto forget her social postion
and her very ample means

The drength of Bruno Spanientés position lay in his playing
of this game without feding entirely convinced of winning it—
playing it, therefore, with a srene detachment which suited his
own indolent nature. He was ill further hdped in this under-
taking by the young woman's utter lack of appeal to his snss
while there was a pretty servant in the rue Felix-Vialle who was
affording him every possble kind of satisfaction. He was afraid
nether of losng his head nor of making any gesure to which
the dightest objection could be taken. And every member of
the Euffe household consdered Bruno to be the perfect chauffeur
—polite, obliging, tactful, and smart—in fact, a vara avis, with
an eguable nature and never robbing his employers. In this
respect, also, Bruno showed his deverness with his eye on big
profits, he cared nothing for small ones and would never think
of cooking his accounts with the garage proprietor or the man
who sold petrol.

It was indeed Lucie whose fedings were getting the better of
her and becoming increasingly obvious, thanks to her inexperi-
ence as a virgin who is too mature and ges excited through
being in a hurry. These fedings could not exape the eagle eye
of the widow of General de Sainte-Foy, as determined as a ferret
in poking her nose into other peoples budness and whose
interference came near to ruining the plans of the young man
from Nice, and breaking the heart of Lucie Euffe. But as often
happens, the General's wife, wishing to convey a warning when
no one had aked her to do 0, merdy brought matters to a head.
Passon was already midress of the sStuation.

Thewidow of General de Sainte-Fov prided hersdf on having
a long arm, a determined and driking faculty for making
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dedisons, and an aptitude for command; and certainly from her
own point of view this was no exaggeration, for her boldnes
and impudence in matters of intrigue, of girring people up, of
prying into the heart of their affairs, of cagting them into a date
of perturbation and unreg, of laying traps which led them into
rasn and hasty unions, were nothing short of marvelous. This
whirlwind driver of other women had a postive passon for
matchmaking, and was ceesdesdy launching attacks by members
of her own sx on the postions of the male enemy. Her own
numerous marriages had been more than enough to show her
how to bring people into each other's presnce and rapidly into
the same bed. Her matrimonial experience had taught her that
fifty pea cent of humanity have only a vague idea what to do
with ther lives and witn their bodies. When one sess the
agonishing way in which those same human bengs cling to
one another, does there ssam to be any reason for using tact or
ganding on ceremony in the matter of stowing them away in
catlples? The General's wife didn't think so. Men and women
(and the men more s, in her opinion) are lacking in determina-
tion. And the more they lack it, the longer they dawdle and
hestate in shyness which they can't subdue The Generd's wife
regarded cdibacy far les as a piece of dHfidhnes than as an
example of cowardice, of shex funk, and above all as a shameful
flight from virile duty, on the ground that a man's principal
misson in life is to support a \yoman (whether he enjoys it
or not and could anybody imagine that women ge any
enjoyment living with those wretched arestures?} because it is a
fundamental law of this world that women should live on men.

There was to be no quedion, in this marriage busness of
happiness or sentiment, or any of the twaddle that is talked on
this subject; all that mattered was that poor weak, gentle women
should be protected. (It was indeed somewhat srange to hear
this terrible dragon spesk of the weakness and gentleness of a
s towhich her own contribution was a combination of Mother
Angot and a lady with a mougtache and of powerful build.)
Jug as he had married and remarried in order to take reprisals
on men, so did the General's wife arrange marriages right and
left with the object of bringing men into ever greater subjection
to the law of her own s, being unable, with her tyrannical
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nature, ever to admit that a man under a woman's control
should be anything but appropriately and suitably fettered, and
reduced to the utterance of a docile Amen. And thus it was that
the idea of chaining a man to Lucie Euffe, who she thought was
frenzied and mad, and ugly to boot, gave her a glimpse of new
expiations for the sex she abhorred. Filled with a spirit of
enterprise and zeal, she started her campaign and quickly found
the very thing she sought.

In Captain Eugene Bidon, of the Engineers, there was neither
push nor glamour. He had never read ether Jomini, or Clause
witz, or Moltke, or Dragomirov, or Napoleon. Hewasignor ant
of thisteaching of Foch: " T o be disciplined does not mean keep-
ing slent, remaining aloof; it is not the art of avoiding respons-
bility, but it involves acting in the sns of ordersreceived, which
means dicovering in onés own mind, by investigation and
reflection, how far it is possble to carry those orders out.” As
an officer he was punctual in the execution of his duties, with no
fandes or opinions of his own, and avoided initiative as though
it were the plague. He might just as well have chosmn a career
in civil life, as a chartered accountant, a draughtsman, a cashier,
or a commercial manager. But by going into the army he had
eliminated the risks of a civil career: his employer would never
go bankrupt, he himsdf would never be dismised, he would
get apenson on retirement. Furthermore, his promotion would
take place in due course, without any excessve activity on his
part.

Completely in his dement with administrative duties on the
daff of a digrict officer of Engineers, he found therein his
heart's delight in dealing with matters of accountancy, reports,
affidavits, returns, schedules plans of landed property, etc.

Responsble for the upkeep of military buildings, he enjoyed
prowling about in the Dode, Vinoy, Alma, Bizanet, Hoche, and
de Bonne barracks, and at the Rabot fort, the Polygone, the
forage park, and the military dores He had all the regulations
at hisfingers ends and was well up in all the dodges of official-
dom for getting a quegtion pigeon-holed for ever and saving a
man from respongbility. The notion of time never entered into
his rough egimates for he was well aware that in any cas the
"usual channds' of official or army life congitute an automatic
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and powerful brake, acheck on all rash impulse, just as he knew
that one officer succeeds another, and that a man who completes
ajobis seldom the one who began it.

The Captain had acquired in the lower ranks of the army a
taste for war material somewhat out of date (for instance, he was
delighted that a certain type of forage wagon had to all intents
and purposes remained unchanged since the days of Napoleon,
and that the same old sheet-iron boats were still in favour for
throwing a bridge over ariver). In the same way he preferred
to stick to the theories which had stood the test of wars of long
ago, thinking as he did that the army—one of the last remaining
bulwarks of French tradition—had no need of novelties that
endanger and undermine the good old army orders, which are
never sufficiently pondered over, and which one ges well
rammed into one€s head after twenty years of barracks or
office work. In this way he inspired confidence in his superior
officers, who as men older than himself were hostile to innova-
tions, and became more and more 0 as they approached the
age limit. The senior officers had the same prejudice againgt
modern methods as they had against the young women of the
present generation, who in their opinion were put completely
in the shade by the little lady friends of their youth, whose
hips and bosoms were of ampler and more generous design.

"Bidon's as sffe as a house," was sad of him in the Engineers
at Grenoble. "He never gives any trouble."

That was a good mark—the highest he could get, perhaps—
and s the sed on the possibility of his attaining high rank in
a learned branch of the army, even though he was known to have
a certain reluctance to put pen to paper. But this difficulty—
which was as though his pen were aflicted with a sammer—was
counterbalanced by hisnever boring people to death with reports,
and by the fact that, generally speaking, his activities involved
aminimum of correspondence. Hisfellow-workerswere grateful
tohim for giving hissuperior officers confidence in his observance
of all regulations, thus protecting everyone from criticism.

At every stage of his career, Captain Bidon had kept marvel-
lously within the limits of the rank he held, without any vain-
glorious desire to distinguish himself therein, or purpose to
achieve too rapid promotion which might give offence to his
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brother officers. In the presence of an officer of higher rank he
was inclined to keep in the background as though overcome by
the other man's grandeur and power, and everything in his
attitude expressad utter and complete approval. So truly wes
this the cae that an inspecting General had actually made this
remark about him to his Colonel:

" A good fellow, that Lieutenant Bidon! Knows how to keep
his mouth shut! Intelligent! Record good?"

" Very good indeed, sir," the Colonel had answered with
alacrity, never having noticed Lieutenant Bidon much.

"Recommend him," the Genera had said. "Useful fellow
to have on the strength."

The outcome of this incident was Lieutenant Bidon's third
piece of gold braid, the Colonel having no wish to diglease
the General. The latter, however, who had large forces to attend
to, had completely forgotten Lieutenant Bidon when he wrote
"approved" on the Colonel's recommendation.

And thus it was that Captain Bidon was die complete personi-
fication of a type of officer-official current in an army resting
(or going to degp) on its laurds and forgetting its ideal of
military efficiency, so widespread was the opinion among all
ranks that no enemy would dare to try conclusons with its
very obvious strength. He spared his subordinates nothing in the
way of work which contributed to their own safety, but expected
nothing from them beyond a prudent conformity with the rules
and regulations. For he applied those regulations in the letter,
but fought shy of interpretations in the spirit, snce these would
rarely agree with other such interpretations emanating from
higher ranks than his.

He considered himself a humble cog in a machine whose
construction was unaterable, and of whose power he himself
held a satisfactory fraction.

He thought it a specialy fine thing that that powerful institu-
tion, the army, the bulwark of all other institutions, should rest
on certain conspicuous signs leaving no room for mistakes,
including one that was a stroke of genius, namely, that a man's
professiond intelligence should be inscribed on his deeve and
discernible at twenty paces, a deeve is more easly read than a
face Civil life mixes people up in an anonymity which is
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dangerous and which favours imposture. There is nothing like
this in military life, where a five-stripe inteligence cannot be
confused with a four-, three-, or two-gripe one. It is one of
the army's great outstanding qualities, this creation of smple
dassfications which remain congpicuous and dear even amid
the disorder and confusion of battle and the rush and scrimmage
of asaults

Captain Bidon fdt a calm satigfaction in the knowledge that
henceforth he would be a three-stripe inteligence after having
thought, acted, and obeyed for years pag with only a sngle or
atwo-gripe one. He thought that his inteligence would increase
gill further with seniority; and this is another advantage of
military as compared with civil life, where intdligence tends to
diminish as a man grows old. He was not disstidfied with his
lot. He was waiting for his Legion of Honour, being quite
high up on the lig. His uniform gave him undeniable pregige
despite his being rather bald, a little corpulent, and his beard
carroty when he had neglected to shave He was nearing forty
and awidower. This condition had its advantages and its draw-
backs Whether it was the former or the latter that loomed
the larger in the Captain's mind depended on his prevailing
mood.

Such was the military officer sdected by the widow of General
de Sainte-Foy as the tool for the fulfilment of the degtiny of
Lucie Euffe. Captain Bidon was free, as we have said, from
devouring ambition; but the idea of becoming a millionaire
officer, and in a position to anticipate his retirement at any time
he chose, worked on him in such away asto predigpose him to
face an amorous venture which was far from tempting. At
sght of Lucies photograph he had ill sood firm, discipline
having long accugomed him to uphill taks And the attack
on this young woman was certainly a less dangerous tak than
throwing a bridge of boats aross a river under artillery fire
or blowing up a bagtion defended by machine-guns and flame-
throwers.

Before starting his campaign, the Captain went and ordered
anew rig-out at Moreeau's, and bought a few shirts and a pair
of shoes with high ingeps and pointed toes Alas, despite his own
efforts and the recommendations of the General's wife, he felt
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shy and awkward inthe drawing-room at the Place Victor-Hugo,
rather as though he were a company sergeant-major who had
strolled into the officers mess His manners were defective, and
his conversation, with far too many references to barrack build-
ings and quartering of troops, could make no effect whatever
on a feminine mind in an emotional and excited sate.

It sometimes happens that conspirators become entangled in
the web of their own conspiracies. This was what happened to
the widow of General de Sainte-Foy. Her own nature was too
domineering to allow her to pay much attention to those of
other people; and the result was that she made mistakes. She
who had been a pretty woman unaffected by masculine contact
could not understand a plain girl's being aroused and stirred
thereby and having preferences of her own.

Captain Bidon, who a year earlier would have received an
enthusiastic welcome, now filled Lucie with horror. She found
him insipid and dull; for this virgin with a blotchy face and
bony frame was n6w wallowing in romance.

Lucie was now subsisting on a love againgt which all the gold
bands and all the generds wives in the world would have been
powerless. This strange girl had formed an ideal of alover based
entirely on physique, and could no longer conceive of a man
otherwise than in the guise of alover to be passionately cherished.
Contrary to ordinary young women whose lives are settled at
an early sage and rather at haphazard, she had had time in her
solitude to give thought to the problems of love. She knew what
stir within her love's approach would cause, and what kind of
partner could bring her ecdasy and thrill. She did not ask to be
nassionately loved, but that she herself should be allowed to

ove; this plain-featured person was conscious of possssng a
fund of devotion and of gratitude to an Adonis who was a bit
of arasca, withaglintin his eyes and afine figure, who had not
got that silly Christian name Eugene, but Bruno. Her passion
was at its height when Captain Bidon made his gppearance in
Mme Euffe's drawing-room, with his solemn, embarrassed air.
Lucie was having secret meetings away from home with the
handsome chauffeur, to whom she paid the tribute of com-
promising herself and sacrificing the family good name. This
was the ddightful outcome of the activities of the Genedl's
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wife. The reader must be taken back a month and shown how
it had come about.

Againg her will, and without Lud€s knowledge, M me Euffe
gave Bruno Spaniente his digmissal, at the same time making
him a handsome present of money so that he should leave the
house without dday. This generogty on the part of a lady of
her dass being diginctly unusual, made the chauffeur realize
that there was something serious in the wind. He contrived to
be in a corner of the park where Lucie—who was never far
away from him—would be pasing, and there, cap in hand, he
gooke to her with an air of mingled shyness and sorrow.

"Well, miss" he said, " it ssams |'m saying good-bye to you.
It makes me very sad to be leaving you because you've always
been kind to me."

"What?" Lucie sid, "are you going away?"

."Haven't you heard, miss? It's the migress who's sending me
away, on someone ds8s advice, 0 | undergand. She wants me
to leave in no end of a hurry, just as though |'d suddenly gone
wrong. And yet |'ve aways given good service here, and I'd
got fond of the place—on account of you, miss" he added, with
a gedial inflexion in his voice.

Lucie was too overcome to reply. Sedng that she had turned
pale, Bruno burnt his boats behind him. But he had nothing
more to lose

" On account of you, miss" he went on, "not beng treated
as you desrve. Anyone can e that they think more of Miss
Alberteand M r. Germain than you!"

"You realized that, did you, Bruno?"

"1t wasn't hard to ot that, and I've fdt so sorry for you,
miss | said to mysdf, 'Miss Lucie' | said, 'they smply don't
undergand her. Shés got a kinder heart than the others yet
shes the one to auffer, not being loved!" And you deserve to
be loved as much as any other lady, miss And p'raps a bit
more!"

" Do you think so, Bruno?"

"l should just sy | did! And even.,. But I'm only a
chauffeur .. . though | might be doing much better . . . it's all
a matter of luck, asthey say ..."
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Lucie Euffe's eyes shone bright with adoration.

"And suppoe you were something dse in life and not a
chauffeur, Bruno? If you had occasion to love a girl who, shdl
we sy, was above you in sation? It might happen, you
know . . ."

"Oh, then . .." sad Bruno. "Ah, if | hadjust a bit of en-
couragement . . . There are things one doesn't dare to say. It's
what on€e's fedings are .. ."

"But do ek out, Bruno! What is it you want to say?'

"Well, I'm leaving—going away for good and all_____It'd
give me somethlng to think about later on, it'd be a sweet
memory ... if | could spesk .

"Yes," Lu0|e said, vehemently, "1 understand you, Bruno. |
understand what noble feglings you have."

"1fl could s you somewhere dse, miss. . .just talk to you
for once not like a servant, before | go away for ever . . "

"For ever!" Lucie exclaimed, with the wild expresson of a
woman in love who is plunged into a situation tragic to the
last degree.

"Bruno," se sad, flurried and upsgt, "I am going into

Grenoble presently. "Do you know any place . . . any place
where you would fed at your ease.. . . There are lots of things
| can understand ... | fed that you are a friend of mine, too,
Bruno."

"Thank you, miss, and | shdl never forget what you'vejust
said.”

"Do you know any place, Bruno, where we could talk in a
friendly way?"

"Oh," Bruno replied, "there are plenty of them. If you
liked, miss, you might come, perhaps, to the Shady Nook.
If you want to be quiet and not meet people there's no better
place.

"Look," Lucie said, as she handed him a book which she was
holding, "write this down, will you? 'l will be there at five
o'clock." Five o'clock, don't forget."

Thereupon she hastened to leave him and went a roundabout
way along a small path in the park, in the opposite direction to
that which he was taking. At first e made up her mind to
ek to her mother about Bruno's departure, until something
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warned her that it would be better to say nothing and appear
ignorant of the whole matter.

Stuated at the top of Green Idand, the Shady Nook was a
ort of small suburban tavern, with a garden, frequented chiefly
by workers of various kinds and soldiers, and there were games
of ninepins and a sak bar where white wine was served. On
Sundays the place ressmbled a tenth-rate dancing-hall, that is
to sy, there was dancing to the accompaniment of a penny-in-
thedot machine which digpensed waltzes and tangos that
sounded somewhat weary. There were arbours for the benefit
of loving couples Lucie Euffe liked the place enormoudy,
tinted as it was with the hues of her own love. She was weary
to the point of loathing of all that reminded her of the people
of her own dass of their duplicities and their rules of life.
Furthermore, at the Shady Nook one had fine glimpses of
the Isfre valley, with views of Bouqueron, Corenc, and the
bluffs of the Saint-Eynard.

In this rugic and popular setting, amid the degp dlence of
the evening hours which at the foot of the mountains is so
striking and impressive, Lucie literally threw hersdf on the neck
of Bruno Spaniente, with a dumsness born of inexperience and
in mortal terror of losng the handsome young man who was
at once her lifé's torment and its bliss This tremendous gesture
brought her a radiance that gave her a touch of real beauty and
made her dncerity a moving thins. Bruno fet that this too
trusting girl was not to be degpised and that he mug not treat
her lightly. He was without doubt an unscrupulous man, but
with a good resrve of decent feding. All he cared about was
that the pleasant things of life should come to him without
effort or work on his part. In Lucie he saw a means of a brisk
dearance of some soda barriers, but he had no wish to mystify
or caue affering to the emotional and excited girl now his
for the asking. He was doing the bet for himsdf, that was all.
And if it happened to suit Lucie too, that would be all to the
good. He was now garting his programme of " repecting” her
until further orders He wished her to & how chivalrous he
was.

Lucie paid further vigts to the Shady Nook. She hasened
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there impatiendy, in terror lest she should not s Bruno, who
on one occason gave her the painful experience of a fruitless
wait. He had wished, by the amount ot digress given to this
girl of good family, to gauge the extent of the hold he had upon
her. He had been enabled tojudge that this hold was immensg,
and that his affairs wer e taking a definite and durable shape

Above all, he mugt not leave Grenoble—not at any pricel
This was Lud€s oft-repeated prayer as she feaded her eyes on
the handsome face of the young man from Nice. In order that
Bruno should have time to look round and find another stua-
tion she offered him money, snce it was through her fault that
he had logt everything. The offer did not come as a surprise to
a young man who, living on the Mediterranean coed, had
known many others like himself whose activities had no other
object than to obtain a dmilar offer, and who regarded it as
indigpensable evidence of a woman's love.

Bruno accepted a few gifts of money in order that the prin-
ciple might be well etablished from the outsst; as between
Lucie and himsdf there could be no question of necsssry funds
being supplied by him. But he was careful not to take unfair
advantage of this. Expenditure on a large sae he was reserving
for later, when his life should be properly organized.

As for Lucie, she was delighted at Bruno taking her money.
This transaction freed her from a mass of gifling convention
asodated with the bleak and dismal years of her life and the
dghs of M me Euffe, and she was enabled for the firgt time to
fed that she was really ussful to a fellow creature. She would
even have liked Bruno to have more needs and fandies to give
her great opportunities for devotion, and to owe his entire
happiness to her. It was she who implored him to acoept a
new uit, ties and socks Bruno consented. He had a partiality
for amart dothes, and there was no harm in Ludés ssdng him
to advantage, dressed like a gendeman. Unfortunately, Bruno's
tageintiesand in the colour s of shirtswas somewhat disagtrous
In addition to this he had a predilection for shoes with bright
uppe's and the leather too highly treated. ... But Luci€s
happiness was too complete to allow her to notice trifling details
of this kind. She thought Bruno handsomer than ever, and

Captain Bidon more absurd.
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The latter was at grips with the widow of General de Sainte-
Foy, enraged at her protegfE cutting such a poor figure.

"Well, Captain,” she said to him, "are you adegp? What
are you waiting for if you want to get on in life? If the army
had nobody except people like you to carry enemy positions,
France's enemies would have a grand time! Attack, my friend!
It's at the sword's point that you carry off a woman. You're
not waiting for me to come behind you and sound the charge?'

"1 have afeeling that she doesn't like me..." the Captain said.

"Doesn't like you!" the Generd's wife exclaimed. "Good
heavens, if you start off with idess like that... When | married
the General, do you suppose | asked myself whether he liked
me or not? There was only one thing | realy did know,
and that was that | wanted the General. Oh, not for himself,
the dear old mug!—but so as to be the Generd's wife. Very
well then, | stormed the title as though it had been afort! And
no,w the General is dead. May he rest in peace in the warriors'
paradise. Do you or do you not want your Lucie?"

"Certainly | do, madame."

"Well then, my boy, what on earth are you waiting for?
Heavens alive man, why don't you give her achild!"

"There would have to be an opportunity . . ."

" A n opportunity! There's dways an opportunity for giving
a woman a child! And it's a woman who's telling you so!
What idiots men are!"

"I still have a feeling that she hes lost her heart to someone
dse .. ." the captain said.

"Oh, very well then!" the Generd's wife cried out. "I f
you're one of those silly fools who believe in women's hearts!
That famous heart of theirs—why, it's women themsdves who've
invented it! Do you think that | had a heart? No, thank good-
ness—or where should | be nowadays? No, it's only poor
ninnies, girls of the poorer dases young skivvies... But when
you get higher up in the world, the heart becomes a mere pre-
tence. .. Ah, ifonly | could have been a man! A fat lot of
attention | should have paid to women's hearts!"

"Then it must be her nature—she must be difficult to ... er

rouse."

"My poor friend," said the Generd's wife, " i f there were
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only temperamental women to go to bed with! What on earth
did they teach you at Saint-Cyr?"

" At Versailles" the Captain said by way of correction. " The
school of Engineers is at Versailles..."

The General's wife was forced to admit defeat. Despite her
eforts with Mme Euffe and with Lucie herdf, the latter re-
mained geadily indifferent to the pregtige of the army and dis
played a pigheadedness that was truly surprising.

Captain Bidon was extremely upst by his failure to win
Lucies heart. He had been chosn and sought out at a time
when he had no particular ambition to satify, and new and
brighter prospects were hed out before him. He had yielded
to the spdl, and had done so the more readily in that Luce
Euffe, hopdedy in love with another man, was going through
a period at which she was, comparatively speaking, radiant and
aglow—radiant, that isto say, in the gyes ot a man of forty who
was afraid of too much beauty, feding it to be dangerous

When he saw that he had been ouged, Captain Bidon had a
feding of resentment which produced an effect quite foreign to
his real nature: it filled him with a keen desre for revenge, and
with unbounded ambition. The Captain conceived a horror of
Grenaoble, where he thought that his misadventure had become
a subject for mirth. Having developed a sudden craving for
promotion, he applied for the Colonies, having just read, at the
Military Club, that Marshal Joffre, an Engineer officer like
himsdf, had had a colonial career, most of which had besn as
an engineer, that had carried him to the highest rank of all.
After the recent blow to his natural pride, the Captain's dream
was to return one day to Grenoble with gars on his desves and
there appear with a halo of diginction before the woman who
had scorned him, and fill her old age with bitter regret.

Thisplan, however, came to naught. Captain Bidon departed
to Indo-China, and was there poged to a particularly unhealthy
digrict on the frontier of Sam. There he was bitten by a
poisonous sneke and died in a far-digant land, a victim of the
machinations of the widow of General de Sainte-Foy. As for
Lucie Euffe, she was degtined to remain for ever in ignorance
of the fact that she had been the far-away heroine of a colonial
tragedy of ill-starred love.
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But the news of his death reached the ears of the General's
wife, who still kept up her connection with military circles.

"Bidon?" e sad. "Yes, | remember now. A young man
who was only haf-awake. Just think, | had given him an op-
portunity of making a splendid marriage—splendid for a little
captain.  You knew that crazy young woman, Lucie Euffe of
the Silken Net? It was before se left Grenoble to do all the
mad things | should expect of her. | wanted to get her married
—and Heaven knows it seemed pretty necessaty at the time!
But | wanted her to make a more or les suitable marriage,
seeing that there was enough scanda in her family already with
the death of old EufFe under the very windows of that hussy of
his. .. So,justimagine. . ."

This account of the abortive marriage of Lucie EufFe and
Captain Bidon became one of the most ruthless of the General's
wire's stories.  She continued to tell it until shewas eighty-seven,
an age at which, with her dictatorial energy deserting her as
hep strength ebbed, she gave up the ghost in true military fashion,
convinced to the last of having wrought a useful work upon
this earth of ours and s a fine example of force and vigour to
the people of her time.



CHAP. VIII: A TOUCH OF MELODRAMA

EDMOND EUFFE had just brought off two big deds, one con-
nected with sauerkraut and sausages the other with preserves
of tomato juice. He had bought these stocks at half their normal
price because they were within afew months, only, of the time
when they would no longer be fresh enough for consumption.
These dores had become available as a result of the liquidation
of a co-operative society, and Edmond Euffe was proposing to
use them as items for a special sde which would act as an
advertisement for the Silken Net. While selling these preserves
at alower price than rival firms, he would still stand to make a
forty-five per cent profit on the sdes From the point of view of
advertisement it was a first-rate transaction, but it rested on the
possession of very wide facilities for sde. The Dauphine Gazette
would publish some enticing paragraphs, under the titles "A
Week at the Silken Net,” and "A Plessant Surprise for
Housewives."

Edmond Euffe was pondering on this transaction while
eating, in his own home, some of the sauerkraut with susges
which his many shopswere about to put on sde. In sodoing he
was remaining faithful to an Euffe custom derived from his
father. M. Constant Euffe had made a rule of trying at his own
table the items of food which he was offering to his customers.
His intention was that everything he sold should invariably be
of good sound quality, though he brought a specid effort to
bear upon certain foodstuffs which made an outstanding con-
tribution to his firm's reputation for excellence. It was known,
for example, that the Silken Net's gruyere cheese was unrivalled,
and that every confidence could be placed in its butter, eggs,
vermicelli, and filleted herrine. The Silken Net had likewise
two or three specidities in the biscuit line, with design and taste
which the manufacturers reserved exclusively for the firm.

"1t makes very good eating !" Edmond said, after swallowing
a few mouthfuls of his sauerkraut and ssussge " And there's a
little smoked taste init, too . . . Won't you try it?" he asked
his wife,

155
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" Nothank you," Claire answered, rather curdy.

" But your opinion would be a help to me."

"1 don't think 0" sad Claire. ' My tage has got nothing
whatever to do with those peoples”

This was the expresson she usd to indicate her husband's
cusomers, with a dight difference in the tone of her voice that
raised an impassable barrier between he and them. Claire
found fault with the taging experiments in which Edmond
indulged at home, and never took part in them hersdf. When-
ever her husband fed on his own samples she was served with
dishes prepared specially for her.

"Perhaps you are right,” Edmond agreed. " One couldn't
sy it was up to much—no, not up to much . . ."

"Then why do you eat it?"

"Duty," Edmond answered. " My poor father always usd
to lay this down as a principle, and he thought the firm's
prosperity was due to it: 'One ought not to poison people’
Arid he usad to fix his prices as he taged. | think as he did that
tage or high flavour can be a very usful guide for price. |
was hedtating whether to sl theee boxes of sauerkraut at
9 francs or 9 francs 45. | think decidedly that | ought not to go
beyond 9 francs | don't mean that the uff isin the very dightest
degree doubtful. But it has to be used up quickly. A reduction
of a few pence will get rid of a thousand boxes more within the
first week."

"Well, if you think so . .. All that isyour busness my dear."

"Yes, certainly ... The bacon has held out well," he added,
ashe bent over his sauerkraut. " It's the sausages that have taken
on a dight metallic tase—oh, very dight. After all, an uneducated
palate may find that this tage gives the food a certain originality.
| have sen gock on the point of getting high—oh, but very
dighdy—which was secially favoured on that very account.
Customers came back and asked for more. Oh yes and there
was something that happened once over a quantity of st
bacon..."

" Oh dear, oh dear!" Claire said, tapping her plate with the
point of her knife.

"Yes, bacon. It was when my poor father was till alive, and
I' mnot sureif wewereyet married ..."
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Oh, what doesit matter!" Claire said, tapping moreloudly.
Well, my father was wondering whether he ought not to
w the whole consignment away. Then he had an idea that
really a stroke of genius. He put the price up fourpence a
nd, and recommended the stuff as something special. And
youknow what happened?"

No, | don't!" Claire exclaimed, her patience now exhausted.
That bacon sold like hot cakest The customers were almost
ching it away from each other. What do you say to that?"
Oh, most remarkable!"

Yes, wasn't it! Yes, those strange sort of things do happen in
busness. But it wouldn't do to make a rule ofit. . .. Do
eat this sauerkraut in the kitchen?"

| gave some out," Clairereplied.

And what do the servants think of it? Their taste would be
usul guide.”

Now listen," said Claire. " You can ak them afterwards,
are not here to disuss the tages of servants!”

Oh, all right, all right,” Edmond said. " | will ak them . . .
opinion of underlings is often most valuable, you know,
rés an odd-job man I've got at the office—Lepitais, his
e is—who has an amazing palate for the Roquefort we sl
snacks—they serve it in the cafes with white wine. | never
any Roquefort without consulting him. And we have a
Adele Glatard, in the forwarding branch who knows the
is of our cusomersto a T. | always rely on her when we
stocking our: branches in oudying districts.”

with his m|nd wholly taken up with the cares of his pro-
on, Edmond fell into a profound reverie. His methods of
aging the Silken Net differed from those of his father.
Congtant Euffe had never wished to depart from the principle
illing.only high-grade goods of the bes quality. But he was
rmidable buyer, a champion exponent, such as one never
nowadays, of the dictum that " a penny isa penny," and well
to reduce commercial brokers and producers alike to a date
chaustion. He showed himself to be ruthlesdy exacting, with
ncredible capacity for stubborn bargaining. In addition to
he was, until his later years, an indefatigable worker. He
indeed, as he himself was wont to say, carried the whole
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busness on his own shoulders. And what efforts, what wholesale
sacrifice thishad cogt him!

Edmond was aready beginning to drop these compulsve and
exacting methods He was giving up much les time than his
father to the Silken Net, did not himsdf recave all the brokers
nor all those with goods to sl, and was ceading to give the firm
its cugomary smooth running by means of personal presure
and drive and condant and unremitting vigilance. He was
throwing over old purveyors, giving up brandswhich had sood
the teg of time—a thing which his father would never have
done—and had an increasing tendency to go in for speculation,
saying to himsdf: " The budnes is in full swing." He thought
ot the Silken Net as an organization which mog conveniently
supplied him with his wealth, and he did not regard catering as
a kind of priesthood.

"I'n any cae our generation is more emancipated/ he said to
himsdf. " And Father had a poor sort of life, a redricted life.
What is the use of money if you don't take advantage of it?"

lie allowed himsdf a certain amount of leisure. And o it
was that, feding rather overworked after his budness with the
sauerkraut and tomato juice, he had decided that day to take an
afternoon's regt, although Saturday was an important day in the
catering busnes

"What are you going to do now?" his wife asked him.

" | thought of going to the club."

"Yes" sid Claire, "it would be a good thing if you put in
an appearance there more often. You keep too much in the
background. And before that?"

"1 don't know ... | shal reg alittle ..."

"Y ou wouldn't care to come with me to the private view of
this art exhibition?"

"What exhibition?"

" Oh, come, I'vetalked to you about it!"

"Oh, soyou did! Sosorry .. "

"There will be paintings by Grenoble artigs, Flandin, Sahut,
and water-colours by Jean Hesse and some pictures st by the
Lyon group, with Morillon, Didier, Laplace, Ponchon, Salendre,
and that young Couty—you know who |'m talking about?"

"No, not exactly," Edmond said.
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"Well, it doesn't matter. Areyou coming?"

"Well, Claire, | don't think | am. I'm not feding very well.
A bit of a headache . . ."

"It's that sauerkraut of yours! Y ou ought not to have eaten
that beady stuff. . . Yes, | know your father usd to do it.
But you are not as srong as he was, and you haven't got his
digegtion—nor his manners, thank Heaven! Isit cold outsde?"

"No," Edmond said, "not at all. But it will be chilly this
evening."

“1'Il takeafur. It looks smarter. The Prefect will be there,
and the General, and the Curator. | smply love Andry Farcy's
gories, when hes in good form. And hds a man who has
managed to bring our museum into great prominence.”

Edmond Euffe, now alone, had coffee srved to him in a
amall room which hekept for hisown use The radiator wason
at full strength, giving out a suffocating heat, and his gomach
was very uncomfortable.

"Clairewasright," hethought. " It'sthat beasly sauerkraut."

But he corrected himsdf sraightway, feding that he could
hardly apply thisdescription to a commodity which hewas about
to put on sle and for which he had a bill outstanding for a sum
of 80,000 francs

" After all, it's not the sauerkraut's fault if | don't digest it."

He was feding dighdy feverish, with little shivers which,
however, were by no means disagresable and inclined him to
degpiness He let his thoughts wander at will and they went off
at asomewhat erotic tangent, a thing which had been happening
to him much more often lately, espedially when his digestion
was not working well. He called to mind a certain person who
was applying for the management of his Voiron branch. He
had received her in his office three days previoudy. She was a
dark-haired woman, solidly built, with keen, bright eyeshaving
condderable warmth in them. Her appearance uggested firm,
white flesh, an ample poderior with tighdy dossd median
parting, and armpitslike a jungle. Doubdess this exciting person
had but little digtinction about her. But Edmond had had a
aurfat of diginction in love. What he now preferred was rich
physical abundance and an appearance of eager *congnt He
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turned up his applicant's name in his small notebook: it was
Irma Moufeton. She was a young widow, and Voiron is not
far from Grenaoble. Arrangements could easly be made, with
vidts two or three times a week. This would be in noway to
the detriment of Claire, who never regponded willingly to
efusons nor without endless preliminary fuss and preparation
at her dressngtable What Edmond Euffe desred was some-
thing more primitive and brutal, with more savour of the wild
beag about it.

Hedrank a gass of liqueur brandy and diverted himself with
ome imaginary liberties taken with the surdy frame of Irma
Moufeton. But this mugt have fatigued him, for he dosad his
gyesand went todegp in hisarmchair.

He was awakened later by the sound of his own voice, and
heard himsdf declaring:

"Nine francs a box, that's surdy a good price to get!"

He realized that his subconstious was sill struggling with
the, sauerkraut and sausage The clammy date of his mouth
warned him that his digestive proceses were not yet entirely
completed. He poured himsdf out ancther dass of brandy; and
as he was raidng it to his lips, a servant came in and announced
Bob de Bazair.

"How are you, old chap?' said Bab, with the off-hand, free-
and-easy manner of the young lordling. " I'm not disurbing
you?"

“No, no, not at all," said Edmond, grudgingly.

He was not prepared for this interview, and was afraid of
being caught unawares. A poor improviser, he was one of those
men who, whatever the busness may be, prefer to be armed with
relevant documents which they have studied in advance

"Look here, old man," said Bob, " perhapsyou can guess why
| am here?'

"No, |'m afraid not,” Edmond said in a fegble tone of voice,
ugpecting that there was trouble ahead.

In actual fact,” Bob said, " it is the Count, my noble father,
who should be paying this vist, and paying it moreover to
M adame Euffe, your worthy mother. The object of this meeting
of ours to-day is therefore only to pave the way, to tell you of
the Count's proposad visit and tojudge of its timdiness”
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"The Count wishes to s& my mother ?"

"Yes," said Bob, "and the sooner the better."

"What about?—if it is not indiscrest to ak you . . ."

"Not the very dightes, my dear chap. . . . You have a tase
for old brandy, it seams?'

"Fromtimetotime," Edmond said. " Will you have some?"
"What year isit?"

"1890."

"Then | should like some As my kinsman de Romain sys
‘Ligueur brandy mus be perfect, otherwise |'ve no us for it.'
Yoursisexcdlent. Now to put it shortly, thisiswhat |'ve come
about. Your sgea Alberteand | have quite made up our minds.
Wethink, therefore, that the time has arrived for informing the
two familiesand proceeding in the usual way. The Count will pay
his formal vist when | ak him to do so. Do you know him? '

"Verylittle," ssid Edmond.

"Quiteso!" Bob said. " Very few people can flatter themsdves
that they really know him. And | mysdf, his son, hardly know
him better than you do, though | go and se him regularly.
He's a queer gick, but a gentleman to his fingertips."

"Ofoourse. .." Edmond said.

"Yes, and a gentleman who never putshimsdf out in any way
except for great occasons For though he may not show it, he
looks down on everyone born later than 1900. But | introduced
Alberte to him, and he was kind enough to think her charming.
| think we should now take advantage of his being in such a
good frame of mind. Don't you agres?"

"Look here" Edmond said, " | don't quitefollow you. What
has my sder Alberte got to do with all this?"

"You really are an amusing fellow,” Bob said, smiling," you
don't ligen to what 1'm telling you! Well, | mug gart all over
again. | intend to marry your sge Alberte, and she intends to
marry me. Oh, | can se a possble objection of yours. .. But
when the Count raisad this quegion of birth—to which, my
dear chap, | mysdf attach little importance—I told him very
definitely that | intended to disregard it. He had the good snse
not to inds. And Albertés charm did the ret. You can sc
now that everything has been smoothed out. The Count will
be courtesy itsdf, you need have no fear about that."
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"But this is the first | have heard of the proposal,” Edmond
sad. "And Alberte is under age."

"A few months only. We could have waited for her coming
of age. But thiswould have been a shoddy thing to do, it seemed
to me. It would be better that your sster should become a de
Bazair with the full consent of her own family. Y ou would not
e any objection in her becoming a Countess some day?"

"None at all, doubdess,” sad Edmond. "But in the mean-
time ... Forgive my asking you this question. What sort of
job have you got at the present time?"

"My der Edmond," Bob replied, "I have been devoting
this early portion of my life to my own culture."

"To your culture?" Edmond exclaimed in astonishment.

"That is what | ssid—to my culture. | know that thisword is
usually given a narrow and stupidly pedantic meaning, with
which | do not agree. What | am speaking of is the culture of a
nobleman of the twentieth century, corresponding to that of my
ancestors, who were instructed at an early age in the use of arms
and the arts of riding, hunting, love, and insolence. Now listen,
my dear chap. | am regarded as a good tennis player; | have
driven Bugatti cars in races | hold the LafFrey amateur hill-
climbing record for motor-bicycles; | can do the crawl stroke
in swimming and | do the 120 yards sprint; | fence; | am avery
cool poker player; | dance, and | go in for yachting and skiing;
| play golf; | am a trout-fisher and | shoot; | have had a few
very eligible midresses, | have some experience of fagt living,
cocktails and cigars. | know people of every dass and in every
walk of life, from waiters to dukes. | think | have made good
use of my time and acquired enough experience to give me a
successful and happy future.”

" Oh, | think you have ... But| must go back to the question
| asked you: wnat means have you for keeping up acertain style
of living?'

"That, my dear fellow, is one of those questions that one
doesn't put to a de Bazair! However, | will tell you that | am
in no difficulty. | have severa plans which | shall choose from
when the time comes. In any cass with the name | bear | shall
be on all the administrative councils in the district within the
next few years. The Count has kept steadily al oof from business.
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but my own idess on that point are more up-to-date. And by
the way, only to mention the Silken Net | shal be having
suggestionsto make to you. A business that is not going forward
is doomed.

"Y ou need have no anxiety so far as the Silken Net is con-
cerned. Itisdoing very well indeed," Edmond said stiffly.

"Fm quite sure it is," sad Bob. "But busneses get ill
sometimes just as people do. Y ou have to have remedies in store
for them. . . . But | don't want to intrude any longer. May |
rely on you to let me have your family'sreply as regards the
Count's—my father's—visit? Y ou will understand that | cannot
expect the old gendeman to make thejourney here unless heis
asaured of a good welcome! And Alberte, who is a sendtive
girl, would be distressed if in afew months' time she had herself
to get you to do certain things. | am counting on you, my dear
Edmond. And thanksfor the brandy, whichisreally excellent."

"Well, of course, it was bound to happen!" Edmond Euffe
said to himself after Bob's departure. Thinking of the latter's
ey, assured manner and his siger's air of determination, it
seemed probable to him that in spite of Claire and the Generd's
wife the marriage would take place, and he felt no inclination
whatever to put up a fight.

"After all, why not?. .. Alberte will bear a fine old name,
and this boy seams quite equal to shifting for himself in life.
"The nobly born must nobly do," as the saying goes."

He wondered whether he should go out. But it was to be a
day of mishaps. Edmond poured himself out a third glass of
liqueur brandy, when a servant gppeared and told him that a
lady was asking to spesk to him.

' What lady? Did she give her name?"

"She said that it was personal and confidential."

"Show herin," Edmond said, after a hesitation.

He saw approaching him a pretty young woman, of generous
build, with red eyes and apparently in terrible disress. She had
hardly st down when she burst into aflood of tears and seemed
scarcely able to breathe. The air was no longer reaching her
lungs, and her rather strongly developed bosom rose in quick
gpaams which were moving to witness. After some time she
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succeeded in getting out the words "It's frightful!" and her
paroxysm grew even worse than before.

Edmond Euffe was completely hepless in face of this despair
whose origin he did not know. The lady was dressad with a
certain eegance which, however, included some small details
in poor taste. "She's not our class" he said to himself. Neverthe-
less, as her tears were not spoiling her dull complexion and were
giving an interesting brilliance to her dark and sombre eyes, he
began to feel that dhe held a certain fascination for him. He
redized why this was so: she was like Irma Moufeton. She
belonged to that type of woman of strong build whose bodies
move and stir like the gentle eddies of a tranquil ocean, and who
moan in the night, srens with dishevelled hair. He poured out a
little brandy and offered it to his visitor, who took the glass
from him amost unconsciously. She swallowed the alcohol,
and with it her tears. But this restorative failed to give her back
her speech, nor did it still the surge and swell of her breast, whose
rich abundance could be seen through the opening at the neck
of her dress, still heaving with the violence of her grief.

"Well, Madame, who are you?"

Amidst her sobs and fits of coughing she managed to utter
these words:

"Madame Felix Lacail. . ."

"You don't mean to s&y . . . Madame Lacail of the rue
Turenne?"

A nod indicated that this was only too true. Then dhe sad
again:

"It's frightful!"

"Oh, no doubt, no doubt..." Edmond said, wishing to con-
vey thereby that the past was the past and that nothing could be
done to alter it.

He was gready surprised by this belated display of hopeless-
ness and grief. And he continued to be much affected by Flavie
Lacail's opulent charms, and the vast movement as of a surging
sawhich was pervading this body of aJuno in despair. Hewould
fain have lavished consolation on her—consolation of an affec-
tionate, indeed of a physical nature—have sunk like a stone into
some oblivion shared with her, so degp that embraces and
caressss would become a primitive and simple need, her only
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means of rescue and salvation. There are moments when one
could wish to se opening out before ones eyes a yawning
chasm in some other sphere, wherein one would have but to
open ones arms to find within their embrace some lovely,
throbbing form, so wrapt and lost in sobbing and disress that
every vestige of all that holds us back from yielding to age-old
instinct would vanish and be destroyed. Impelled by such
fedings of dizziness and bewilderment as these, Edmond had
come and bent over Flavie's neck, whose scented emanations
he inhaled; and he was beginning to take the young woman by
the armpits with a feeling of pity that was unconscioudly des
perate and wild, and was about to say words to her with which
some obscure impulse was prompting him: "Oh! my darling,
my darling, what is the matter with you?" But Flavie herself
intervened.

"Your brother!" she cried out. "Your poor brother!"

"What is that you're saying—my brother?" Edmond mur-
mured.

"1 am wondering whether we should warn the police ... |
wanted to ak your advice . . ."

At the word police Edmond had drawn back. He was gradu-
ally becoming able to take stock of the situation in which he
was placed, and his own socia importance.

The police ? Explain yourself, madame!"

"Monsieur, come with me. Come with me, | beg of you!"

"But where do you want me to go?"

"Tomy flat," Flavie said. "Y our brother isthere."

"My brother Germain?"

"Yes. Heiswounded. Come, monsieur. Quickly."

"Yes, | will come. But will you explain?'

"Oh,it'sfrightful—frightful..." Flaviesaid.

The winter had seemed endless, and its dispersa long delayed.
March and April, following in its train, were damp and rainy,
buried in athick mist by which, save for an occasiond lift therein,
the mountain tops were continuously concedled. Thee were
capped with low clouds which filled the valleys with a damp,
depressing white mist. A raw, bitter wind swept the avenues
of Grenoolc, bringing heavy showers of ice-cold rain that lashed
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the faces of the passersby. In theflatsand houses where laree
fires were ill burning, people were depressed and bored, ill-
tempered and benumbed with cold, longing for their outdoor
pleasures and excursons and a gay and cheerful countrysde
The hotdl kespers were looking upwards each morning at the
hodtile sies whose threatening agppet would not allow ther
etablishments to fill with guets The cafe proprigtors had
despaired of being able to st out the tables on the pavements.
The snow was ill up there, up on the heghts, adirty snow with
bare patches in it, which was refusng to depart from the high
gradands and let their whole extent be seen. The Sapey and die
de Porte passs remained hidden in the migt, and the motor-cars
were skidding on a thin coating of ice. There was aready talk
of the ssason becoming a failure for mountain climbing, touring,
and cycling, a saan interlarded with rumblings and roarings,
mountain cataracts, and sorms.

And then, suddenly, on Friday the 2nd of May, there was a
little burst of spring. It was not an obvious, wholehearted spring,
but neverthdess one could samdl its breath of lilac, and the sky,
above the mountain pesks which could now once more be
s, had hung out a fine new standard of heavenly blue. There
are certain times of the year, at the pasing of the ssasing when
the women burgt into blossom like flowers heavy with pollen.
The women of Grenoble, walking briskly along with sprighdy
swaying of the hips, put themsdves out to smile and look their
begt, and the men saw therein a good omen. But was all this
a foretage, a dgnal, or was it mere deception? Time would
show. In Dauphine spring may make fase garts may bring
joys that have no real foundation.

The Saturday fulfilled the promise of the day before. The
quality of the light which st the Moucherotte and the Saint-
Eynard sparkling could only be the herald of a perfect day.
Thousands of hearts began to beat with a different rhythm, songs
came welling up on many lips. The pretty cydigs of Grenoble
brought life and movement to the avenues with their graceful
riding and the gectade of their agile legs. Plans put asde were
taken up again. Happiness ssamed a thing of marvelous sim-
plicity, aready in one s grasp.

That day at about one o'clock, in the rue Turenne, a man was
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making his way downgdairs in a block of flats, carrying on his
shoulder a precious bicycle of aluminium tint, which he was
taking great care not to knock againg the walls. The man
emerged from the exit passage propped up his machine on the
pavement, and st about completing the preparations with which
a cycde touring fanatic garts off on a long and methodically
conducted trip.

This fervent cydig had a carefully thought-out rig for the
practice of his favourite sport. He wor e golfing plusfours which
leave the kness plenty of freedom for pedalling, with the pockets
buttoned up with sfety tabs He had woollen sockings which
kept his feet warm in his low, light hoes a woollen sweater
over hisjumper, and over the sweater aloosewater proof gar ment
cut like those worn by skiiers which was done up with a zip-

fagener.

The cydig weighed his machine with satisfaction, happy in
the knowledge that its weight bardy reached twenty-four
pounds, with its half-balloon tyres of pure Para rubber, its two
infallible brakes its mudguards, its loud bell, its dectric lights
and its speed-indicator. It was the bex machine of its dass
obtainable, with duralumin accesries throughout, and strong,
handy, and light. With no less satisfaction he raised the wheds
one after the other and s¢ them revolving, and verified the
perfect centering of the rims. He tested the chain on each of
the eight gearings, which gave ratios varying from i\ to 8f
yards, a sde devised to enable the rider to go everywhere,
whatever the gradient, road quality, or wind ressance might be.

Having done all this, the cydlig then turned his attention to
his equipment. He put away in his wallets and secured on his
luggage-carrier a small camping outfit, provisons, a surgical
dressing-cas a repairing outfit, a flask of brandy, some easly
accessble tools, etc. Every object had its right place, interior or
exterior, which varied according to the likelihood of its being
required. Everything was done up with sraps or dagic bands
When this was finished the man stood back and gazed at his
machine, wondering whether he had forgotten anything. And
he had: updairsin hisflat, on a corner of the mantepiece, he had
left a little box containing a sare link of a chain, some valve
caps and some insulating tape. He went back into the house
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and once more climbed the dairs. As he opened the door a
feminine voice called out to him:

"Have you forgotten something?"

"Yes," he sad impatiendy.

"You'll belate."

"1 know, | know."

He found the box and took possession of it.

"Good-bye!" he called out.

"Y ou'll be back to-morrow evening, then?"

"Yes, to-morrow evening."

"Don't go and overture yourself."

"No fear of that!"

Felix Lacail left his home again in haste, leaving the tender
Flavie alone and without having observed that she was making
elaborate use of beauty preparations in her room. He made his
way down the stairs at great speed, and on arriving at the bottom
in the passage, as he was still holding his bunch of keys he
automatically opened the letter-box, where he found a note
addressad to himself and marked "Personal.” The handwriting
was unknown to him.

"Oh, botherit..." hesad to himself.

He suffed the letter into his pocket. Nothing seemed so
urgent as to jump on to his machine and hasten to join his
friends, fervent cyclists like himself, who were waiting for him
near the level crossing, at the entrance to the tree-Uned walks
of Pont-de-Claix. There is an extraordinary feeling of pleasure
as one darts pedaling with lively and supple movement that
geads you along a sunny road in a spirit of happy, carefree
adventure that hes its stiff, difficult moments of hard exertion.
But these toilsome efforts bring a feeling of conquest as the
cyclist takes their messure and rises superior to them. . .

felix Lacail had not been out for along excursion for a con-
siderable time past. He was wondering whether his leg muscles
and wind would be in sufficiently good trim to enable him to
tackle the mountain dopes. But no sooner was he spinning
along the macadam of the street than he had the plessant sensa
tion, so dear to the cyclist's heart, of "slipping along on butter."
His pedal strokes carried him forward with no effort on his part,
and he would then dide along listening to the click of his free-
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wheel. He felt himself amply rewarded for the care he bestowed
on his machine, constantly improving its mechanical adjust-
ments, dismantling chain and bearings, cleaning and lubricating,
and so forth. It was his chief diversion, his one great pleasure
on the dark winter days. He would then install himself in his
kitchen surrounded by a miscellaneous collection of tins and
cans, solutions, lubricating greese, keys, pliers, rags; and there,
softly whistling old tunes and messing about with dirty oil and
grease, he made his different adjustments wi th finicky, meticulous
care. When he had got through all this attention to his machine
histhoughtsstill dwelt uponit, and hewas never tired of |ooking
through the most recent of the manufacturers' catalogues. He
tested every one of those small inventions that make cycling
an art of diminishing, of lightening points of friction and lessen-
ing this resisance to movement. He had needed two years and
numerous time-keeping tests to reach a final state of perfection
in his gear ratios and adjustments.

"Ah," FHavie sad one day, in a date of exasperation, "you
pay less attention to your own wife! If | got one-quarter of the
care you take of that filthy bike of yours that clutters up my
kitchen .. ."

"A woman," Felix Lacail calmly replied, "doesn't carry you
to the highest point of the Grande Chartreuse mountain group
or help you to cover ahundred and twenty to two hundred miles
every week-end."

"Y ou haven't always argued like that!" Flavie said. "I can
remember a time when you used your bike to chase after me.
| couldn't go out without running into you at every street
corner."

"There's a time for everything," FElix replied. "Now the
bike gives me some healthy pleasure. | strengthen my lungs and
do no harm to anybody."

"But | am left alone!"

"It'sapity youdon't care about riding! | know womenwho
go with their husbands every excursion they take."

"Oh, thanks!" Flavie remarked, with the ligless indifference
of avoluptuous woman. "I prefer the movies."

"Everyoneto hisown taste! Now, if you liked atandem ..."

"A ghastly thing!" Flavie exclaimed. " Spending hour after
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hour behind a sweating back that shuts out the view. And toil
and moil into the bargain!"

"You're no sport. Still, | don't care a rap for the movies—
nor Freddy Glowes. He geis on my nerves, that chap does and
| don't think hées as good-looking as all that!"

"You don't think Freddy Glowes good-looking?"

"No!"

"Well, you've got some nerve to talk like that! It's just
jealousy makes you sy it. Anyway, all the men are jealous of
Freddy Glowes. That only shows how much hes liked."

"Pooh!" sd Fdix. "In any cax what do | care whether
people like him or not? He doen't come to Grenoble, your
Freddy Glowes. And if he did, you can take my word for it
thered be plenty of his fans who'd get a look in long before
you would, my poor dear!"

"Before | should!" Flavie flashed back at him, netded at this
last-remark. " What do you know about it? 1'm every bit as
good as lots of otherd"

"You aren't smart enough and you haven't got the right
manners. As far as women go, they get the pick of the basket,
those young dogs do. Jus give a wink, that's all they ned to
do. They might be princes'

" 1"'m only thewifeof a humble officia—that'swhat you mean,
| suppos=?

"Humble—all right, if you like—but highly respectable and
Il claim full credit for that!"

"A man who's got nothing to talk about, and all he does
when hés not playing cards or careering about the roads is to
polish up his bike!"

"Look here Flavie, you weren't a duchess you sean to have
forgotten that!"

*Well, even if | wasn't | might have done better. When |
think of Sylvaine Marchaillou ..."

"That's quite different!" Fdix said. "Shewasatart.. "

"Oh, that..."

" And how did she make her bit of capital? Who was it paid
for the shop that darted her off? | know her mysdf, yes | do!

She began in the glove busness as an assgant, in die Place
Grenette."
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"Anyway she got out of the glove busness all right!"

"Yes, and we know how she did it! A thankless sort of job
that must be, don't you think? While you've got a name that's
far from having anything shady attached to it. Y ou can carry
your head high in Grenoble."

"Yes—and without a sixpence to bless myself with."

"A <fe future, and retirement to end up with."

"Retirement in poverty after a second-rate sort of lifel We
shan't even have acar . . ."

"Shall | tell you something, Havie? The reason you're dis-
contented is that you don't ride a bike. If you had a good swesat
on Sundays it'd do you far more good than all those boring
things they dish you out at the movies. Y ou wouldn't like me
to buy you ajolly little eight-gear machine like mine?"

"I should want dresses and hats before I'd want that!"

"It'sapity," Felix Lacail said, "that you haven't got the same
tades as me!  Yes, it's a great pity for you! People are right in
saying that ambition wrecks the world, and not being contented
with what you've got."

But Felix Lacail did not draw any alarming conclusions from
these disputes. He regarded it as a universa rule that women
are changesble and do not know exactly what they want, A
proof of this was that for a year past Flavie had ceasad reproach-
ing him and allowed him to go out as much as hewished. " Shes
quieting down," he said. "With her, you've only got to stick
toit." And that day, as he was on hisway to j oi n his companions
for the trip, and smiling as he rode along at the thought of how
shrewd a husband he was, Felix Lacail kept saying to himself:
"l knew how to manage her. | knew exacdy how to manage
Flavie! Now | can do anything | like with her." He believed
that a woman once conquered is conquered for good and all,
and that you can then pass on to other occupations.

For this first day out it was always a question of a trial spin.
The itinerary chosen would be Seyssngt, La Tour-Sans-Venin,
Pariset, Saint-Nizier, on the way to Villar-de-Lans—even though
that meant climbing from seven hundred to three thousand eight
hundred feet over a comparatively short disance. This was
invariably one of the first of the long training runs. As soon as
they had arrived up in die mountains they would make a final
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decision as to the route, whether it was to be by Chevranche or
by the Grands-Goulets, descending to Pont-en-Royans and
returning home aong the lsere valley, on the left bank if one
felt lazy, on the right—a longer way—if one were brave.

There were sure to be a few faint-hearted people who would
suggest deeping at Villars-de-Lans. But Felix Lacail would
ress such a proposal tooth and nail, on the ground that it was
not worth while to have gone out with one's full equipment and
then degp a a place as near Grenoble as that. His sedentary
profession allowed him to amess considerable resarves of strength
which he wished to use up entirely between Saturday midday
and Sunday evening. It was delightful to return home dead
best, in a bath of perspiration and overcome by all the keen open
air, and then fall adegp immediately after one' s last mouthful of
Supper.

(Flavie had been accustomed to grumble and growl at this,
but-now she put up with it aswith everything dse)

And there was nothing unpleasant in feeling on Monday
mornings a certain diffness which gave some queer sort of
pleasure to one's life at the office, which is so helpful to
recuperation.

Among the friendly batch of cyclists there were some robust
and sturdy fellows who were excellent riders on the flat. But
none of them was a better climber than Felix Lacail, a small,
sinewy manwith abit of thedevil in him. Hewanted atriumph
every time he went out, with sufficient material to enliven the
staff of the Prefect's office with accounts of his exploits for a
whole week. This man who spent his life in filling up printed
forms, examining these, and drawing up lists and returns, thought
that athletic feats accomplished on a pair of wheds in the
mountains constituted life's finest achievement. It was when
riding up gradients of 12 in 100 that he both took his revenges
and created new standards of prowess. Lacail could be seen
bending low over his handlebar, twisting about in his saddle,
and crying out with sneering laughter at a hated rival: "1'd
like to get him up here, that Freddy Glowes of theirs!" He was
speaking of the foppish individual at Hollywood who wrought
havoc in feminine hearts. He knew nothing of Freddy Glowes
beyond the picture supplied by his own imagination, but there
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was hatred in his heart for this dandified person, for something
seemed to warn him that this too handsome youth was an
offence to every husband. This was the reason why Lacalil, at
moments of great exertion, would sometimes hurl defiance at
Freddy Glowes and challenge him to atrial of strength up there
on the Porte or the Lautaret pesses "He'd end up miles behind
usandwalking, that Americanwould! Flaviewould belooking
pretty sick!" He believed that cycling exploits could have an
overmastering effect on a woman's feelings. He had no doubt
that Flavie was in reality flattered by his reputation as a famous
hill climber.

For approaching the mountains Lacaill was accustomed to
adopt a gear of nearly five yards as far as the village of Seyssnet.
He then changed to one of four and a half yards and maintained
this as far as he possibly could, reserving developments of about
four and three yards respectively for the last miles, and beginning
at the same time to accelerate his peda stroke. Once more he
now repeated the same process. Making a slow start, he was at
the tail of the party as far as Seyssnet, but when in sight of
Pariset he began to make up ground. At the sharp turn in the
road at Rocneti&re he went ahead of the rest. Two or three
miles before reaching Saint-Nizier he made his maximum effort,
for it was a rule with him to arrive there first and count the
number of minutes by which he had outdistanced the second
man.

Everyone had worked hard. A halt was decided upon. The
cyclists went to an inn to get refreshments. Lacail remained
outside to tighten a strap, and it was in any cae agang his

rinciples to drink during a run. As he drew out his pocket

andkerchief to wipe his forehead, the letter marked "Personal”
camewithit andfell to the ground. Ashewas aone, he opened
and read it, then read it again. 1t was ahorrible message, with a
coaseness and vulgarity that were certainly intentional; the
handwriting was faked, and the spelling purposely incorrect.
It read asfollows: "Lacail, you wretched idiot. Your Flavieis
giving youthe go-by all thetimeyou are playing the eiddy goat
on that bike of yours. She has a high old time with her young
rascd Saturdays and Sundays when you think shes at the movies.
Don't you notice anything}"
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"Don't you notice anything?' That sentence drove suspicion
home and anchored it firmly in Lacail's mind. Yes, by jove,
indeed he had noticed that his wife had become nicer and kinder
and esder to live with, and likewise more detached, more in-
different, asthough there were some other source fromwhich all
her needs were being satisfied. A thousand small details of their
life together recurring to his mind, and among them Flavie's
abstention from unreasonable demands, which only two hours
earlier he had attributed to his own deverness, suddenly became
alarming dsgns. That absentminded look of hers, that careful
attention to dress that kind of radiance that came from her on
certain days. . .

No thought could ever have been farther from the mind of
Felix Lacail than that of his wife being unfaithful to him. He
could never have believed that a disgrace of that nature would
befall an official of the Prefecture, particularly himself. He lived
in an armour of sdf-satisfaction which effectively shielded him
from possibilities of such a kind as that, which were reserved
for ridiculous and laughable people devoid alike of intelligence
and charm. And then, suddenly, up there at an altitude of three
thousand five hundred feet, with the world away below himin
all itslittleness, and Grenoble a mere ant-heap at the bottom, his
self-confidence began to waver. In the depths of that blue and
green abyss where water-courses were sparkling and tiny roofs
glittering in the sunshine, a treacherous woman and a young
scoundrel were holding him up to ridicule. He had a sort of
fainting fit, an agonizing sensation which he had already
experienced on one occason two years previously, after
climbing the Galibier with ah exaggerated expenditure of
energy.

He had an impression of an immense void and a deep silence.
Red lights danced before his eyes Neverthdess he found
strength enough to go to the inn and j oin his companions, all of
whom noticed how pale he was.

"Listen now," he said. "1'm not feeling well. Carry on
without me. 1'm going back to Grenoble."

"Oh, it'll go of f Felix. You're feeling a bit faint because you
went up too fast."

"1've been up fagter than that before now," Lacail said, rather
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annoyed. "And I'll do it again. But |'m off colour just now.
Something | mug have eaten . . ."

" Sort of poisoning, perhaps? It tires you, that kind of thing
does..."

"Yes" sd Lacail, "a sort of poisoning . . ."

"You fed a bit tottery on your legs and sort of queer all
over?"

"Yes" Lacail sad.

" And very weak all of a sudden?"

"Yes" he said.

"And akind of cold shivers?'

"Yes" hesid again.

"Then you'd better sop and go somewhere whereit'swarm.
Wait till the weakness goes off."

"1'mgoing home," Lacail said.

"Y ou wouldn't like someone to go with you?"

The quegtion was put without emphass No one was pleasd
at the prospect of returning to Grenoble and spoiling a week-end.

"No, no," Lacail said. "Don't you bother about it. | shall
go off, quite dowly. If | should find | couldn't manage it at
all, I'd hail acar."

"It's true there are cars pasdng all the time. Ah, it's a pity
you havetoleaveus Klix. Verywell, then, till Monday. We'll
comeand inquire.”

Felix Lacail got on his machine once more and amogt
unconscioudy darted to glide down the great dope in the
reverse direction from that aready traversed. It was true
that he did not fed well; he was feverish and shivering,
and he looked haggard and drawn. Thus he covered a few
miles.

He remembered that he had some brandy in his wallet. He
dismounted and drank half the contents of his flask. Then he
st down at the roadsde, in a dazed condition. Far away below
him he could s the waters of the Drac segthing in ther stony
bed, the church towers of Seysins and Seysing and the roofs
of the chateaux of Jarrie, de Bresson, and d'Eybins conspicuous
in the sunlight. It was a very lovely day, warm and mild, and
gay with flowers and fresh green tress and grass He thought:
'It's some blaged idiot who's trying to make fun of me" He
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regretted having left his pals what could he do with himsdlf
all alonein Grenoble? But it was too late now to go back. And
his doubt and fear broke out afresh. He took ancther drink
from his flak, and the sudden and violent absorption of the
alcohol affected him. " The hussy!" he said to himsdf. " The
damned hussy!" He jumped on to his machine, took the firmest
possble s, with his feet pushed tightly into the toe-clips and
the handlebar dosdy gripped, and began riding down the dope
in arash and foolish manner, taking wild and snsdes risks at
the bends and corners This savage outburst of riding—for such
it was—left him no time to think. A certain inginct of sdf-
preservation was working in him; nothing ds

On reaching the level road he began pedalling with all his
might. And soon, in a bath of perspiration, he saw Grenoble
just ahead of him, with himsdlf on the paoint of entering it before
his brain had come to any decison at all. Hedrank all that was
left jn hisflask. Then he crept into thetown, trying to think out
the bes way of reaching the rue Turenne at the point neares to
his housg in order to exape notice by his neighbours He
arrived just opposte the passageway and there he nimbly stowed
away his machine. Then he crept sealthily upgairs until he
reached his own door. It was bolted and locked. He dealt with
this, and opened the door, and dosad it again noisdesdy. He
was now in the passge of his own flat, like a thief in someone
d¥ls abode, and bewildered at finding himsdf surrounded by
a dlence of empty housss which is only found on days of res
and holiday, and in the midgt of which a digant wirdess was
actually giving out the result of a cyde race—and L acail wanted
to ligen ...

But he mug get quit of the busness—somehow or other. Still
without making any noise he half-opened a door. And there
before his eyes on tie sofa, was his wife, a Flavie who was quite
unknown to him, with her eyes dosad and a trandigured ex-
presson on her face, which was resing in surrender on a man's
shoulder. He was bending over Flavie and whispering some
words with his lips dose to her hair—quietly, calmly, with
depraved and vicious kill. And this man was Freddy Glowes—
yes, the man himsdf—that filthy, conceted young puppy from
Hollywood, who had taken up his abode in Felix Lacail's flat
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as though it were his own—~Fdix Lacail, a member of the saff
of a French Prefect's officel

"Grinchard is leading, fifteen ssoonds ahead of Speicher," was
heard on the digant wireess.

The shat rang out without L acail—who neverthdess had taken
aim—having any real consoousness of what he was doing. The
report was followed by cries He saw Flavie, her face distorted
with terror—and blood, a thin trickle of blood .. . Then he
threw his weapon away. It was his " dog pistal,” a small pistol
with leaden bullets which he usad on his bicycle for firing at
certain large dogs which jumped at his calves He opened the
door and dashed down the dairs four at a time. On reaching
the bottom he took his machine out from the passge leapt on
to it and made off, pursued by the nasal tones of the wirdess

"Grinchard isincreasng his lead. Speicher is dropping back
among the other competitors. The race will soon be over . . ."

Lacail did not ssea man with a sardonic smilewho was prowl-
ing about in the vicinity and had remained for a long while in
a small cafein the rue Lediguibres, as though he wer e expecting
someone. It was Pamphile Garambois, old Pampan of earlier
days . ..

The Prefecture employee, trying to find a way out of the
stuation in which he found himsdf, dashed off in the direction
of Vizille without knowing whither he went. He was in such
a date of mental digurbance and excitement that over the whole
of the five miles which sparate Grenoble from Pont-de-Claix
the needle of his ged indicator was oscillating around the
twenty-two miles per hour mark. Never before had he made
such slendid time over that section of road. He went into a
wine shop and ordered some white wine, of which he drank
two small carafes with a doltish look on his face Oh, what a
to-do there would be at the Prefecture when the story became
known! Hewould los hisjob.... Wouldn't it be bet to go
and throw ones «df in the Drac, off the old bridge with the
Gothic arches? But what the devil was that American doing at
his place? In athick, heavy voice he sought enlightenment from
a man who was drinking at the counter and appeared to be a
person of vag experience, for words were pouring from him
in a csasdess flow.
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"1 go home and | find an American kissng my wife. What
do | do?

"Y ou heave him out of the window," the man said.

"Ah," sad Lacail, surprisad that this had not occurred to him
at the time. " And suppaosng | Kill him some other way?"

"Doesn't matter. You'll have done a good bit of work any-
way. What about drinks?"
f Yda" said Lacail, ddlighted to have found so comforting a
riend.

Neverthdess his uneasy feding had not entirey left him.

"Don't you think life s a supid busness?’ he aked his new
companion.

But the other man was unaccugomed to such profound think-
ing. Especially at a bar where white wine was flowing.

"Well," hesd at lag, " did you kill the American or didn't
you?"

"1 did," Lacail answvered.

"Then what are you worrying about? You're lying doggo

"Yes, but. .."

" Did you kill your wife too?"

"No," Lacail said, "not her. | didn't think of that."

" Perhaps you were wrong," his friend said. "As you were
there ... Once you've got your teeth into ajob, better to
polish it off at one go."

But Lacail made no reply. Overcome by alcohal, fatigue, and
emotion, he had sunk into a chair, and with his head between his
arms, which were reging on a marbletopped table, he was
already snoring, his wife, the American, and his leap into the
Drac now completely forgotten... .

These leaden bullets have very little penetration. They flatten
themsdves on a hard frame and plough up the flesh, making
impressve wounds. Lacail'sbullet had sruck Germain Euffe in
a danting direction, above the ridge of his brow, and glancing
over the bone, had made a diagonal cut in his forenead. There
was a degp furrow from which the blood flowed fredy, blinding
the victim and daining Flavies dres She would have fainted
had she not been sudained by her very genuine love. Germain
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moreover, was speaking, and asauring her that he was not in
much pain. She put afirst-aid dresing on the beoved forehead
while waiting for the water to boil and enable her to deanse the
wound. Then shewrapped up Germain'shead in agauzeturban,
through which the blood continued to ooze dowly.

The pretty woman was possssd of presnce of mind at
moments of crigs It did not appear to her that her lover's life
was in any danger, and she took sock of the stuation. It would
be better that Germain should not be in a doctor's hands until
after he had returned home. The Euffes chief concern would
certainly be the avoidance of scandal. He mug therefore get
away from the rue Turenne as unobtrusively as possble and
return to the Place Victor-Hugo without being observed.

"You mug s my brother Edmond," Germain said. "I
know it's a nuisance. But one can't rely either on my mother
or my sgas And | can't go home until everyone has agreed on
the explanation to be given."

It was stled that Germain should remain shut up in Flavi€s
flat and not open the door until there was a prearranged sgnal
from her. So Flavie departed to look for Edmond Euffe. Not
finding him at his office in Alsace-Lorraine Avenue, she took a
taxi and droveto Sassmage to White Terraces, his country house
It was on the way therethat, yielding at last to her emation, this
capable woman burg into sobs and arrived at the home of the
director of the Silken Net in a gate of the utmost didress

"Well, madame, | congratulate you! Firg the father, then
the son. Y ou have sworn to destroy our family. Oh, don't cry.
Tears have never brought anyone back to life. Otherwise there
would be less crying at funerals!”

In his own car, which took them back to Grenoble at great
spead, Edmond spoke harshly to Flavie, impelled by the irrita-
tion which he was feding at the progpect of a fresh family
complication. His bad temper was as pardy due to a ssore
grudge because the young woman stting by him had a pleasant
sent, a soent which he would have enjoyed if his brother
Germain...

" Doyou think the newgpaperswill mention anything?' Flavie
asked.

" One can always come to some arrangement rath the news
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papers The Dauphini Gazette is perfectly safe | am one of its
big advertisers and they will do anything for me. The Dispatch
and the Republic have other reasons for dealing gently with us
But we shall have to act quickly."

What in the meantime had happened to the murderer, the
gupid Lacail? It was to be hoped that that imbecile, ssized with
a sudden desre to seed the course of justice, had not gone and
got himsdf imprisoned by blurting out the whole gory to the
firg man he met! There were people who would be only too
glad to give information. The Euffes had had political enemies
ever dnce Edmond had been more openly sding with the great
Conservative upper middle dass In any event rich people,
exposed as they are to fedings of envy, aways have enemies
wno may be known to them or not.

"Tell me now," Edmond asked, " what sort of a man isyour
hushand?"'

Flavie made a gesure of contempt.

"Yes, onethinksthat sort of thing, and then sse what happend
And moreover, it isn't the fools who give one the leest trouble
—quite the contrary. Ah, you may congratulate yoursdlf on
having put us all in a nice hole!"

" And what about me," Flavie said, " am | not the person who
is most compromised?”

"Y ou wer eaperfectly freeagent in thematter,” Edmond said.
"Why on earth couldn't you have chosn a lover somewhere
d<? What made you st your cap at a member of my family?"

"My heart!" Flavie said.

"Yes, yes | understand.. . Edmond murmured, in a way
which ssamed to attribute to Flavie Lacail's heart a warmth of
feding capable of very interesting manifesations. " But at least
you might haverefrained from enticing my brother to your own
house"

" 1t was Germain'sfault. He wanted to ssewhat my surround-
ingswere like. Sometimes he came here to fetch me. It wasjust
our luck, his saying on here to-day ..."

Edmond harked back to his previous quegtion.

"'Y ou have no idea what can have happened to your husband?
But surdy you would know what places he goss to. Y ou ought
to dart looting for him. Hemus be feding fed up and worried
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just now, and hewill be glad to sseyou again even after what has
happened, if you tell him that this busness won't have any
further consequences. It certainly is deplorable that it won't, if
you look at it from the moral point of view. But | don't s
anything dse to be done about it."

'Oh,' sad Flavie, "I have no intention of seeing Lacail
again. | would rather go away. | shall go back to my mother."

"Where does your mother live?"

‘At Domene."

"Domene—well, that's not exactly a lively spot all the year
round! If | were you, | shouldn't be in too great a hurry to
decide on anything so dradtic as that. Were things going very
badly at home?"

"Very badly?>—Well,no. . ."

"Thereyou are, then! And | hopeyouwill leave my brother
aone now!"

"Y ou mean that | mustn't se him again?"

"Oh come, come, what do you think | mean?"'

"1 think," said Flavie, "that | would rather die!"

"Now listen," Edmond said, "you had better postpone your
death for a bit longer. | can asure you that we nave had quite
quite enough trouble for to-day!"

At that moment they were turning off into the rue Turenne.
Flavie pointed out the house.

"ltishere" she said. "Andwhat are you going to do with
Germain?'

"1 think I shal take him with me to Sessnege | shall warn
our mother of his dsence. That will give us alittle timeto look
round."

They got out of the car and were about to enter the building
when Edmond suddenly stopped and gazed at the pavement.

"By the way," he said, " it was here that my father got the
vase?'

"Yes," Flavie said, turning her head away.

"Ondie 5th of May last year . . ."

"ltwill beayear agointwo days," Flavie said sadly.

Then she added, with asigh:

"When Fate is dead st againgt you ..."

They went upstairs to Germain, who was waiting for them
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in astate of mind divided between pride at being a central figure
in a catastrophic love dffair, terror let he were permanendy
disfigured, and fear that he might have brought the family good
name into disrepute.

In the course of the following night a cyclist was picked up,
on the Pont-de-Claix road, who had run into a motor-car. No
responsibility was incurred by the driver owing to the fact that
the cyclist was zigzagging dangerously on the roadway, appear-
ing in and vanishing from the beam of the headlightsin a reckless
and disordered fashion. It was a miracle that there had not been
a head-on collision with the bonnet of the car.

Thevictim was very badly bruised, and his knee could be ssen
bleeding through a large dlit in his breeches. But the only
information that could be dragged from him was contained in
these strange words:

"1 killed the American with my dog-pistol!"

"The poor fellow is suffering from shock/' a bystander said.
"We mustn't hurry him. It ssams to have been the end of the
American!" he added, gently. "L et us forget about that."

"I tell you | killed Freddy Glowes. | killed him a little while
ago, while hewaskissing Flavie."

"He must have seen that in the film that's on now at the
Pdace . .."

Other cars had stopped and were drawn up at the side of

heroad. Their occupants had assembled inasmall group beneath
dark canopy of trees.

"What does he say?"'

"He says he killed Freddy Glowes this afternoon,” was the
answer as people touched their foreheads with their forefingers.

By a piece of good fortune there was a doctor who left his
car and approached the scene of the accident. He was a man
accustomed to dealing with wounded people. He opened his
medical pouch and bent over the ill-fated cyclist.

"There, there, it's nothing, my friend ... | will put you on
afield dressing. . .. And now tell me who you are.’

"Never!" dievictimreplied with energy.
"Have you no family at Grenoble?"
"Mywifeisdead- Dead asfar as|'m concerned—thewhore."
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"That is a misfortune ..." the doctor said patiently.

"No!" the victim cried out.

"Or ablessing . . ." said the doctor, in a conciliatory way.
"Where would you like me to drive you?"

"Give me an injection and throw me in the Drac. And sy
nothing to the Prefect. He thought a lot of me, the Prefect did."

The doctor got up slowly, with a grave expresson on his
face. In alow voice he gave his opinion.

"It is a ceze of cerebral derangement resulting from shock."

"Poor man! Will he stay mad?"

"One can't sy for certain,” the doctor replied. "They're
such strange things, these disturbances of the brain. Just imagine,
a clot of blood or a bone splinter is quite enough to put one of
our faculties out of action, or to affect a whole region of our
vaso-motor system.”

However, there was a less learned gentleman who dso bent
over the victim and was anxious to make to the diagnosis a
contribution of hisown.

"Tell me, doctor, don't you think hesjust merely drunk?"

But the doctor, who hadjust given his verdict, rgected point
blank this ignorant suggestion.

"My dear sir," hesaid curdy, "whilel admit that he may have
been in that condition, you should know that a traumatism
nullifies instantly the effects of ethylism. That is a theory on
which | have had the honour of lecturing at the Academy of
Medicine. Are you acquainted with the part played by the
humoral glands in casss of wounds?"

"No," sad the gendeman, who was a manufacturer of foot-
wear in the Romans district.

"Indeed | thought not!" the doctor said.

He called the bystanders to witness, and added:

"It's extraordinary the mania people have in France for
poking their noss into everything and talking at random!"
Then he finally settled the matter by saying:

"I am going to drive this man to the hospital, and he will be
put under observation there."

While the gentleman from Romans, much vexed, kept on
saying, "Well, | don't care, | sy he's drunk!" the doctor went
off to his car. The injured man was placed on the back set. He
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appeared to bein a bad way, with his head rolling from dde to
dde. Neverthdess he had a lucid moment, when he cried out
at thetop of hisvoice:

"For God's sske, wheres my bike?"

He refusad to be parted from it. The lovely bicycle was in a
lamentable sate the rims were broken, the fork twisted, and
the frame buckled. They succesded in drapping it on to the
bumper at the back of the car.

And Lacail & out for the hospital under the shadow of an
indictment, not for murder, but for insanity, the charge having
been preferred by a doctor who was condgning a man to a
padded cdl at two o'dock in the morning at the sde of a sep
road and by the light of an dectric torch.

There was another doctor about to 9ep in, a Dr. Lavigerie,
a rather intimate friend of the Euffes of Sassnage having been
taken up by Claire, awoman prone to violent fandes In actual
fad" her favour was besowed on him more on account of his
sodal qualities than of his medical skill. Dr. Lavigerie, a hand-
ome buoyant, even-tempered man, a good talker, an athlete
who carried all before him, was a doctor whose patients were
healthy and high-spirited people, to whom he expounded his
theories on the beneficial effects of swimming (" crawl" stroke),
skiing, tennis bicycling, etc. His medicine took no account of
illness, but was spedially concerned with the harmonious de-
velopment and general well-being of the human frame. In all
places therefore, where human bodies disport themsdves in the
open air, you would meet the doctor, in shorts, in zephyr or
jersey, or flannd trousers but usualy naked from the waist
upwards, for he was a fervent devotee of sunbathing. He was a
sort of doctor for Olympic games or life at a country housg in
plendid form at cocktail time and at medls alike, being a fine
judge of cooking, wines, old brandy, and cigars. He was amiable,
easy to get on with, and a man of consderable culture, the very
man, in fact, for doctoring the Venus of Milo, Aphrodite,
Apollo, and the Discobolus, that is to say, for moulding perfect
musdes and harmonious frames. He was well off, and found
difficulty in keeping regular hours for seeing patients. The begt
of his practice was made up of people who came to him for
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moral consolation, and drank port or liqueur brandy. And
charming women came to tell him all about little physcal
troubles whose origin was predominantly sentimental.

W ith an attractive personality, a good talker on many subjects
with a plentiful gore of anecdotes and of social gossp from
Paris, the doctor had therun of the Prefecture and the town hall,
and was received at the Bishop's palace. He was pre-eminendy
a man in whom one could confide in an embarrasing situation.
He could undersgand everything—and forget it, for his fedings
of kindness and indulgence towards humanity were unlimited,
aswas hisaverson from pain, and he had adesp horror of sadnes
Edmond st for him to attend Germain, and without specifying
any details gave him to understand what had taken place.

'Oh, s0 hés been playing pranks!" the doctor said. " Well,
we all took those risks when we were twenty. Any of us might
have been up againg a spiteful husband.”

He examined the wound and gave his verdict:

"The wound is not at all a srious one. But it mugt be sawn
up at once. That is the fird thing to be done to reduce the scar
to a minimum. The boy neads that jolly litde phiz to be taken
care of."

"Wherewill you do the sawing?" Edmond asked.

" At the Deschailles clinic. | know him very well. | shall ak
him to let me use a room there for an hour. It's not the first
time he has done this for me. Your brother's name will not be
mentioned. And we will bring him graight back here. We
can have arubber of bridge after dinner, and that will enable me
to keep an eye on him for part of the night."

"Will you gay the night here, doctor ?"

" could manage it, ifit will make your mind eader."

At about midnight Flavie telephoned to say that she had ssn
nothing of her husband. Lacail's dissppearance continued to be
Edmond's chief anxiety. So long as he remained undiscovered
no one could sy how things would turn out.

Edmond then decided to tell Dr. Lavigerie the whole gory,
in grict confidence. It would be eader for the doctor to discover
the missing man than it would be for himsdf, snce he would find
it difficult to explain why he was taking such keen interest in a
man employed by the Prefecture.



186 TheEuffelnheritance

The doctor then made these comments on the stuation as it
appeared to him:

'"The reactions of a man whose wife has been unfaithful to
him are sometimes surprising. But in any cae running away
doexn't do him any good, for hes got to $op somewhere. This
chap may have got himsdf run in by the police. But he might
have had an accident. Before we warn the police it would be
aswell to try the hospitals. |'ll sseto that first tiling to-morrow.
Let us have another whisky and then go and deep.’

With the asidance of friends in his own profession, Dr.
Lavigerie had no difficulty in tracking down a strange mono-
maniac describing himsdf as "the man who murdered the
American." The description of the madman supplied by them
was smilar in every detail to that of her own hushand given to
him by Flavie, whom he had been careful to go and se at the
outset. He found her phydcally interesting, but morally in a
date of great indecison and doubt after a londly and degless
night during the whole of which she had been pondering on the
dismal progpect of areturn to her mother's home. At Grenable,
Flavie Lacail was included in the category of "ladies" What
would she be at Domene, with a scandal behind her, without
much money, and alone with a miserly old woman in her
dotage? She nad a certain fondness for her mother, but could not
bear her company for more than twenty-four hours on end. In
the same way the widow Pansagque was fond of Flavie and com-
plained at not sseing her more often, but her daughter's presnce
M ed to bring about the dightest interruption in the dreary
round of her fads and fandes and her endless tales of woe. She
was becoming like an old witch, with her attentions divided be-
tween a patch of garden which she scratched up with her fingers,
a mangy dog, and a few wizened old gosdps who were for ever
harking back to the same old dories of a bleak and lowly pad.

Thesdtuation in which the Lacail husband and wife now found
themsdveswas one of thosewhich Dr . Lavigerie was accustomed
to go ahead and unravel with gay and hearty courage. Above
all, life must not become a thing that irritates and annoys Such
was his leading principle. Hetried hard to persuade Flavie that
a resumption of her life with her husband would be by far the
leas disagter that could occur.
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" | f1 were to tell you the number of alarums and excursions
of this kind that have been followed later on by real and degp
affection! There are certain couples who need these shocks to
enable them to appreciate each other as each desarves.

But Flavie, who was filled with a great love from which she
could not tear herself away, felt horror and dismay at the mere
possibihty that such sentiments as these could be applied in
Lacail's ca Thereupon Dr. Lavigerie summoned immorality
to hisaid, a course from which he did not shrink in case of neeg,
knowing as he did that there are certain poisons that hedl.

"And what of Germain Euffe?' he said. " Think of that boy
with abit of affection inyour heart. What will become of him
if hessssyounomore?"

"Oh, Dom£ne isn't far away . .. And | shall be free. But
will he ever forgive me?"

" | f heknowsthat you are here and thinking of him, | am sure
he will," the doctor said. "Believe me, everything can still be
arranged, arranged as it was before"

"Asit was before? It would betoo lovely!"

"Come, comenow," the doctor said, "don't get disheartened!
| shall bring your husband back to you soon. Befirmwith him.
And make him sewhere hewasin thewrong. Forin someways
he most certainly was."

"| shouldjust say so!" Flavie exclaimed.

"1 am going to convince him of that myself. And | asureyou
that | shall bring him back as humble as you plesse. And you
can take my word for it that he will not be sorry to se his house
and his pretty wife again, after thinking he was done for. And
after that it'll be up to you to take him well in hand."

The doctor had not been telling the truth. It was no part of
his plan that Flavie's and Germain's affair should be resumed.
But he did not hesitate to employ any means whatsoever for
bringing the husband and wife together again, which would
debar Flavie from any further pursuit of Germain and from
playing the martyr.

Dr. Lavigerie found Felix Lacail in acondition most favourable
to his purpose, that isto sy, ill from his excessss of the previous
day and in a gate of complete moral collapse. Obscure regions
of his memory clutched at certain gestures of whidi his actual
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recollection was hazy and indistinct, but which he knew intui-
tively to have been disastrous His mood was that of a man
condemned to the gallows and awaiting the lagt fatal summons.
The doctor read this gate of mind at a glance, and took full
advantage of it.

"Well, young man, you killed the American, so | hear?"

At these words a ray of undersanding, of sniger intent, made
itsway intothebrain of Felix Lacail and gradually spread therein.
He remembered certain alusons to the waters of the Drac. . . .
Neverthdess he seemed doubtful that it was the waters of the
Drac that had brought about his presnt disagrous physical con-
dition, which was manifesting itsdf in a burning sensation in the
gomach and an iron band encircling his temples, to sy nothing
of the contusons which seamed to have diffened all his limbs.
Then he had a glimpse of his wife in the embrace of a shamdess
and brazen young fop. And finally he had a connected picture
in his mind of everything that had been degtined to bring about
the'inevitable ruin of the carear of a discrest and careful official,
whose best energies were devoted to the all-absorbing ventures
of cycdletouring. But ill he kept wondering about his peregrina-
tions of the night, and how hehad managed to become sranded
in the cdl in which he now found himsdf. Perhaps he had been
shut up in an annex to the prison? . » . But what could Freddy
Glowes be doing at Grenoole, and how did he come to be at
therue Turenne? And what an utter idiot he, Lacail, had been to
defy Flavie to attract the notice of the famous young gar!

Neverthdess the doctor, spesking down to him from his
imposing height, let fall these words, spoken in a calm and
ironical tone of voice:

" A pretty piece of work, my boy! And it will make a fine
impresson at the Prefecturel And what will you be telling the
judge at the As3zes en? Have you thought about that?"

"Ishedead?' Lacail asked.

The doctor made no reply.

"There is no doubt,” he said, "that | can boag of having
known some blundering idiots during my life! But an idiot of
your calibre makes all the other imbeciles | know look clever
oy comparison.”

Despite the severity of these comments, there could be do-
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tected in the doctor's voice some cheerful modulations that could
not be associated with a ruthless administrator of justice. The
unhappy Lacail, humbly resigning himself to being considered
an outstanding and superlative a5 plucked up enough courage
to ak timidly:

"Is it very serious?'

Dr. Lavigerie burst into aloud and ferocious laugh, in which,
however, a touch of good nature could still be detected. But it
was nevertheess disturbing.

"Very serious? What—the Asdzes? But that's the road to
theguillotine!"

Lacail had a sudden and extremely disagreegble sensdtion of
cold in the nape of the neck, and at the same time was shaken
by the nauseous hiccup familiar to executioners which has
given rise to the delicate attention, on the part of a tender-hearted
community, of the condemned man's nip of brandy. And in
fact, in the dtate of collapse in which he felt himself to be, Felix
would have given much for a glass of brandy or a bumper of
rather strong white wine. But die doctor kept him fasting, and
left him to race the prospect of a pale and ghastly dawn, the last
he would ever sse—for so long a time as he deemed necessary
for the wretched man to wish once more to live.

Seeing him suitably reduced to an utterly limp and helpless
condition, the doctor addressed him thus:

"Y ou were a happy man! Y ou had a pleasant, warm, com-
fortable home, a restful job, a lovely sfe outlook, an assured
future. Is that so?'

"Yes, it's true," Lacail replied dolefully, thinking of his past
life in much the same way as he would of the guillotine st up
at early dawn in some open spece in Grenoble.

"And you prefer pena servitude or capital punishment to all
that?"

"But," sad Lacail, "my wife. . ."

"Don't speek of her!" the doctor sad peremptorily. "You
had a wife whom you didn't deserve, and who now, thanks to
you, is plunged in grief. Now just confess straight out that you
were drunk!"

In these last words Lacail saw a faint glimmer of hope that he
might yet be saved.
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"Yes" hesad, " | wasdrunk."

"|sthat any reason for murdering people?’

" But the American wasin a nagty sort of attitude. .." Lacalil
sid.

"How could you tell, if you were drunk? Now, could you—
possbly? And you have paid Mme Lacail the greates inault
that a respectable woman can receivel And now . .."

A convulsive shudder ran through the wretched Lacail'swhole
frame.

" Ah, the dirty dog!"

" Ofwhom are you gpeaking?'

" Thefilthy rotter who snt me the anonymous letter!"

" Ah, therewehaveit!" thedoctor said. " Therewas thefatal
anonymous letter! Lacail, you are even supider than | thought!
But look here, you wretched man, if we had to take into account
all the anonymous letters that are written in this town, and if
every one ot them meant that a shot would be fired, how many
people do you think would ill be alivein Grenoble? Y ou who
sort out index cards you ought to know better than most
people that dander and fadse accusation are merely innocent
jokes, and don't in the least prevent people from being friendly
to you!"

The doctor had lighted a cigarette. Lacail looked at it with
avidity.

"You mayn't snoke in prison,” the doctor said. " You will
have to get usd to that."

Tears began to pour down Lacail's face, the tears of a man
who thinks heis done for and has logt all hope. It seemed to the
doctor that this was the moment at which to put his schemeinto
effect

"Listen tome, Lacail: | amDr. Lavigerie. Y ou have heard of
me?"

"Yes, Doctor ..."

"You would be very glad if everything became as it was
before, and if nothing of what has actually happened had ever
happened at all?"

"*Oh, yes Doctor!"

"Very well, then, ligen carefully to what | say. If you will
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obey me blindly—-I say blindlyl—perhaps | shall be able to get
you out of this hole ... Do you promise?"

"Yes, Doctor."

"You have now a choice between going back to the Prefect's
office and taking up your work again as though nothing had
happened, or danding your trial at the Asizes and going to
prison. You have chogn?'

" Oh yes Doctor!"

"But | make one condition, which mug be drictly observed.
Thereisoneday of your lifewhich mug beforgotten, completely
forgotten, and to which you mug never alude in the presnce
of anybody, egpedally your wifeés. Do you swear?"'

"| swear, Doctor. . . . But—the American?"

"There never was an American! Being drunk, you fired at
a shadow, a hallucination, and risked killing someone who is
dear to you. Loss of control, Lacail, is a very srious matter.
Whatever you do, keep off drink! | am going to take you home,
and you are going to ak your wife's forgiveness And | will
give you a doctor's certificate for the Prefecture. You nead a
good fortnight'sret. And most important of all—forget every-
thing!"



CHAP. IX: THE YOUNGER ONES RUN STRAIGHT

"THESE wounds in the head are dther a very serious matter,
or ds they amount to nothing," Dr. Lavigerie had said. " Y our
brother is young and in perfect health. With good antiseptic
treatment the wound should heal in about ten days Keep nim
in the country, it will do him good."

Thetrouble wasthat Germain, with the ardour of his nineteen
years and his tage for chivalrous display, believed in undying
passon and the matchless quality of a certain woman's heart.
Nothing ssemed to him more sublime than Flavie L acail, nothing
mor e indigpensable to his happiness than the dghs and surrenders
of this misundersood and dighted woman, who was exposing
hersdf to the worst dangers for his sske  This young man was
now filled with the ddlirious enthusaam of a first love, touching
in its ardess innocence, which neverthdess predigposad him to
commisson of the grosset fallies, of the kind which bring
irreparable ruin to a young man's progects of a carexr and to
his family much digres

In Germain's eyes Flavie was an incarnation of all the glamour
that attaches to the woman of full development and maturity,
whoe careses are flattering to a youthful lover's sdf-esteem.
There was some very powerful bond uniting them, some sort of
cohesive force that was a mutual attraction of their two natures,
each of which was the perfect complement of the other. There
wer e hidden affinities between them, to which Germain wasmore
ready to yield than she still ignorant as he was of the precautions
we need to take on lifésjourney, and what hidden dangers the
realm of feding contains. Of all these, Flavi€s thirty years made
her the better judge, and her outbreaks never robbed her entirely
of lucid and balanced thought.

Germain and Flavie had given no really srious thought to the
future, having ssen no farther ahead than the wonder and
amazement of their mutual pleasure one morning of springtime
amid the universal joy of risng sgp and sead. The suooess of their
firg embrace had been too complete for them not to be tempted
to meet again. There was something fervent and tender in

192
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Germain—something very young if the truth were told; while
in Flavie long-standing aspirations, which with Lacail had found
nooutlet at all, wer enow finding sudden and almost over whelm-
ing realization in the arms of a young gendeman with fair skin
and blushing chesks (but eager to adegree), and soft and pleasant
wavy hair.

The future . . . This was the problem s by LacaTs pigtal
shat, and it demanded an immediate ansver and some big
dedsons Strongly urged by Edmond and Dr. Lavigerie, Flavie
was occupying, in her own home, a postion of withdrawal,
while awaiting the turn of events  She would have fdt sronger
had Germain been there to support her, and would have bemn
quite capable of following him blindly if he had said to her:
" Let usgo." Deprived of the only masculine protection which
had any importance for her, she was allowing her degtiny to be
shaped or decided by such events as might occur. She kept saying
to hersdf that she could not live without Germain, but did not
dare to make any decison with her lover away.

That young man gtraightway showed more pirit and deter mi-
nation, and perhaps also more ignorance, as his brother declared.
The pigtol shat, while it had in no way lessned his passon, had
increasad his pride. He thought Flavie wonder ful—Flavie who
had had no thought but for him, to care for him and to save his
life. He spoke serioudy of making her leave everything and
taking charge of her himsdf. Edmond Euffe was enraged at
this.

" But, you young idiot, what will you do with her when
you've got her on your hands? You will marry her, perhaps?'

"Why not?" Germain replied, his head encasad in bandages

"And can you se yoursdf with a woman ten years older
than you are? '

" Age doemn't matter."

"You don't think 9?2 Wait till you are ten years older and
then come and talk to me about it again. Or rather, about
something quite different, because this budness is finished and
donewith. Get that well into your head. Can you s yoursdf
married to a woman of no birth whom no one will want to
come and s and who won't be asked anywhere?"

"1 don't care two hoots for people. | don't need"them."
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" Now, now!—if you think you can shut yoursdf up with a
woman and do without ssaing another soul! Y ou'd soon be sck
of it. It's pleasant enough to meet a midress here, there and
everywhereand spend afew hourswith her. But don't you ever
fall under thethumb of ajealous old woman to whom you will
have given rights. And this Flavie of yours hasn't got a sx-
pence!"

"But | shall berich!"

" Still more reason! Let beggars marry each other, that is
asit should be. But wealth bringsdutieswith it. And thefirst
of thexe is to show a united front. We have to build a solid
wall to kegp out all covetous people. If the rich don't sand
shoulder to shoulder it'sall up with them. Surdy you must s
that! Jug take my own cae Do you imagine that | enjoy
everythingin life? Don't you think there are timeswhen | fed
| should have preferred some nice, pretty, smple girl? Don't
you think . . .

" Areyou not happy?" Germain aked, alittledisturbed by
his brother's quegtions

" 1"'m not discussng happiness at all! Happinessisn't a matter
of enthusasm and excitement, but of an average, calmer sort
of feding that is made to lag. That is what | mean! Good
heavens we all get fandesinto our heads. . . Therearewomen
i/yfho"flit aooss our path and seem to us. .. But that is't

ITe!

"What islife, then?' Germain asked. " Boredom, perhaps"

"Yes," Edmond said, solemnly. "Yes, my dear chap, you
mugt lear n to face boredom. Y ou must learn renunciation.”

" For what purposs? To go—where?"

"Togo straight!" Edmond said. " You are an EufFe One
day you will fed you need a certain dignity to display to the
world."

"You make melaugh!" said Germain. " Mother ishalf-mad,
Lucieentirely 0. And Alberteisgoing to makeamarriagethat
you are all opposed to. | don't s why | should be the only
one to be sacrificed. Do you think that Father, at my age
would have given way in a cae like ming?"

"Oh," said Edmond, "that is not the sarjie thing at all!
Father manned Mother. He might just as well have married
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someone like Flavie Lacail. At the point he started from it
wouldn't have mattered in the least. He could do anything he
liked. But Father worked the whole of his life in order that you
should not marry adivorced Mme Lacail. Do you understand?'

"No," Germain sad obstinately.

"Look now, my boy, Father put us higher up than he was
himself. Areyou going to fall back again, straightway?"

"Your beastly vanity, your dirty pride!" Germain cried out.

"Yes, yes," sad Edmond. "Call it what you like!"

"It's your 'princess’ who puts those idess into your head!"

"l know," Edmond sad slowly, "I know what you all think
of Claire. But Claire has meant for me a rung in the ladder—
and I've climbed it, and | am climbing others every day. If
Father were alive, | am sure he would sy to us: 'Go on, children,
you must go still higher." "

"Oh, Father," Germain exclaimed, laughing derisively, "he
climbed along way up—with hisRiri!"

"He had every right to her, &fter all he'd done for us—and it
was no business of ours anyway."

Suddenly Germain burst out sobbing. He stammered out:

"] didn't want to say unkind things about him, you know |
didn't! | was very fond of him ..."

"I know, Germain," Edmond said. "Each of us loved him in
our own way, perhaps without knowing it. One day you will
understand how much was accomplished by that simple, un-
educated man. | often think of it—I who have control of the
organization he left us."

Edmond truly meant what he said. He was speaking of his
social mission with a sariousness which seemed to increase his
moral stature, while it committed him to a strict loyalty to the
interests of his dass At the same time he was discovering that
he had a feeling of affection for his brother stronger than he
would ever have suspected. Germain realized all this.

"Then what am | to do?" he asked.

"Y ou are going to close this chapter of your youth, which is
only an unimportant preface. And you ae going to turn your
real life in another direction.”

"Then | shdl never be happy again!" Germain exclaimed.
"Never, never!" .
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"Child!" Edmond said, putting his arm round his younger
brother's shoulder. "You don't know what you are talking
about."

" Oh," said Germain, "you don't in the least mind condemning
me to suffer!”

"1 am not denying this suffering of yours. But do you think
you are the only one? Don't you believe that others have suffered
before you? That | myself have suffered in the past?’

At this point Edmond was exaggerating slighdy. But as he
watched his brother's grief, he felt that he himself had once
endured some sorrow no less painful than his.

"You?" Germain asked.

"Well, yes," Edmond said, "why not? What has happened to
you is nothing out of the way. When | wasjust about your age
| broke off a liaison, because it was necessary that | should. It
was necessary, you understand. Y ou won't remember it, you
were too young at the time. But | waslike you, | thought there
Weas nothing left worth living for .. . And now | never giveita
thought. And fancy, it's you who are reminding me of it!"

"And there's nothing you regret?"

"Absolutely nothing, old boy, | swear!"

"That means you didn't realy love her!"

"Anyhow, | certainly believed | did, and it came to the same
thing. (Don't go and imagine that you have invented love!) |
did violence to my own fedlings and | knew later on that | had
acted for the best.. . But look here, | can tell you, without
giving her name. It so happened that | met her again by chance
afew years later. And | thanked Father for having advised me
as | am advising you to-day. It is realy as a memento of what
he once said to me that | am talking to you in this way. | am
paying off a debt that | owe to his memory. As he is not here,
| am saying it myself: 'Drop all that, my boy. Be a man.'"
k_l'l'And if | couldn't manage to?" Germain said. " | f it were to

ime..."

"|fitwereasbad asall that, well. .. But that isan argument
you've no right to use until you have tried all your power of
resstance. Start with a really genuine effort—some months of
it. Ifin afew months' time you come back to me and say 'l
would rather die,’ | promise you, Germain, not to gand in your
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way any longer. So now I've given you my word. Will you
give me yours?'

" But suppose | meet Flavie?' Germain said. " Grenoble isn't
auch abig place. . ."

"Y ou won't have any opportunity. You are going away."

" Going away—where ? Germain' asked.

"1'Il leave that to you. Which would you prefer to improve,
your English or your German? Choose between Heidelberg or
England. Y ou will have plenty of money, | will give you letters
of introduction to people with whom | correspond, and you will
have a fine trip. There are people worse off than you. Which
country is it to be?"

"The English make splendid motor-bikes" Germain said.
"Will you let me buy mysdf one?"

"As a matter of principle | regard the motor-bicycle as a
dangerous implement. But it is on the whole, less dangerous
than a Flavie. You shall have your motor-bike."

"A 350 with overhead valves?'

"Very well, then. Are you pleassd?’

"Yes," Germain said.

But he added:

" But that won't gop me from being very unhappy!"

"1 don't expect you to do that in a moment. But | do ak
you to be brave for a few months. Thisis a trial that you have
got to face and it may st the whole of your life graight. You
can sy to yoursdf that Grenoble will gill be in the same place
when you return, and that the people who are fond of you will
be waiting for you there. 1 am not even aking you to make a
clean break. Only aninterruption.”

"You don't think that | shall be behaving pretty shabbily to
Flavie in going away?"

"Do you think she behaved very well to you?"

" But she gave hersdf to me," Germain said.

"Which is quite the worst thing that certain women, in
certain drcumdances, could possbly do!"

"1 am certain," Germain cried out, "that e did it un-
sfishly!"

"That doesn't make it any better!"

"| forbid you to say anything againg her!"
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"Far be it from me to do s0. Flavie Lacail is an amiable
woman, and physically attractive . . ."

"Andwith agood, kind heart, Edmond!"

"Y ou ae in a better position to know that than | am. But
being kind-hearted doesn't give her any right to make a hash of
your life. Aslong as she was circumspect in giving you pleasure
and didn't overdo it, well and good. But now things have gone
beyond that stage."

'| shall be longing to s her again,” Germain said.

"Indeed | hope you will. It would not be nice of youifyou
didn't."

"And if | miss her too much . . ."

"Y ou have my promise. But | dso have yours, that you will
stay patiently in England for a few months, haven't | ?"

"Shall | order the motor-bike as soon as | get there?"

"Whenever you like."

"Shall | s Flavie again before | go?"

“No. Writeto her if you like. | promise you that the letter
will be sent. But be careful what you say, and don't make any
rash promises.”

"Where is she now?"

"She has returned to her husband. Where dse did you expect
her to go? Passon is one thing and life another. She knows that
better than you do."

"She'll be unhappy! Promise me you will keep an eye on
her."

"| promise, Germain."

It was at that hour of evening when a faint, bluish tint still
lingers in the sky, on aterrace of the chateau of Sassanage, whose
noble architectural design stood out against a sombre background
of forest. The mountain group of Vercors, a dark mass againgt
the setting sun, spread its degp shadow over the valley, and with
it a profound, maestic peace; while far above it all there lay the
almost overwhelming silence of the mountain pesks. At a great
height in the sky above were some rose-pink, billowy clouds
which cast their reflection upon the shining surface of the Isere,
with its leaden hue. A wave of damp and chilly air was rising
from the river and spreading in tiny liquid pearls over the
grassy fields. The two brothers stood gazing at the beauty of
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the some Then Germain drew nearer and spoke to his dder
brother:

"Edmond," he said, with a touch of awkwardness diat was
charming, "there is something more that | would like to sy to
you. | am feding that | didn't know you very well. . ."

"Why, nether did | know you well. Onenever knows people
well. They are capable of more than one thinks—of good as
well asevil."

" Do you think me absurd?"

"1 think you are young,'Germain. Y ou have much freshness
many illusons till to lose"

They heard Claire's voice and saw the outline of her figure
appearing on a flight of seps

"All this is between oursdved" Edmond said quickly.

He took his brother's arm before they made their way back
to the building. They were constious at that moment of being
united by a demp dannish feding, which might never have
appeared had it not been for the intervention of Flavie Lacail in
a young man's life.

Splendour of the early spring, of that ill chilly time which
cads off itsheavy mande of fog and mist and donsonce morethe
light garment of the luminous sasn, on which flowers are
pinned like a lover's nosegay resting on a young maiden's breag!
Bursting forth of youthful ardour that surmounts each gloomy
obgade which prudish reason s#d Bright, shining paths of
happiness along which amid the incandescence of the fragrance
and sweet odours that have come from the mountains and the
tress now green again, warm, eager hearts go forward in answer
to the great summons and appeal! Laughter that islike a thrill:
thrills that are like the os which some too poignant melody
has drawn from you! Sky that recals the blue ss on which
one mor ning the navigators & sail, saking ther all on fair winds,
and geering for some realm of their imagination in whose far
recsses the happy ideswer e gleaming, the continents of emerald
and coral, with their srange, unheard-of fruits and their god-
desss of mythology and legend! Force that no words can tell,
quivering, throbbing force, which gives back to the universe
once more its courage of those first mornings of the nebula,
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when it wandered, scarcdy yet turned cold, among the vagt
and solitary goacss of the garry heavens Fallen petals of hope
destroyed! O my heart, my heart! And thou, my love, s |
am on my bended kness dazzed at the realization that it is
myself whom thou hag chosen from among all others—dazzed
because this annunciation has entered the very depths of my
being and of my enchanted life! | am hyacinth and mignonette,
| am the young shoots the tiny buds in that bed of earth on
which thou treadest in stepping down from thy plinth, O thou
giver of sweet pain! But tis my heart's delight, my inmost j oy
to be the carpet beneath thy fedt, the cushion upon which thy
head reposes when thou dos come to dream away the hours,
and | am muteas| behald thy long lasheslike blinds drawn down
upon the dim half-light of thy musing and thy thought!

Things she knows not how to express, thoughts that make her
heartbeats race and templesthrob. Humming, buzzing murmurs
of her joy, bird-song within her heart, bud and blossom of the
years innumerable, that lie ahead—and radiant amiles like lights
on Chrigmas tress at every anniversary of the future which has
now begun. World, how lovely thou art, adorned with the
countenance of him who is my choice, who is coming, coming
to meet me on theroad! Mountains, mountains, how brotherly
your heights how purifying your solitude! And thou, valley
into which | descend to meet him, valley which has beheld his
deep, his awakening which | now share and the care of himself
which he takes because of me, how tender and how friendly is
thy dressof green! Town wherel have known him, town unique
among all others, my only, my indispensable my beloved town
—Grenoble!

Aiberte, on her bicycle, les hersdf dide down the toboggan
of the road, with the air whistling in her ears Thereisa smile
on her face, and such aradiant smileit isthat people turn round
to look at her, for dhe is a picture of perfection that causes
agonishment and reminds them of ideals long snce forgotten.
She gmiles and the world seams then a lovely place Sheis on
her way to meet Bob de Bazair. All difficulties have been
smoothed away, the two families se eye to eye. She will marry
him whom she loves, with all hisradiant charm. Can shethink
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any further than that? Does the rose think upon its stem, or the
cloud that floats along an azure sky, or the water that dances
in the sun, or the foliage in the sighing wind?

She is in advance of the appointed hour, and knows e is.
At the bottom of the hill she puts on her brake and props up
her bicycle at the edge of the pavement and fixes the padliock
on the machine. Then she makes her way into the church of
Sainte Laurent to dream awhile and thank that great beneficent
power which is giving her a happiness almost too great to bear.
She goes forward to the chapel of the Virgin, and like the Lady
of Heaven hersdf, she bends her head a little over her shoulder,
on the dde on which it will be drawn down by the weight of
the child which later on she will be clasping to her heart.

"| shall have alittle one like yours!'

She does not add: "He will have Bob's face" But the Virgin
has guesed that, for she amiles at her. Then Alberte grows
bolder and offers up this prayer:

"Give me grace to please him always!"

She lays at the edge of the altar the flowers which she gathered
ashort while ago, sups acoin into the ailms-box, and thenis ou
in the open air once more, the pure morning air of Grenoble,
where Bob awaits her at the far end of a park bathed in sunshine,
near the house of the grandfather of Stendhal. She loves Stendhal
for the sske of CleliaConti. She hasread La Chartreuse de Partne.
There is much in this novel that excapes her. But she knows the
happiness of loving just as Clelia did, and Bob is for her a
Fabrice for whom she knows there is nothing she would not do.

At this time of preparation Alberte has to give her mind to
questions of her trousseau, dressess, presents, journeys to be made,
and miscellaneous plans, aquantity of thingswhich areordinarily
regarded as being of consequence, and which add a pleasurable
feeling of self-importance to the event itself. Alberte cares but
little tor them, just as she feds nothing of the stings of jealousy
which the announcement of her sensationa forthcoming marriage
hes produced. It has been decided that the wedding shall be a
great and impressive ceremony. Bob feds no objection to this;
it anussshim. Asfor Alberte, shewould have liked the quietest
and smplest possble wedding, and would wish that no one
that day should be able to read her fedings in the expresson of
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her face But Edmond has pointed out that the pregtige of the
Silken Net isat gake, and M me Euffe has urged that " your poor
father" would certainly have wished that his daughter should
have a brilliant wedding. 1t mus be made dear to the whole of
Grenoble that this marriage is no hurried, perfunctory affair in
which there is some sacret grudge involved; but on the contrary
the alliance of the two families, the Euffes and de Bazairs, should
appear as no small triumph. The "whole of Grenoble" herein
guestion amounts to no more than four or five hundred people,
including offidals the shining lights in the glove trade, cement,
padry, biscuit manufacture, etc., in addition to a few members
of noble families and the pick of the baket in the liberal pro-
fessons But the limited number of these people isin proportion
to ther diginction, and it is with an eye to their presmnce that
everything is planned. In the meantime there are whigers—
people are always s kind!—that this marriage is an urgent
necessty. None of this gossp reaches Alberte's ears Nothing in
any ca has power to hurt her. One being and one alone has
digposal of her suffering and her joy.

Bob! Always there is a feding of wonder as e s him,
though from sher modesty she dare not look into his eyes 0
evident, when he is near her, is the rapture in her own. She
prefers to have him at her dde for then she can gudy himin
profileat her eess sudy him and ligen to him, and ssehim amile.
His amile, tender and with atouch of mockery in it, isof akind
of which dhe could never weary, and it makes her fed o little,
and with nowill but his Bob'svoice, with itsmeodioustremors,
ads upon her heart as a bow upon the gtring.

This morning they have to go to the jeweler's, where Bob
has had some rings put adde for Alberte to s and make her
choice. As they are coming out of the alley which connects
the Municipal Garden with the Place Grenette, they come sud-
denly face to face with the bulky form of the widow of General
de Sainte-Foy, who is brandishing a lor gnette as though it were
afidd-marshal'sbaton and looks asif she were holding a review
of all theriff-raff of the capital of Dauphine. It iscusomary with
her to be furious at the behaviour of people who do not in-
ginctively show her deference when they se her (dhe usad to
value the apprehensve immobility into which large crowds of
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people were plunged on the gppearance of her late husband the
General. She used to enjoy it in the old days when, wearing a
hat with an ostrich feather and seated in the front row of official
rostrums, with her notable stature and powerful bosom she was
a conspicuous feature of the ceremony). It aways seams to her
that something is owing from the community to the woman in
whose presence the General himself might have had to stand to
attention.

Alberte's nature surprises and scanddizes her.  She thinks the
girl is alittle fool, and more deplorably so in that she is pretty.
(The General's wife has never understood that feminine beauty
can be anything but an instrument for the persecution and sub-
jection of men.) Asfor Bob de Bazair, she has aviolent hatred
of him, for she feds instinctively that he has a gift of effortless
Ssway over women's hearts.

"Well, my dear," she sys to Alberte, "so we are gadding
about with our young man, arewe! Y ou know that as one makes
pne's bed 0 one must lie on it, don't you? Y ou will have time
to think that over. Pray Heaven it's not too late!"

"Have no fear, madame," Bob de Bazair sad in a pleasant
tone of voice, "Albertewill bevery happy. | am making myself
responsible for that."

"Oh, to be sure you are!" the General's wife exclaimed.
"There's a conceited young man for you! 1'm not sure whether
you look as if you could make a woman happy. And | know
something about men, my boy!"

"Oh," sad Bob, "you knew severa specimens of the same
type. Notthesamething at all."

Come, come, | like that!" said the Generd's wife. "With
(rjn((ej, you would have had to mind your stepjust like the others

I lII

"Nay! notl ! " Bobreplied. "For | should havefled from the
barracks of your charms. | myself have never cared for company
sergeant-magjors, even in private."

"Alberte, the Generdl's wife cried out, "you won't s me
at your wedding! And the whole of Grenoble shall know the
resson why. And | shall tell Clementine exactly what | think of
the young scamp who is to be her son-in-law. | shallsee that
various people decline to know you, M r. Impertindht!"
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"The people | choose to know will always be delighted to s
me," sad Bob. " My respects, General!"

They left the Generdl's wife standing on the edge of the pave-
ment, where the spectacle of her wrath and her crimson face
caused astonishment to passers-by.

"Oh, Bob," Alberte said, "why did you treat her like that?"

"To shut her up, Albe. The less we s of her the better. It
will be advisable to start now getting rid of the people we shan't
be visiting—people whose only object in knowing you would
be to do you harm."

"Doyouthink seisredly ill-natured?"

"1 think she is a mischievous woman. And you hardly want
this Scottish drum-major planting herself on us!"

"Sheisafriend of Mummy's," Alberte said.

"Y our mother is more to be pitied than blamed."

"What does that mean?"

"Oh, e has plenty of excuse—and it's you being here with
all your loveliness that makes me sy it! Have you noticed
something, Albe?"

"What, Bob?"

"That these fine mornings in Grenoble are divine and make
everything ook lovely. They've got blue eyes and sweset breath.
Areyou happy, Albe?"

"Yes," Alberte replied in a serious tone of voice. " Y ou think
it will last?"

"I am certain it will," Bob sad.

"Tell me why?"

"Because | could never bear to have an unhappy person near
me. And if that person is pretty and trusting, it would shock
me in the same way as seeing a beautiful flower in an ugly vease.
You will be caling that sdfish . . ."

"Oh, no!" Alberte said.

"Well, you might call it that. The Generd's wife certainly
would. But one has to put a little bit of sdfishness into love,
like one puts pepper into sauces"

"Oh, do you think so?' said Alberte.

"Butnotyou!" Bob said gently. "Y ou, my little Albe, have
no need whatever to be sdfish in order to be happy!"

He seized her hand and laid a kiss on her fingertips.
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They arrived at thejeweler's, and Alberte choe her ring,
that is to say, e aked Bob for his opinion and her choice was
his. Next they went to the florig's, where Bob pinned some
flowers on her dress and then did a little shopping together.
There they were in Grenaoble, like a couple of carefree tourigs
in summer dothes breathing the pure fresh air, smiling at the
mountains as they appeared over die roof-tops, and sauntering
at the shop-windows. People looked at them with warm and
kindly fedings, because they were young, well matched, and
each had beauty. Bob noticed this He fdt that there was a
bright and happy future in gore for him, thanks to this tender
Alberte now receiving theee gances of admiration, and whose
trugt in him was so complete. Her charm was a compound of
smplicity, ingenuousness and faith; her attractiveness was due
to her extreme naturalness Some people might have said that
she was lacking in " style” But her gyle was this—that she was
completely devoid or affectation, of sdfidiness and of guile.
She was resplendent with happiness and made no attempt to
concedl its origin. It wasflattering for Bob de Bazair.

This unqualified sucoss of hers was irritating for others . . .
They met Maud Cremieux, the treacherous and jealous girl
with red hair who allowed boys to take extreme liberties with
her (they could give predse details of her physcal make-up},
without securing a sngle one of them. She paid them little
compliments which were a mixture of ferocity and derison.
She had once displayed all her charmsfor Bob, who had subse-
quently ignored her.

They aso met M me Simione, who was known at Grenoble as
the Merry Widow, though she was now married and had never
been a widow in the legal sne of the term. The death of a
man who had kept her had left her postively wallowing in
wealth, at a time when the voluptuous charms of her maturer
years wer e already on the wane. This, however, did not prevent
a certain handsome adventurer, Simione by name, from con-
ferring, by his marriage of the lady, a legal datus upon thee
highly dedrable millions; which secured him the acme of
luxurious living, with all the privileges of a prince consort.
And asnothing can ress money for long, the Smiones, complete
with country housss edates and the very solid busnes of the
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manufacturer now deceased, played a part in Grenoble society.
It was sad of them that they knew how to spend money and
that they were generous people.

Mme Simione showed a certain tolerance where love dfairs
were concerned, remembering as she did that improper behaviour
had contributed to her own success  (The story was that M.
Miollet, her former protector, had fished her out of some very
shady surroundings twenty-five years earlier.) Her elevation to
thedignity of thelife of arespectable citizen had been sufficiently
long and difficult for Valerie Simione to regard legitimacy asan
asd indispensable to the consummation of a career. This feeling
was increased by the fact that she aged badly, growing to
resemble a retired "Madame," as is often seen in the cae of
handsome women of maturer years whose carnal life has been
a stormy one. Vaerie Simione's past was in fact comfortably
relapsing into oblivion, whilst her millions, which were a
permanent and obvious reality, gave her a place among the
important ladies of Grenoble. She was at the line of demarcation
which ran between two differing shedes of opinion in the town
asto the part that should be played in the community by wealth.
All those with tolerant views received her, because she was a
good sort and because there was liberal and handsome entertain-
ment provided in her house, and one was never bored there.
She was kind to young people. She complimented Bob on
Alberte's prettiness and the happiness e so plainly showed;
and to the girl herself she said that she would make a charming
little Countess and that she was very lucky in having such a fine
dart in life.

"Why does the Generadl's wife—Madame de Sainte-Foy—say
such unkind things about Mme Simione?" Alberte asked later.

"I think," Bob answered, "that it is because Valerie never
rams her virtue down people'sthroats. There'salittle collection
of ol d dowagers herewho woul d always have had great difficulty
in being anything but virtuous, and the capital they make out of
it now is merely laughable. A little more generosity and toler-
ance would be more to the point. However, people usualy
pride themsdves on the things that have given them the least
trouble.”

The weather was too lovely for them to leave each other at
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midday. The town, swarming with motor-can, trams, and
lighthearted pededrians, seamed to be in genuine holiday mood.

"Albe" Bob said suddenly, "you remember the cocktails we
had at Pont-de-Claix alittle more than a year ago? What about
going there again? And thistime we'll lunch there"

" Yes but | haven't let them know at home. . ."

" Oh, that's nothing,” Bob said. "We can ring them up.
Come along with me/'

They tdephoned from a cafe, where Alberte left her bicycle
Then they took a tram, the shaky little vehicle which bumps
along the avenues at Pont-de-Claix. They sood on the front
platform, out in the open air. The avenues were shady through-
out the whole of ther length and the leaves on the tress ill a
fresh green. Thejourney ssamed brief and ddlightful. After a
short walk they sat down, ravenoudy hungry, on a terrace over-
looking the Drac. They smiled at each other, and Bob asked
for the menu.

" Get married, my boy!" Such wer e the wordswhich had been
gooken to his son by Gonzague-SanidasGontran de Bazair,
Count of Haute-Jarrie and lord of the manor of Champagnier,
thus carrying on a tradition of the de Bazair family severd
centuries old, by which the prosperity of the men of that lineage
had been dependent on women (" Love supports me" was ther
motto). In each generation these men had been ruined, but
always their fortunes had been restored through their ascendancy
over tender hearts So far as riches were concerned, all the de
Bazairs were born younger sons but these younger sns of
Dauphine were in every repect the equal of those of Gascony
in the bddness and daring of their assaults upon the heart, in
making their way in the world by battering down the defences
of hdresses and rich maidens, in juggling with married women's
wealth—all of which served to rebuild the tottering, crumbling
manors of thexe lords, half warriors, half squireens courtiers at
times, but all of them drinkers and lovers of the chass reckles
pendthrifts, insolent men, given over to pleasures of every kind,
to hunting and spicy wenches and fathers of many a son who
met hisend in battle or affray, or went to disant partsto conquer
colonies and Creoles. It is true that the rhythm of thiese ways of
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life had dowed down somewhat dnce the dose of the Firg
Empire, under which the lag great de Bazair adventurers had
diginguished themsdves throughout the length and breadth of
Europe. Their descendants, chafing at the bit, had had to make
shift with a sodety which, with the middle dases continually
enforcing more prudent, cautious ways of life, witnessed the
growth of fortunes acquired in budness the founding of an
arigocracy of manufacturers and the triumph of priggish little
whippersnappers who, armed with a diploma, had the imper-
tinence to face up to men with family escutcheons and to ek
of merits of their own. This new form of society was exagpera-
ting to Bob's father, who had been one of the lagt cavalry officers
to be a shining light at horse shows and in the hunting-field, to
become famousfor hisduds, hisgaming debts and his midresss
with nineteenth-century ocorsdts

This "Get married, my boy" was the only marriage gift
which the grumpy old Count could make to his son, for he
was getting to the end of his financial tether. He had just
enough money to enable him to keep one half-bred horse in
his gables, and to buy some beige hats which came from London,
check trousers, gloves, gaiters, a eda kind of ties dgars and
brandy. The lag luxury in which he had indulged was to give
flowers and a few presnts to some young ladies. Both flowers
and presnts cod rather more than he could afford. But the
family tradition required that anything that was left of a fortune
which had come through a woman should be squandered on
other women. In actual fact the old nobleman's outbreaks were
becoming few and far between, and they were the lag fedtivities
in his disgruntled life. He sared nothing to make them a
s thus giving himsdlf the illusion, for a few days or hours
that he was back once more amid the splendours 01 1900. The
de Bazairshad been neither lawyersnor ecdedadics their occupa-
tions had rather been fighting and love. In the whole of his
carer Gonzague-Stanidas-Gontran de Bazair had cared for
nothing but the amdl of horse-dung, the alignment of squadrons
on parade, and the soents of boudoirs, and midresses who, while
they brought financial ruin, had mouths as hard as that of a
dupborn mare, with quivering flanks which, once they are
brought into subjection, give you the finest, softest seet.
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For the rest, he was brutally obstinate, uncompromising in
contempt, and had never at any period of hislife had the faintest
understanding of money. During her lifetime the Countess, a
dave to her husband's pleasures, had done her best to supply this
deficiency hersdf, by dealing and negotiation with purveyors
and process-sarvers.  Since her death, which had taken place ten
years earlier, the widower had let everything go hang, with his
accounts getting into a hopeless tangle, and he was on the point
of succumbing to the blows of die revenue authorities, who
somewhat foolishly struck at him after merely taking note of
exterior sgns of wealth, that is to sy, by basing their taxation
on the superficial area of buildings which were not only old but
in a tottering condition, and were of themsalves a redoubtable
instrument for bringing a man to ruin. But the Count shrank
from any failure to bear the hereditary burden of the gresat
barracks of his ancestors, the home of owls and bats, and adorned
with the dusty lace of cobwebs and with sdactites of plaster
which had come unstuck from the ceilings of French pattern.
Such was the chateau of Haute-Jarrie, an ancient haunt of forbid-
ding aspect, in a commanding position above the dopes which
lead down to Eichirolles and Eybins. And scarcely better was
the chateau of Champagnier, lording it over a number of acres
that was being continually diminished, where the farmers led a
lazy life, cheating over their dues and cutting down the amount
of their rents in kind. As for disputing with those people, or
setting the lawyers after them, the Count was incapable of either.
Since the suppression of the gallows he could not conceive of
justice being carried out in any shape or form. He had no belief
injustice as administered by the sons of grocers, ironmongers,
and scribblers, in a State governed by cafe owners, advocates,
and professors. There is a certain way of wearing an opera hat
and frock coat, seen at €l ection times, which made him how! with
fury. There were certainly old blockheads among the King's
ministers in days gone by, but damn it all, those men did wear
clothes that you could look at!

"Get married, my boy!" That meant "Don't count on me.
| have given you what the de Bazairs have aways received—
aname, pleasant features, a good presence, breeding. Behave now
in the same way as your ancestors did."
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Those ancetors—one had only to look at their portraits in
the sami-darkness of the two casdes—had been all of them hearty
fellows, gay dogs who would gick at nothing. Thereisa certain
element of scruple and conscientiousness which is suitable enough
for ordinary dodhoppers, but with which noblemen are quite
unconcerned. Humble people should be apprehensve and re-
spectful. For the powerful, the dect, the anointed it is a different
matter altogether. Bob de Bazair knew this well enough, and
if there were some qualifications in his regpect for his ancetors
he neverthdess regarded a right to a certain freedom and licence
exclusveto hisdassasasacred inheritance.

To enable him to marry he needed a sum of fifty thousand
francs, this being indigpensable for the purchase of presmts the
renewal of his wardrobe and the expensss of setting up house
His only capital condsted of debts—which could wait; but his
credit was momentarily at alow ebb. At poker he was having a
run of bad luck, and the proverb "Happy in love..." was
recurring to his mind. It was at this point that, like a worthy
specimen of his ancient breed, he took bold action and never
turned ahair.

At thebar of the Majegtic he sought out Riri Jumier, whom he
had forsaken for long months pad, and st down at her table.

"Riri," he sid, "could you cough me up fifty notes—a
thousand each?'

"What—just like that?" e said, dumbfounded.

"Jug like that!" Bob replied calmly.

"Have you gone dotty! And you usad to be so nice to me!"

"That's quite a different matter," Bob said. " | f1'd been too
nice | could quitewell have pinched all you've got and then given
you the chuck. That'snot my way. |'m not oneto grab savings
| am suggesting a perfectly correct bit of busness and | shall
pay you back the money with interest."

'And what will you pay me back with?"

" Themoney of thedowry," Bob said, "assoon asl'm married.
Look here you're not a little tart who's afraid for her pennied”

"Well, | likethat! Let metell you that that's not the way to
talk tome! And asfor you, Bob, you'reabit of a pimp anyway!"

Bob de Bazair amiled.

" There afe some things, Riri, that you will never understand!
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The Court of Louis X1V was full of pimps and whores, and
there was no mistaking them, either. But they were the bricks
that built Versailles. It takes every sort to make aworld."

"All the same" Riri sad, "you can't mistake the Place
Grenette for Versallles, nor the people who go to the Dauphins
for dukes and marquesses!”

"1 should just think not! But | am probably the only man
here who can still show a little of the spirit of Versailles. Just
think. Thereisn't asingle boy in Grenoblein the position which
| am in with regard to you and to—someone dse, who could
come along and sy to you 'Lend me fifty thousand.' "

"Yes, that's true," Riri agreed.

"1 should have no difficulty in getting thosefifty notes," Bob
sad. "But | sad to myself, 'I't would be a sporting thing to go
and ak Pari. That will show her that | still feel friendly towards
her, and perhaps it will give her pleasure’ But now, if |l was
wrong ..."

"Oh no,” Riri sad, "you were not wrong. One day |
offered you al | had. . .. When will you be wanting the
money?"

"Asquickly as possible."

"The day after to-morrow, here, at the same time?"

"Rightyou are," said Bob. "I will make you out areceipt.”

" So that | can show it to your wife later on? |s she nice, your
Alberte?"

"Very nice," Bob said. "One day she saw you go by. She
thought you were charming, and very well dressed. She is not
at all jealous of women. And that is saying alot."

"Well, she needn't be!"

"Oh!l—that's nice of you, Riri!"

"1t doesn't mean that | like her! | hae her, because of you."

"Y ou shouldn't. If it were not her it would be somebody
dse It's better that it should be her."

"Y ou couldn't have done differently?"

"Qut of the question, Riri. Come, think of Versailles!"

"And that fifty thousand—a receipt's all | shal get? | really
don't care a hang for your beastly receipt!"

"Listen now. Bob sad, "1'll take you on Friday to Lyon
for the day. That suit you?" *
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"Yes" sd Riri. ""And a bit of love?"

"Take care now," Bob answvered. " No doppiness pleasd |If
you swear you won't cry . .. Well, we'll se. . "

This conversation had taken place a few days before the choice
of the engagement ring. Sufficiently provided with cash, Bob
could face the future with confidence and marvel at the fact
that it was money which had belonged to "Daddy Euffe'—
Baob's friendly way of referring to the latter—which, after a
dight diverson, had reached him as a means of preparing
Alberte's happiness

Then again, the loan had given him proof that his ascendancy
over women's hearts was giff the same, and that Riri Jumier was
a very excdlent young woman. This, of course, made no differ-
ence whatever to the nature of his fedings for Alberte, who
would make as pretty a lady of the manor as you could wish to
e and whose oval face would in due course be no mean ador n-
ment to the gallery in which the family portraits hung. For the
de Bazairs though they married money, were indgent always
that it be brought to them by girls whose physcal charms would
alone have been afficdent to engender rivalry among other
auitors. Plain Janes had no hope of entry into a family where
they would have causd damage to the gock of males whose
congant task it was to regild a somewhat tarnished name.

Plans happiness, sucess—dl that became a matter of doubt,
the whole dructure of it came near to toppling supidly to the
ground. Travelling at upwards of fifty miles an hour on his
motor-bicycle, Bob de Bazair had a fall at the hairpin bends
on the Uriage road due to the burging of his front tyre. He
was picked up serioudy hurt and in a fainting condition. He
had to be urgently conveyed to a nursng home in Grenoble,
where for ten days he lay between life and death. Among other
contusons he had a fracture of the hip, with regard to which
the doctors temporarily withheld diagnoss he might be lame.
And he had a degp gash in his face traces of which would
doubtless be permanent.

Thisevent provided an opportunity for thasewho disapproved
of the marriage to make an attempt to detach Alberte from Bob.
Ingructions 10 that end, isued from Sassnege whereClaireruled
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the roogt, were observed by all the members of the family—
except by Lucie, who was upholding the rights of love, and
Germain, who was adopting English manners somewhere near
London. The widow of General de Sainte-Foy hagened to the
rescug with a truly military inginct for the counter-attack. But
al thee efforts came to naught in face of the attitude of gentle
firmness of Alberte, who would not agree even to the dightest
discusson of the quedttion as to what was proper and becoming
and what was not. Disregarding all protegs she went off each
mor ning to the nursing home and there shut hersdf up, a gende,
dlent figure, in the room where Bob, unconstious was fighting
for hislife. In face of her youth, her beauty, and her perdgence
the attendants at the home had given up all attempts to induce
her to leave the room, where she remained for hours on end,
stting alone in the dim light with a beloved face that was often
twitching and distorted with pain.

The echoes of Bob's wandering in his mind resounded in her
heart and drained the colour from her chesks But as she bent
over him as he might 0 bend over a sck child, she dared at
lag to murmur things which until that time she had kept within
her own heart. No longer was she the young girl in love half-
dazzled by her happiness the girl who had walked smiling in
the leafy shades of sun-kissed parks and likened the future to the
magic enchantment of the Gresvaudan valley in the morning
hours. Now she was a woman, a true woman, bending over this
sectade of suffering and bearing her own share of pain. It
was this suffering of his, this weskness, and his degp unconscious
need of her, that was making Bob her very own. She was
feding that she must be there, thinking of none but him in his
londiness, breathing in the rhythm of that erratic, struggling
breath, gabbed to the heart by the groans and murmurs coming
from that bed, in order that some hidden emanation, born of
her own fervent love, might give thisflickering life the srength
it nedied to find its way out of those dark labyrinths where
evil spirits lay in wait for it.

" Courage, Bob!" she murmured softly as she wiped away the
sveat of fever from the aufferer’s brow, " Courage, 1'm herel”

This was what she meant: " She whose life or death is in your
hands, she whose mission it is to share all sorrow and pain that
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may come to you, and to leave you always the larger portion
of the pleaaures and thejoys. For my pleasures and my joys
will always be the reflection of your own." Vesal virgin with
one Lle tak and one faith alone, she was fighting for Bob with
the powers of darkness with the evil spdl of nightmares which
kept him apart from her and drew from him some hoarse and
fearful cries.

"Oh, my deares dear!"

Words were coming to her lips which she had never uttered
when Bob was himsdf and happiness was spontaneous and free.
She was watching over him as over a young god laid low, on
whom at lag dhe dared to feest her eyes fearful let he should
wake and catch her unawares in her mute ectasy, should s
her look of rapture and of pain. She knew that he would live,
because the sun cannot ceee to shine nor the earth to revolve,
because for her the rhythm of the universe was bound up with
this prodrate frame, with this half-conscious, torpid mind, and
her own thoughts would be halted, dulled, extinguished should
he come to die. Such a possbility as this she rgected with
horror, calling to her aid her friend and ally, the Virgin of
Saint-Laurent, who knew her dazzling sscret.  This Bob half-
shattered, wailing like a small child with hidden pain, was how
dearer, more indigpensable to her than ever. For the firg time
dhe fet that in his weskness he was hers for the firs time e
felt that she was usgful to him, raisad to his own height by the
boundless devotion which dhe held in gore for him. There in
that room, with its odours of fever and the chemid's shop, she
had some moments of a great, solemn happiness which went
"degper into her soul than the blissof spring and summer mornings.

Later, Bob was taken to the chateau of Champagnier, and
there Alberte took up her abode as sck-nurse and companion
despite loud protests and prohibitions from the members of her
family, who assverated that "such things are not done" She
& at defiance her own family and the scandalmongers of Gren-
oble, and cared naught for Claire's contempt or scornful treat-
ment by the widow of General de Sainte-Foy; and this she did
in fulfilment of a duty which she was the only one to fed as
such, for it was the outcome of a complete surrender to Bob of
her own degtiny, and even her personality, maotives, and will.
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There was someone, however, who understood her and ap-
proved of her conduct. This was the old Count. He treated her
in the most courteous fashion, with a politeness that savoured of
a period long past and raised her to the level of a great lady.
She seemed to him to have the same gentle sweetness, the tranquil
beauty, the faithful submissveness of the traditional de Bazair
wives. He even went so far as to say: "This girl is a true de
Bazair," thus paying her the honours of his ancient name and
his hereditary home. He saw in her an element of nobility with
which, at Champagnier, Alberte dso felt herself imbued. She
went there as to an enchanted abode, with atouch of melancholy
ds within its walls: she was like a little girl who is confronted
with the grandeur of certain places and isfilled, with awve. In
the maze of the great state apartments, empty now, in the silent,
tree-lined walks within the park which in places reverted to a
tangle of vegetation run wild, in the corner turrets of the cadtle
and the litde private chapes built within the thickness of the
walls, she could all but feel the presence of those princesses with
their hearts endaved, who in days of old had awaited the return
of the de Bazair warriors, whose proud portraits gave an air of
life to those murky drawing-rooms that were aways closed,
wherein there floated the dust of legend and of passion long since
extinct. She was linked to those princesses by the spell the de
Bazairs had cast upon her, which was binding her to those
surroundings wherein she lived as though she were in a dream.

Bob de Bazair was lying in a large, airy apartment on the
ground floor, which was adorned with old furniture, ancient
tapestries, full suits of armour, and trophies of the chase The
french windows, left wide open, led out to a terrace bathed in
sunshine, and enclosed within arailing of very handsome design,
through which could be seen the effects of light airs ruffling
the blue-green surface of a sheet of water in which degp masses
of foliage were reflected. The air entered freely, bringing with
it perfumes of flowers, open country, and lovely summer days.
Inthisroom Bob and Alberte spent the daylight hours, rejoicing
in the bright cheerfulness of the mornings, the lulling torpor of
the afternoons .and the wondrous beauty of the departing day.
In vases there were roses blooming, birds were singing in the
trees, and the gentle stir of life outside could be seen in tarnished
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mirrors in which in days gone by arriving coaches had been
reflected.

Bob loved Alberte to place herself so that her figure stood out
againg a scenic background of verdure and of mountain pesaks.
Withinthissetting of the ancient castletheyoung girl, whom Bob
had judged too hastily to be essy to understand, took on an air
of mystery which until that time she had not held for him. He
smiled to s how pretty she was, to se her s0 silent and so
grave, which was her outward sign of happiness. It was se
who held him up when, leaning on a stick, he made his first
hesitating, awkward footsteps. He struck his foot againg a large
paving-stone which had come loose, and stumbled and nearly
fell. So upsat was Alberte that she cried out:

""Oh Bob, my darling, you haven't hurt yourself?"

It was the first time that she had used this term of endearment
aloud. (Inthought she had long addressed him thus)) From that
time onwards she acquired the habit of using it often, but for
often long while when doing so she could not look at him.
She could not say these words without blushing and confusion,
so greatly had she longed for the happiness it gave her.

The month of August, magnificent that year, was a time of
exquisite enjoyment for them. Then September brought the
golden tints of the first approach of autumn, the first evenings
in which there was dampness in the air, the first blazing log fires
in asomewhat dark and gloomy room. For Alberte, time seemed
to fly. She was near the end of the second year of her great
love. It seemed to her that that love had begun only yesterday,
that it was yesterday that Bob had clagped her in his arms, in
the Place Victor-Hugo, while M. Constant Euffe, his head
enveloped in a bandage, was lying dead.

To Bob de Bazair, whose recovery was on the way, this time
of trial had been of great use. It had allowed him to discover
Alberte's great worth, and his own good fortune, which he had
never sumciendy appreciated, in having won the love of this
trusting, faithful heart. He had come within a hair's breadth
of disagter, either maiming or death. Without Alberte's care
perhaps he would not have escaped so lightly. There had been
comparatively few visitors to Champagnier during his con-
vaescence. Had he been disfigured or lame, the people in



The Younger OnesRun Straight 217

Grenoble would have been quite capable of leaving him in the
lurch and ceading to treat him as a privileged person, which they
had done hitherto. He realized now that Alberte's amile was for
him the amile of Fortune hersdf, that the goddess mugt be paid
ome tributes of repect, that Alberte was his bet ally, the only
one who would be left him if he came upon evil days

It seemed to him that he would find his grestes safety in
marriage, and that he mug <dl his motor-bicycle. He had
promised Alberte to do 0. And in any ca® he wished to have
acar.

He had had much time for reflection at Champagnier, more
than at any other period of his life. And the rexult of all this
thought had been a resolve to have greater condderation for
Alberte, to show her more kindness Sometimes he would call
her, laughingly, "pretty Countess" Alberte was then quite
overcome by ner happiness not on account of the title itsdf,
but because it meant that she was definitely and finally accepted
by the de Bazairs and that Bob was saved.

Bob was beginning to walk normally once more. The sar
on his face had almos vanished. The wedding date was fixed.



CHAP. X: MISALLIANCE

T H E summer had been no less a period of emotion for the
eder of the Euffe young ladies than it had been for her dde.
While Alberte was playing the part of aloving and devoted sck-
nurse at Champagnier, Lucie Euffe, at the Shady Nook, bright
with flowers and fanned by breezes which brought to that place
of refreshment all the sweet soents of the Gresivaudan, was tasting
the crue ddights of meeting almost every day a handsome young
wader of twenty-five who was saying to himsdf that love might
be a decidedly profitable venture.

Bruno Spaniente, devoid of culture and with a commonplace
mind but much physical beauty, was a prince after the fashion
of aDonatello model, whose features though somewhat plebeian,
would have deserved the honour of reproduction in bronze.
Artful in rather a feminine way, he had that kind of physcal
make-up which causs one to dare at certain Spanish gipses in
whose bright shining eyes there is a fiery glint which is suppossd
to give thee people an air of mystery, but which is perhaps no
more than the reflection of an animal nature. In the same way
there are men in whom a suave and gentle exterior is but a
covering that hides their perfidity and guile. In the warmth and
ardour of their gaze there are glints of gold that bewitch and
faxinate the objects of their scheming or desre It is of coursg
a fact that some of these men are comedians rather than profes-
sonal adventurers. This was the case with Bruno Spaniente, the
srength of whose appetites was lessened by his native indolence
and unconcern.

Lucie was more madly in love with him than ever. But she
was remaining steadily incapable of taking the ¢ep which would
decide the remainder of her life, of committing hersdf to the
physcal consquences which her affections would involve. It
musgt here be dated plainly that she had much of the bashful
modesty of an old maid. She had done too much private think-
ing on the subject of love not to fed shy and undecided now that
the moment for initiative had arrived. She was lacking in
gontaneoumess and sdf-confidence, and had aready logt that
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youthful enthusiasm and gl ow which makes oneyield to impulse
without thought or hesitation.

Bruno for his part was afraid of making some untimely gesture.
He wanted Lucie at his feet, to avow her love, and not just Lucie
but Mile Euffe of the Silken Net, heress in her own right and
free to act as she might wish. It occurred to him that it would
help his cause if he were to make himself scarce. He accordingly
secured ajob in the Ricou transport busness as driver of a
motor coach which did the trip between Grenoble and Nice
once a week. Besdes enabling him to throw Lucie into a panic
by the threat of atotal disgppearance, there were other ressons
why this occupation was to his taste. 1t meant that every week
he would be seeing once more his beloved Mediterranean and
his friends in the old quarters of his native town; he loved the
picturesque and ever-changing life along the route, and to fed
himself in control of a powerful machine in which some thirty
passengers were ac his mercy; a the big relay stations there were
jollity and meetings with friends; and lastly, this free, expansive
life brought him money with the tips he received. The effect on
Lucie Euffe was exactly that which Bruno had anticipated.

"Why do you do this appalling job?" she asked him on his
return after his third period of absence.

"Oh well," he sad, "I've got to live somehow. What do
people think of a man who does no work, eh?"

"But | can help you, Bruno!"

"Helpme, helpme . .. A litde, that'strue . . . But what do
| look like, taking your money when | can't do it openly and
aboveboard?’

"But you've no need to make a secret of it, Bruno!"

"Oh, don't pretend you don't understand!" he said. "W hat
am | toyou, when |I'm only a poor chauffeur? You'rejust arich
young lady who's got a fancy into her head. And when that's
over you won't want to sse any more of me, like your mother,
who's turned me out. And then what's going to happen to me,
with nojob? Turn dishonest, | suppose! And end upin quod!"

"Bruno, be quiet!"

"Mind you, Miss Lucie, I'm very fond of you, and that's
afact. Butl'm nowhere near your level. Asfar asyou're con-
cerned, |'m simply a man who's paid wages."
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"Wages!" Lucie exclaimed. "Bruno, Bruno, you mustn't
talk like that! 1just can't bearit!"

"Well, | don't want to lose my self-respect,” Bruno said.

"1 know how proud you are, what afine man you are, Bruno!"

"It was a bit of bad luck forme, meeting you, miss. | lost
my situation. | know you've been kind, and that you wouldn't
have let me go hungry. But al the same it won't do me any
good to pay attention to what I'm feeling about you. | shall
just be an outcast, same as | was before! You're ayoung lady
of good family who's having a bit of fun outside her own
circle!"

"Bruno, you are everything to me!"

"Just a passing fancy you've got—this lovely weather hes to
do with it, I shouldn't wonder! But you wouldn't sy that in
front of your mother, or Mr. Germain, or Miss Alberte. You
wouldn't sy it in front of Mr. Edmond and his lady, with the
grand life they lead in that castle."

"I would sy it before God and everybody on earth. | would
even sy it in front of Madame de Sainte-Foy!"

"And then,” Bruno said, "there's the question of reputation
and only doing what's correct. When there's money passing
between husband and wife, that'squiteall right, it all comesout of
the same purse. But between you and me, miss—well, it isn't
thesametiling at all."

"Bruno," Lucie said in atone of entreaty, "why must | aways
be miss} Doesn't some other name come into your mind when
you think of me?"

"Sure it does" Bruno said, "ifl was to let myself go . ..
Then | should be done for! Could | dare spesk to you like | do
to the little creatures one meets and has a good time with? |
have to treat vow very seriousy. And then a Grenoble | feel
resless, out of place. It's too cold for me here, right under these
mountains of yours. The people here seam to me to be aways
holding themselves back, not wanting to be happy or kind. See
now, what about coming to Nice with me?"

"Withyou, Bruno?"

"1 n the coach, and not sy aword about it. 1'll keep you the
st next the chauffeur. We'll do the whole trip together, there
and back. Y ou'll be seeing the s the Promenade des Anglais,
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the Saint-Roch and Riquier districts, Cimiez and Carabancel.
You'll selovely Nice and the bay of Angels!"

"Bruno, Bruno . . ."

"The palm trees and the blue sky . . ."

“Bruno. .."

"Well, Lucie?"

"I shall never have done with this blasted family! Mother is
a fool not to have kept a better eye on that young woman.
Shesbarmy!”

Edmond Euffe had taken his personal correspondence away
with him when leaving Sassmage  He was reading it in the car
while being driven to his officesin Alsace-Lorraine Avenue. One
letter, with a Nice postmark, was from his sster Lucie. It read
asfollows: "l have found happiness and | intend to live my life
as my heart and fedlings and aspirations bid me do. If you are
opposed to my happiness, to which nobody at home has ever
paid the least attention, | shall quarrel with you and take my
money away from the Silken Net. Tell Mother this, and dso
your wife—specially your wife. | am going to marry Bruno
Spaniente, a straight, honest fellow, who is worth more than
many of your Grenoble people with their airs and graces." "Well,
that's the last straw!" Edmond said to himself. 'The Generd's
wife was most certainly right! That girl israving mad. And |
spend my time trying to straighten out their affars—for the
whole lot of them.'

The car had slowed down as it was passing through the suburb
of Fontaine and crossing the bridge over the Drac.

"On the other hand, if she takes out her money it might be
awkward for us Oh, what an infernal nuisance everything is!
And people will be saying nice things at Grenoble when they
hear of her bolting like thisl And theré's Claire . . . And here am
I, having taken every possible care to get my life settled on solid
foundations, and now the members otmy own family are doing
all they can to put spokes in my wheel. It'sjust madness!”

As he was getting out of his car in Alsace-Lorraine Avenue,
Edmond met M. Philibert Mivois, of the glove trade, a man of
great influence. He had a high opinion of Edmond Euffe and
was greateful to him for his genera policy and way of life, which
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was of a kind calculated to place leading business men on a high
social level. M. Mivois backed up the Euffes in the more exalted
circles of Grenoble society in which they were still liable to be
given the cold shoulder. Edmond was to some extent his protege.

"How is your mother?" M. Mivois asked, in the tone of
condescension peculiar to him. "And your Sgers? | heard that
the younger one is to be married? And is your elder Sgter well?
She is a most excellent and most worthy person. There was a
rumour some time ago that she was to marry an army man.
Is that so?'

"No, | don't think so," Edmond replied. "The officer in
question seemed rather shy."

"A pity!" sad M. Mivaois, "yes, redly apity! The army,
don't you think . . .?"

"On, of course!" Edmond said.

"Especialy here, at Grenoble, the district where our Alpine
light infantry comesfrom!"

"As a matter of fact," said Edmond, "the officer was not an
infantry officer."

"Ah,thatisapity!" M. Mivoissaid. "Those Alpinefellows,
youknow ... Ah, those Alpinefellows. . ."

"Yes, rather!" Edmond said.

" And then too, those chaps do belong so much to these parts!"

"Yes, they do, don't they!" Edmond said, with a touch of
awe in hisvoice.

"Anyhow, we've got some lovely weather,” M. Mivois
remarked. "Splendid for the tourists!"

"Splendid!" Edmond agreed very earnestly, glancing auto-
matically at the sky.

"And for us here in Grenoble, tourists mean . . ."

"Yes, don't they. . ." Edmond once more agreed, with a
dy and knowing air.

"Ah," sad M. Mivoiswith asigh, " i f only our municipal
authorities weren't such party people . .."

"Yes, indeed . . ." said Edmond, with a grave and anxious
expression on his face,

"Well, never mind!" M. Mivois concluded, dismissing all
such srious matters from his thoughts.

"No, quite so ..." said Edmond, politely following suit.,
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"And is your wife wdl? Plea remember me to her, will
you? Sheis avery remarkable person.”

"You aretoo kind," Edmond said gratefully.

"Yes, yes my dear fellow, very remarkable! She has the
unmigtakable manner of the great governing dassd And the
great governingdases . . Ah, thegreat governingdasss. . ."

"Yes" sad Edmond, "the great governing dasss . "

"Don't you agree!" M. Mivois exclaimed.

"Yes, yes" Edmond said, with two little nods which had a
world of meaning in them.

"1 am happy to find you in this frame of mind,” M. Mivois
sid. " You are one of us now!"

"1 do my very bet to keep up my postion in life," Edmond
sid modestly.

"“Ah," M. Mivois cried out, " postion in life! You have said
the word: 'postion in life'! And how essntia that is my dear
fellow! Pogtion in life ... Bravo!"

"Oh..." Edmond said modestly.

"Yes, yes bravo, | congratulateyou . . . Your father wasabit
drange, alittle out of place among ushere. But with you it's quite
adifferent story. Y ou have come to realize that one has to make
diginctions between different people, fundamental digtinctions"

"1 undergtand that better and better," Edmond said fervently.

"Better and better! That is well spoken. Yes indeed, well
spoken.. ."

They were walking dde by dde along the avenue enlivened
by some very lovely sunshine at the beginning of July, taking
very short footsteps and wondering what they could ill find
to say to each other regarding the great problems of sodial and
fashionable life in Grenoble. The initiative in referring to these
matters and the manner in which they should be approached
reted entirely with M. Mivois by reason of his recognized
importance in the district. Edmond Euffe, not a little awed by
this encounter, was awaiting some definite turn in the conversa-
tion, and watching car€fully to sse whether by chance some other
inhabitam of sodal importance might be pasing by and se
him hobnobbing with M. Philibert Mivais. (The latter had just
been gratified by an daborate sute from the Dean of the
Faculty of Sdence, of which Edmond had taken his share And
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the director of the Dauphini Gazette, who was on his way to
the rue Denfert-Rochereau, had turned round in surprise at see
ing the director of the Silken Net in such dazzling company.)

But M. Mivois became aware of having given to the son of
M. Congant Euffe a quite exceptional proof of his eteam, and
felt that he had done enough—to say the leass—in that direction.
This man had an unrivalled faculty for keeping people at a
proper digance and cutting short all attempts to take too great
advantage of any concessons that he might make. His expresson
became suddenly cold and indifferent as he proclaimed:

" Now then, that will do! Good-day to you!"

He touched his hat with the tips of his fingers, gave a curt
little nod and abruptly departed, in the manner of a person of
digtinction who has once more to give his mind to affars the
sope and importance of which would be almogt beyond the
comprehension of other people. In the meantime Edmond Euffe,
who was well aware of the great value of this conversation in a
public sredt, was bowing deeply and addressng these words to
the retreating back of hisimportant friend:

" Thank you, Monsieur Mivois. My repettsto you, Monsieur
Mivois."

But M. Mivois no more turned round to hear him than the
person of charitable intent dows down his footsteps to ligen to
the beggar's thanks...

Edmond had now to reach his offices, from which his walk had
taken him some little digance away. What had surprised him
mogs had been M. Mivoiss leaving him without even shaking
hands, thereby indicating that this conversation, flattering though
it was, did not denote a new dagein ther relations. Nevertheess
there was no mistaking the fact that this interview in public
was to some extent a mark of favour, and this rgjoiced Edmond's
heart, admiring the man ashedid. " How subtle heisin drawing
diginctions," he said to himsdf. " How clever at managing men
and putting them in exactly ther right placel That'swhat you
need if you want to rule—a s of proportion ..."

Hewas feding in an excdlent humour as he made hisway into
his office, where his chief clerk came every morning to hand him
areport on the operations of the Silken Net. He was unusually
amiable to his subordinate,
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" Lovely weather, Monsieur Pimolot! Splendid tourist season."

"Yes, it is indeed, Monsieur Edmond," the old employee
replied. He had seen the elder of the Euffes start work in these
offices under his father's guidance.

"And as Monsieur Phihbert Mivois was saying to mejust now,
the tourists, for us here in Grenoble . . ."

"Yes, yes, Monsieur Edmond . . ." M. Pimolot answered, a
little surprised.

"Do you know Monsieur Philibert Mivois, Monsieur
Pimolot 7

"Dear me, Monsieur Edmond—well, | might say | know him
and | don't know him. In the sort of way one knows Rothschild."

"He's a thorough gendeman, Monsieur Philibert Mivois is.
Good luck does come to the right people sometimes, whatever
you may say."

"Yes, anything may happen, Monsieur Edmond . . ."

"And do you know, Monsieur Pimolot, what counts more
than anything dse in society? One's station there, one's position,
ones rank. Do you take my meaning?"

"Well, Monsieur Edmond, | did my military service in 1887.
That's along time ago now . . ."

"Your military savice? Ah yes the army ..."

"I had a Corsican company sergeant-major. A man caled
Santicchini. He was a frightful drunken brute. | heard that he'd
ended up by getting drowned in the Rhone. He'd been chucked
in, one foggy night, off La Guillotine bridge. It was at Lyon,
Monsieur Edmond."

"That man's being drowned," Edmond said severely, "does
nothing whatever to weaken the principle of authority and
discipline. Disciplineis anecessity, Monsieur Pimolot, it is needed
everywhere."

"1 haven't reached my present age without understanding that,
Monsieur Edmond. Discipline's a good thing, it certainly is.
But drunken brutes are never anything but drunken brutes. In
the same way | knew a man caled Machefouille who was a
police-constable in Paris, in the tenth ward. Now you might
well sy that apoliceman, who at leagt should st a good example,
ought to behave ..."

Quite $0, quite so, Monsieur Pimolot," Edmoad broke in.
H
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"And now tell me how the firm is getting on."

M. Pimolot returned to his normal functions, from which his
employer's exceptional mood had for a brief goace diverted him.

" Well, Monsieur Edmond," he said, "things are going well.
Our figures last month were 48,432 francs better than for the
sane month last year. There's a falling off in the sde of bottled
beer and preserved foods for picnics, due to the bad spring. But
there is a rise on wines and drinks, olives, cod and camembert
chesxs  Filleted herrings rose twenty per cent Snce we went in
for the Floupet variety.'

"Nothing dse Monsier Pimolot?"

"There's a rise of a penny a pound on margarine. And an
advance in the prices of pepper and cloves is expected.”

"Then we shal have to rase the sde prices. Good day,
Monsieur Pimolot. We shall meet to-morrow."

"Yes, Monsieur Edmond, to-morrow."

Edmond Euffe once more started thinking complacendy of
M. Philibert Mivois, who was championing his career. Thanks
to his protection, a subtle distinction was aready being made in
certain circles, and those the most distinguished and least acces
sible, of Grenoble society, between the Euffes of Sassnege and the
rest of the family. Thanks dso to the very considerable impres-
sion made by Claire, that member of the Barges family, there
was a growing tendency to ceese to regard the Silken Net as a
very ordinary grocery busness and to think of it as an extensive
and important catering concern. In this way Edmond was
gradually taking his place among the pick of society, that is to
sy, about twenty families of the first flight, who were living
entrenched within an enclosure compounded of their own con-
ceit, salf-satisfaction and scorn.

This happy progress of Edmond's affars was certainly ren-
dered essier by the disappearance of the founder of the Silken
Net, who had formerly been known as an ordinary commercial
cawvaser or tout at Grenoble. M. Mivois, with the candour
which in his case was permissible, had summed him up perfectly
when he said: "Y our father was a bit strange, a little out of place
among us here." It now rested with Edmond, supported by
M. Mivois's kindness upon which it seemed that he could hence-
forth definitely rely, to wipe out in people's memories the vulgar
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and plebeian element which his father's nature had contained.
It rested with him to raise the Euffes to those lofty heights from
which one gazes down upon aworld far away below, inwhich
men toil and struggle in adaily round of trivial tesks and petty
cares.

Then, suddenly, as he was revelling in the bliss of ambition
on the way to fulfilment, he remembered the letter from his
sder, that crazy Sder, Lucie. He took it from his pocket and
read it once again with care. Its terms were precise and clear,
and the matter was certainly not one that could be settled by
correspondence. In any case it must be stopped at once, before
the story should be noised abroad and provide a subject of enter-
tainment for Grenoble.

Edmond made a mental survey of those whom he could send
to Nice to rescue his sster from the clutches of a schemer of low
degree. There was no one in his own circle suitable for this
delicate task; neither Mme Euffe, who had never had any
maternal authority; nor General de Sainte-Foy's widow, who
was too blunt and outspoken; nor Claire, who would be offen-
sive; nor Bob de Bazair, who was too high and mighty a person
to be mixed up in such depravity as this. He was marrying a
young lady of the Euffe family with an air of granting afavour.
Edmond feared to expose himself to the shafts of his irony and
his superior upbringing.

There was no help for it; he must go off to Nice himself, and
the sooner he started the better. Would he have any influence
with Lucie? When a girl of that age goes off her head, and
especialy when her madness takes that particular form . . . Oh,
those EufFe children had been showing terrible tenacity in their
love affairsl (Just like their father and grandmother Guigon!)

But an idea occurred to him:

" Of course," he said to himself, "all Tve got to do isto s
the blighter myself! It's not the wretched Lucie herself that |
must tackle, but that adventurer fellow who is playing ducks
and drakes with her. How much will he want to let her go?"

Everything now seemed as clear as daylight. Bruno Spaniente
wanted to blackmail the Euffes, to get a large sum of money out
of them.

For this purpose, no less, he must go to Nice to negotiate.
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Fortunately Lucie had given the address of the hotel at which
she was staying. Edmond consulted the time-tables. Then he
went to his bank where as a measure of precaution he obtained
a letter of credit on a branch at Nice. He was feeling inclined
to make a sacrifice of money in order to spare himself the shame
of seeing his sster marry his mother's former chauffeur, an event
which, with the help of the General's wife, would be the talk
of the whole town; for that good lady would be only too happy
to spread the news. (In any case the greater portion of the money
would be obtained, without her knowing it, from Lucie hersdf,
by deducting it from her share of the profits of the Silken Net.
Alberte and Germain, whose interest in the matter was the same
as Edmond's own, would pay their quota.)

After leaving the bank, Edmond took the road back to Sas
senage in order to let Claire know about this preposterous
busness, and to make preparations for his departure.

"Ajolly sort of summer, this!" he sad to himself. "And |
ought to oe having my holiday now . .. And what will it be
like telling Claire . . ."

Then he had a little vision of M. Mivois asking him in a
friendly tone of voice, as he stood on the pavement in Alsace-
Lorraine Avenue; "There was a rumour that your elder sster
was marrying an army officer. Is it so?' And he imagined
himself replying:

"No, not an officer. A chauffeur. Sheis marrying a chauffeur
in a middle-class household; a servant!"

He had a mental picture of an expression of extreme disgust
on the face of M. Philibert Mivois, champion of the great
governing dassed  The mere thought of it sent an icy shiver
running down his back, despite the warmth of that lovely
morning and an atmosphere that was ajoy to fed and breathe. ..

"Twenty thousand—that suit you? 1'll give you twenty
thousand francs cash down, here and now, and no receipt wanted,
and no fuss or bother, and then youjust clear out and leave my
gster adone. An interesting offer, don't you think?"

"Oh, Mr. Edmond," Bruno Spaniente said, with quiet
indignation, "what do you take me for?"

"Why, Bruno,” Edmond replied, determined to be patient
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with him, "I think you're avery nice, decent sort of fellow, an
excellent fellow. That iswhy | am interested in you. Look here,
I'll run to twenty-five thousand, just to please you."

It was at Nice. Edmond Euffe and Bruno Spaniente were
strolling along the Promenade des Anglais, where beautiful shin-
ing cas were gliding swiftly and noisdesdy, driven, many of
them by intrepid young women who made one think of female
centaurs, with their hair streaming in the wind, fearless and bold.
The s@ was an exquisite pure cobalt blue, with an edging of
white wavelets along the whole extent of the shore. The sky
was blue like the seg, but of alessvivid tint owing to athick dust
haze in the atmosphere.

"Yes," Edmond Euffe continued, "I will give you a thousand
francs a once, in cash. And the rest by a cheque which can be
cashed at a bank in Paris. Y ou can take a nice little trip to Paris,
where you will arrive with your pockets full of money. A
plessant stay you should have there, | think you will agree!
To sy nothing of the fact that a young man like you, with
twenty-five thousand francs in his pocket-book, may get some
fine chances in Paris. Other people have pulled it off who had
nothing like your capital to start with. Well, Bruno, what
about it?"

“Mr. Edmond," Bruno said solemnly, "you distress me! It's
true that I've been your mother's chauffeur. But that's no reason
for treating me as though my honour meant nothing to me,
Mr. Edmond!"

"Now listen, Bruno, | haven't the dightest intention—not the
very slightest—of hurting your fedings. If | hadn't a good
opinion of you | shouldn't be here. | could have gone and told
the whole story to the police, for ingance . . ."

In saying this, Edmond was putting out a feder. There are
some people on whom the word "police" has an immediate
effect, and he wanted to s . . .

But Bruno did not flinch. On the contrary, he replied in an
indignant tone of voice:

"Andwhat isit that's making you talk to me about the police,"
he said. "Have | stolen anything?"

Edmond beat a hasty retreat.
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"1 am not accusing you of anything whatsoever, Bruno. Of
course one can dways ask a man what means of livelihood he has.
The police are authorized to do it. | meant no more than that.
Look now, Bruno, would you like thirty thousand—thirty
thousand, Bruno?"

As he spoke these words, he looked thoughtfully at the young
native of Nice, trying to guess how long he would continue this
play-acting and these endeavours to strike a fine bargain.

Bruno Spaniente was wearing an immaculate vizored white cap
and white and fawn coloured shoes with the leather very highly
finished. His shirt was of light grenadine tint, and his tie a graded
mixture of some extremely bright colours ranging from canary
yellow to turquoise blue. His jacket, which his tailor had cut on
very generous lines, gave him horizontal and powerful shoulders,
with an impression of highly developed pectoral muscle. Bruno
had a rather swaying gait, with a peculiar way of shooting his
legs forward that made his wide trousers twirl slightly round
with each sep he took, and then fall back again over his shoes
which they covered amost entirely. Edmond found this brand
of smartness a trifle loud. He would not have liked any of the
people in Grenoble to meet him in the company of this gentle-
man of the South, with his chin of a bluish hue and a walk that
suggested the rhythms of a slow-motion tango. But Bruno was
feeling quite confident that his get-up blended in unimpeachable
fashion with the blue skies and lovely climate of his native town,
and the stylish degance that the Riviera displays. He doubted
not that his own charm, combined with those invitations to
happiness that the climate of the South extends to those in love,
would bring a decisive influence to bear upon the destiny of a
young woman whose cheeks were somewhat blotchy, but who
in certain other respects was decidedly interesting.

"l don't want any money, Mr. Edmond,”

"Y ou don't want any money?' Edmond exclaimed in amaze-
ment. At the same time he was saying to himself: "The blighter's
coming it strong!" He thought that he had not offered enough.
He was in ahurry to be done with it.

"Fifty thousand,” he sad curdy, and in such aviolent hurry
as to prove that he would never make a buyer of the suture of
his father, the late M. Constant Euffe. "It ssems to me that that
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is a pretty sum of money, and that we are doing our busness on
correct lines."

"Neither fifty nor a hundred," Bruno sad calmly.

"Oh, really!" Edmond thought to himself. "Well, we shal
soon get to the figure he has decided upon. The scoundrel ssams
a pretty grasping fellow." Bruno was looking at the s in a
lisdess sort of way, as though he were a young man particularly
sengtive to beauty. The director of the Silken Net was gazing
intendy at the Sybilline profile of the young native of Nice and
steeling himself againgt a coming shock which would be entailed
by some doubtless enormous claim. At last, ready for anything,
he stopped and planted himself solidly at Bruno's side.

"How much?" he asked. "How much do you want? What
sum?"

"Nothing. Not ahdfpenny, Mr. Edmond."

"Does that mean that you are giving up Lucie for nothing?"

"l would rather give up my life," Bruno exclaimed with
pathos in his voice.

This solemn declaration was accompanied by alittle wink and
a mechanical gesture which carried his hand to his cg and
slighdy shifted the position of the latter upon his head, while he
elegantly cocked his little finger in the manner of those gende-
men who take their drinks in a public bar.

"What a frightful little cad!" Edmond thought. But he
restrained himself. He did not wish to have a scene.

"Bruno," he began again, "be reasonable. | will go to seventy-
five thousand. Y ou will never have such an opportunity again
in your life. Well—is it yes or no?"

"No, Mr. Edmond," Bruno sad, in the sad tone of voice of
a man the fineness of whose feelings is unrecognized and mis-
understood.

There was a brief moment of silence, which was filled with
the calm and dazzling brilliance of the Mediterranean Sea

" And supposing | love her—Lucie?'

The effect on Edmond of this familiar reference to his sster
was that of an insult hurled at him by an ill-bred cad.

"l seel" he said, "you're a bad lot!"

"Oh," sad Bruno, touchy where his honour was concerned,
"gently now, Mr. Edmond! ['m a straightforward honest
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felow. Your d¢e loves me and | love her. You've got no call
to be insolent to me. And you might be sorry for it later on."

He spoke dowly, spacing out his words, with the sng-song
acoent of the Riviera, and said:

"When we'rebrothers-in-law!"

"Brothers-in-law!" Edmond exclaimed, with a scornful laugh.
"You're pretty certain of things aren't you!"

" Say now," Bruno replied, quite unmoved, " your dad, what
was he before he made his fortune?”

"Leave my father alone” Edmond sad harshly. " So you'd
thought of that, had you! You're even more of a blackguard
than | supposad! To play on the fedings of an old maid . . . with
no charm.”

" Oh, edsnot so bad to look at, Lucieisn't! And shésared
good sort. Character's a thing that lads a lifetime, while
prettiness. . . goesphut. ... It'stheheart that |'m always after,
inawoman!"

*'With her money thrown in, perhaps?'

" Oh," sad Bruno, " if the character's all right, a bit of money's
always welcome enough. This is what | always say—you'll
meet poor girlswhose character'sall wronganyway. | know 'em,
the little darlingsl What | put higher than anything dsg Mr.
Edmond, isfeding. And Lucie, shés got feding."

Edmond was pale with anger, and quite incapable of further
argument with the villain who was about to bring ridicule and
soorn upon the Euffes good name which, through the behaviour
of an infatuated and crazy woman, he had now the power to
dedtroy. It would have given him the greates pleasure to Irill
this handsome young man. Surdy, he thought, there should be
a law to authorize the degtruction of low scoundrds when with
brazen impudence they st you at defiance and leave you
Peachles

Bruno then added these remarkable words:

" Thetroubleisthat you have no family feding, M r . Edmond.
Asfor me, 1'd have made no difficulty about coming to sse you
ome time, and your lady too—I've driven her severa times to
Grenable. Miss Alberteisvery agreegble and pleasant, and Mr .
Germain'svery nice too. But it'sjust this—as Tonio Mascoulade
at die Mascoulade bar down by the harbour always says—you
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very sdldom s families that get on well together! All the same
Mr. Edmond, you mustn't come and put all the blame on me.
In the whole of this busness no one could have behaved more
correctly than | have!"

Edmond saw Lucie, who aso was dressd in bright colours to
blend with the lovely blue of ky and sa. She looked like a bony
English girl, and was in a date of excitement and not entirely
ober. Since her arrival at Nice a week earlier, Lucie had had
certain reveations, and she was now under the sway of the
ecdatic joy that they had brought her. This young woman, who
had long ceasad to recave anything in the nature of a compli-
ment or to have even the dightest notice taken of her, was now
enjoying the tribute of marked attention from a man. Her pride
and joy were becoming frenzied, were breaking all bounds At
the firs words her brother uttered she broke out into fearful
cries, let fly a volley of inaults and poured out violent criticiam
of her own family, who had always sacrificed her and kept her
in the background. She had made an idol of Bruno. There was
danger of her causng a scandal either at the hotel or in the
dreet. Henceforth she would care for nothing in the world
except to gaze at a handsome head of dark hair outlined againgt
a background of blue s beneath the canopy of an enchanting
sky. Never before had the blood of the EufFes been dirred to
auch a frenzy of passonate love. Edmond left her, in great
digres

Being at aloose end and alone at Nice, he went in the evening
to the Casino, where he won fifteen thousand francs joylesdy,
for he had only gambled as a means of drowning care On the
following day he took the train back to Grenoble. He gpent the
time occupied by thejourney in evolving deails of an explana-
tion of Ludés disappearance to be given to all the people of
sodial importance in Grenoble. For this disappearance a motive
had somehow to be assgned which would not be incondgent
with the maxim of M. Philibert Mivois: " One's position in lifel
Never to forget onés postion in life—everything depends on
that!"



CHAP. X1: UNFOLDMENT

SEVERAL times dready, since the death of M. Constant Euffe,
the mountain groups of the Moucherotte, the Grande Chartreuse
and Belledonne had changed their agpect. Severa times had the
waters of the Isere and of the Drac come down in seething spate
with the melting of the snows. Severa times had the lovely
valley of the Gresivaudan come back to Hfe with the bright
glories of another spring and the warm breezes that flit and stir
withinit in the month of May, whilst in the hours of morning
sunshine its country houses and its tiny hamlets perched high
upon the hillside stand out clear and bright. Severa times the
village of Sappey had received its summer visitors and the moun-
tain pess of Porte its skiing parties. Severa times had the plain
of Eichirolles seen its willows, birches, and young trees with
tender leaves grow green again, while above the dense leafy
messs of the trees that line the walks at Pont-de-Claix, the
church towers of Seysins and Seyssinet stood out in sharp relief
againgt the mountainside. Several timeshad Green Island adorned
itself with jade and emerald, with lilac and green grass opposite
La Tronche and Bouqueron, where the successve tiers of villas
with their flowery terraces and paths were flooded with the rays
of summer sunshine. Gay or sombre, the seesons had come in
their due time and the inhabitants of Grenoble continued on their
daily round, each one more or less preoccupied, as his station in
life should happen to require, with the affairs of the University,
the Prefecture, the Town Hall, the Army, or the commercial,
industrial, or socia life of thetown. The Euffes, and in particular
the Euffes of Sessenage, stood alone in their conviction that the
destinies of their own family had a representative character,
worthy of a place in the thoughts of their fellow-citizens for a
long while to come.

There was certainly a distinction to be made between the local
people, the genuine natives of Grenoble, and many others only
temporarily resident in the town, who filled the hotels, cafes
and restaurants and overran the avenues, and the floating mass of
whom finally settled down within an area between die Place
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Victor-Hugo and the Place Grenette, where everythingwith any
pretensions to smartness, elegance, or entertainment is necessarily
to be found to the greatest advantage.

During the months of the dead seeson, the genuine natives
of the town, now left to themsdves, had to fall back upon the
local news. With the colourful and brilliant crowds of tourists
now scattered to the four winds of heaven, the restricted outl ook
of their daily lives returned once more. If we cut out the
suburban districtswhich lie beyond the level crossngs, the zones
adjoining therue Trfes-Cloitre and the rue Chanoise, the barracks
guarter and the area situated on the right bank of the Isere; if La
Capuche, LaBgatiere and the Croix-Rouge are dso omitted, the
remainder of Grenoble, those portions of the town where intel-
lect and fashion are to be found, is seen to be of very small extent.
Itisfor thisreasonthat, with such alimited number of interesting
or outstanding people from which to make their choice, all the
inhabitants of note are much taken up with each other. It is
for this reason dso that the possession of atitle, of wealth, or of
beauty gives its owner a supremacy that lasts. The conditions
of life for these few people are the same as in other provincial
towns, and aretheinevitabl e outcome of their restricted numbers.
There is but little chance of some new passon wiping out the
traces of an earlier one, of a fresh appointment being found if a
previousoneislost, of afortunethat isall but lost being quickly
regained.

During hislifetime there had been an unconscious tendency at
Grenoble to revolve around the person of M. Constant Euffe.
By his death, what was to some extent their prop and stay was
removed from certain beings who were unconscious of their
dependence on him, and now saw opening out before them a
grim prospect of the total loss of their joys and of their precious
security.

It is certain that had it not been for the disgppearance of M.
Euffe, Felix Lacail would not so have lost his temper asto come
very near to committing murder; that Germain Euffe would
not have come equally near to death in the arms of a woman
much beloved; that Flavie Lacail would not have known hap-
piness in a romantic guise; that Bob de Bazair would not have
married so soon; that the heart of Alberte Euffe would not so
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soon have gained its dearest wish; that Lucie Euffe herself would
have shown more restraint in her fiery outbursts of passion.

The death of M. Euffe had had its rea victims, such as Riri
Jumier and Pamphile Garambois, esch of whose futures was
pledged in secret to another, on whose responsive fedlings eech
relied. Riri Jumier wished for nothing better than that M. Euffe's
paternal generosity, together with the very close and intimate
friendship of Bob de Bazair, should be of lasting duration. As
for Pamphile Garambois, he lived on hope. If he had not been
entirely happy, at leest he had been spared the distress of refusal,
up till the fatal morning of the vase s fal. This dogged person
was counting on time to brine him what would be his finest
hour. The gate of mind which is the prelude to requited love
is often the happiest of all, that which best favours sweet amorous
flights of the imagination. Pamphile could go each day to the
spot where love for him was at once a torment and a bliss.
With this he stayed content—waiting. The disappointments
which inevitably befell this shy and timid suitor became as it
were a cherished habit. There was a melancholy charm about
this time of waiting that gave his life a serious aim with poetry
init. Sometimes, on leaving Flavie, Pamphile would find that
he was being touched and stirred by evening twilight, by apiece
of music, by moonlight, by a thousand vague, intangible things
which would have left him quite unmoved had not thwarted
love made him unusually susceptible to their influence. There
were doubtless moments when he believed himself to be un-
happy, but a time was to come later when he realized that the
years passed in contact with Flavie and her husband at their home
had been for him a source of deep if tranquil happiness.

Flavie was no less to be pitied, after Germain Euffe's departure
for England. Up till the time of M . Euffe's death she had been
a woman accustomed to dream of some other destiny, dis-
passionately be it said, for her dreams were vague and hazy and
she fed her heart on vain imaginings. Misunderstood she cer-
tainly was, but no more than many other women. So many
were the years during which she had been looking out from her
window in vain for the gppearance of him who would be her
Prince Charming that she was ceasing to believe that he would
ever come. *The safety she enjoyed as the undistinguished wife
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of an insignificant official was obtained at a cost, renewed each
day, of hitterness and sighs. There were times when she felt
seething within her aspirations that bordered on the sublime,
with a wealth of wasted feelings debased and ruined by the
mean and paltry nature of Felix Lacail. But there was nobody in
sight to whom ghe could dedicate that ardent passon which
was the congtant theme of her lonely reveries. . . Then Germain
Euffe came into her life, with his fair hair, his blushes, his awk-
ward eagerness, his gentlemanly manners, and his "perfectly
sweet" gppearance, as se had sad to herself. . .

With her happy time of love now past and gone, Flavie spent
days and weeks and months of heartbreak. Lett entirely without
news of Germain, shewas now aonewith adazed and bewildered
Felix who did not know whether he was a murderer, whether
his wife had been unfaithful, and who moreover made no effort
to discover these things, and in order to forget everything had
ordered, from a maker in Jear+-Jaures Avenue, a new light road-
racing bicycle of the very latest pattern. Every evening as he
left the office, Lacail went off to supervise the assembly and
fitting out of this treasure. But he no longer took the same
pleasure in this as he had taken in the past, for some thread in
his life had snapped. This lack of baance had appeared im-
mediately after Pamphile Garambois's departure, and had been
increasing ever since. Nevertheless Lacail felt that he must still
cling to this, his love of the bicycle and long tours thereon, for
without it life would have no meaning. With regard to Flavie,
now disdainful and aloof, he wondered whether he should play
the part of a guilty man or outraged husband. But he remem-
bered that he had come near to losing both Flavie and hisjob,
and ashestill had both heclungtothem, inall humility. Further-
more he knew quite well that his wife, with eyes red from
weeping and her nerves on edge, would endure neither in-
sinuations nor reproach.

Lacail remembered his ride down from Saint-Nizier and its
dizzy speed, and the horrible sound of the pistol shot which he
had fired still rang in his ears. Of all that followed he had but
the vaguest memory. He had tried to get some enlightenment,
but Flavie had answered harshly:

"Never spesk to me of that again! And consde yoursdf
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extremely lucky that | didn't leave you after what you did to
me!"

"Very well," Lacail said. "Suppose | wasin thewrong . . ."

"Oh," dhe cried, "there's no 'suppose’ about it. You were
most certainly in thewrong."

"Allright, then, | did wrong. But tell me, why aren't you
like you usd to be?"

"There are things a woman can't forget."

"But what things?"

"Oh, things!" said Flavie. "And anyhow you bore me! If
you aren't satisfied . . ."

It was in this sort of way that their lives dragged on, spoilt
by dissension whose roots went deep, as Flavie's coldness showed.
At first Lacail had been thankful that he was enabled to resume
his calm and peaceful life. Then, when he had once more taken
hisfull place as hushand and official, he was overcome by sudden
fits of jealousy. He had periods during which he was dejected
and easily upset; his suppleness in pedalling was deserting him
and he had to toil and labour, and was outdistanced by others,
when riding uphill. He began thinking again of" the individual "
the man whom he had held covered by the barrel of his pistol.

One evening he met him. He had left the Prefecture at about
six o'clock. In no hurry to return home, he decided to go for
awalk in the town, setting out by way of the Place Vaucanson
and the rue Saint-Jacques. As he was on the point of entering
the tobacconist's in the rue Felix-Poulat, the door opened and a
tall young man with fair hair, of athletic appearance and with
Anglo-Saxon stylishness brushed past him.

' Good Heavens!" Lacail sad to himself, "Freddy Glowes!
Still here, that fellow!"

He should have enjoyed the satisfaction of being able to say
to himself that his victim was not dead. But this satisfaction was
accompanied by a fear lest once again he should find his wife
leaning shamelesdy upon the shoulder of this young popinjay,
the sight of whom evoked a clear and definite picture in his
mind; and he could not doubt that this was the young man
associated with a cruel happening in the past... He brooded
over this calamity, wondering what its real extent might be,
and lingering for long periods in chegp wine-shops, where he
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drank to excess It was late when he mounted the dars in
Turenne Street. Flavie gave him abad reception, telling him that
she refused to put up with such behaviour.

He sat down, and at first remained silent. But the alcohol he
had absorbed got the better of him.

"Now then," hesaid, "1've had enough of it!"

"What?" Flavie said, astonished. "I don't understand.”

With an unpleasant, sneering laugh, he replied:

"Tve met your American!”

"What American?"

"Why, Freddy Glowes, of course!"

Flavie should have said nothing. But her curiosity was too
strong for her.

"Y ou met himin Grenoble? To-day?"

"Ah," Lacail said, "so you're interested, are you? You've
never said much about him!"

Flavie had turned pale, with ahard, determined expression on
her face. Lacail felt so strongly that there was a danger of the
plain, unvarnished truth being hurled at him and thus wrecking
the whol e situation, that he became alarmed.

"All right,” he said, "we'll talk about it some other time.
Give me my soup.”

He ate rapidly, without speaking, and rose from the table.

"Anyhow," he said, "l can s quite well that he's a fellow
who won't want you to share his hfe. He knows better!"

And off he went to bed, leaving Flavie in the kitchen, where
she wept, wondering what was to become of her. Germain was
at Grenoble, and she could not go on leading this hfe of
humiliation . . .

She heard F6lix snoring heavily. She felt that she wanted to
go out; she would have given all she possessad to sse Germain,
merely to se him, even from a distance. She crept out of the
flat, noisdlesdy, went downstairs and out into the street. The
night, which was warm and mild with a clear, starry sky,
reminded her of pagt nights of happiness. Had she but known
where Germain was to be found, she would have gone there
without further ado. But all she knew—and that through a
stranger—was that he had returned ("stranger" was the term
applied to Felix in her thoughts). She wandered aimlessly along
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the rue Lesdiguiees, from one end to the other. She then turned
off into therue Casmir-Perier, went back in the direction of the
Place Vaucanson and thence down the rue Condillac and
Lafontaine Row. At the corner of Lafontainc Row and Gam-
betta Parade she entered a caft, ordered a chartreuse, and dayed
there buried in thought. She felt heavy and dull with unhappi-
ness with an unhappinesswhich had lain dormant for monthsand
wasnow coming back to her with the same searing pain asbefore.

Shatches of loud conversation reached her from a corner of
the room, where a small group of men appeared to be engaged
in a lively discusson. One of them was bawling more loudly
than the regt, and Flavie guessd that it was the " Dictator," of
whom e had heard. He was a little man of the name of
Maliboin, with irregular teeth st in a mog unpleasant mouth,
and green and prominent eyes which he turnea incessantly this
way and that. He had had an undigtinguished caregr in the army
ana retired with the rank of captain. Since his retirement he had
been rescuing France daily, at cocktail time, with energetic and
vociferous methods which otherwise he would be having no
occason to usg with the asperities of the military officar's job
now left behind. He bdonged to that breed of petty tyrants
who would be quite capable of stirring up a revolution in order
to make a name for themsdvesin thelr own digrict. Thiswould-
be reformer lived on dreams of the Badtille, the guillotine, the
firing squad, penal servitude, and the gallows. It was denuncia-
tion that gave him his most unalloyed delight. He had been given
ajob with agents of the C.I1.D., whom he supplied with sscret
reports on a number of people in Grenoble whose opinions did
not coincide with his own. Needless to say the police, having
had a good laugh over them, consigned these nates to the waste-
paper baske. The same thing was done at the military head-
guarters, whither this madman resorted to expose anti-military
intrigues of a mysterious and sniser nature. But he was solemnly
thanked for his shrewd insght and his zeal. All this provided
further occason for laughter.

It was because he was feding a need of diverson that Pamphile
Garambois had sought out the Dictator's company. For it was
Pamphile who was there and answering him back with sufficient
0ess to arouse Maliboin's fury. Suddenly he caught sght of
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and recognized Flavie. Herosg went to her table, and sat down

facing her.
" Good evening, Flavie," he said to her. " But you don't look
well. Youarenot ill, | hope?"

"I don't know .. ." dhereplied.

"1 am pleased to seyou, Flavie. 1'm very pleasad. Y ou know
that | think about you as much as ever?"

"Ah," Flavie said wearily, " still got the same complaint?"

"Yes—loving somebody. Does one ever get rid of it? Do
you really believe one does?'

“No, no, | don't!" Flavie said.

She was almost weeping. Pamphile noticed this.

" 1"'m certain you have a sorrow! You'rewrong, Flavie! You
will suffer at first, and then it'll be all over."

He looked at her, shrugged his shoulders, and said gently:

" That young Euffe—hésnot right for you. Hewill marryin
hisown st. You'll dissppear from hislife."

He was guessng her secret. What he was saying was horrible,
but it enabled Flavieto hear Ger main spoken of. Shelet him goon
talking. In him fiddity and devotion wereplainly to be semn, and
even hisvaice brought comfort with it. Pamphiletook her hand.

"Flavie," he said, " do you remember what | said to you one
day? | shall always be at your service at any time you want me.
Jug a hint is all you'll need to give me."

"My poor Pamphile—what's the use of it? If | loved you,
well. . .

" Oh," Pamphile said, " your loving me—that's ancther matter
altogether, and | am not asking for so much as all that. But |
mysdlf till love you, Flavie. Isn't that enough?"

"Why don't you marry somebody?"

"Why should I? Does it make one so happy, then?"

"That depends. . ." Flavie said. " I't ought to be possble |
Uppox"

" Yes" Pamphilesaid. "1 think it ought. So | am waiting.
When a man has't any charm and haan't any luck either, he
neads a lot of patience. And | spend my whole life thinking about
you, Flavie!

"By the way," Flavie sid, changing the subject," is your
budness doing well? Are you stidied?
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"Very well," Pamphile replied. "But | am no longer doing
agency work. I've bought a little cinema which pays well,
without taking up much of my time. | could quite well afford
to buy a car. Would you like to do some motoring, Flavie?
Come now, at your age anything may happen!"

She made no reply. He handed her a small printed card.

"Look," he said, "here is a free pass for my establishment. |
am showing a very good Freddy Glowes film there just now.
You should go and seit."”

"Freddy Glowes?" Flavie said, with a start. "Perhaps | shall
go. . .. Now then," she added, "I must go back."

"l will comewithyou," said Pamphile.

He took her back to her own door, and they were on the point
of bidding each other farewell when Flavie said to him:

"Y ou wouldn't have known this—but you should come here
again—come just like you used to do. Felix would be pleassd
to e you again. He mises you."

"'l will come,” Pamphile said. " | shall come because you ae
there, Flavie."

"What—me? Oh, I'venothing moreto hopefor. 1'venothing
to hope for in life. . ."

"Oh, | shouldn't sy that," Pamphile sad, "there's aways
something good to be expected from life. Always! | shall come
to-morrow. Let Felix know."

For those people who have not been favoured from the outset
by the circumstances of their birth, a certain hardness is necessary
for the conduct of their lives. It may happen that this hardness
isnot natural to them, but lifeitself contrivesto instil them with
the mistrust and suspicion they need, with the faculty of standing
aways in the breach, of being always on the defensive, which
keeps their wills taut and ready for action.

A girl whose ingtincts were fundamentally good rather than
bad, Riri Jumier was now undergoing an apprenticeship of this
kind. Itismost difScult in the provinces to turn over anew |eaf
and throw overboard a past of which everyone is well aware.
Riri was assigned at Grenoble to a certain dass—that of kept
women; and die label remained securely tied to her charming
person. Theconstant tendency of the offers which e received
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from men was to prevent her from emerging from this socid
category. And it is not every day that chance procures you a
well-preserved elderly man with the kindly disposition and the
generosity of a Constant Euffe. Many men, even when ad-
vanced in years, are skinflints in love; many men of aripe age are
uninvited and unwelcome guedts therein ... As for young men,
they are generally short of money: while those who plunge into
reckless expenditure and conseguent debt do so for women much
older than themselves, because that gives them prominence. It
was on these lines at any rate that Riri was arguing to herself
now that she was in search of a situation, and prepared to run
straight or otherwise, as circumstances should dictate. But
whether she continued her career of unofficial love, or Seered
for a legitimate union, it was at something serious and lasting
that she was directing her aim.

As regards starting a business, she was not prepared for this.
"I'n any case” Bob de Bazair had said to her, " i f you are quite
st on making this experiment, you must asure yourself that
the man who is backing you will make good any losses there
may be. But don't run any risks with your own bit of savings.
And you have every chance of getting done in by moneylenders.
They re a dangerous crew.” This was assuredly good advice,
and it was prompted by a sincere friendship.

In reality Riri had quiet, homely tades. She attached the
grestest possible value to her charming flat in the Place Marval,
which gave her the datus of a lady, alittle on the borderline
perhaps, but still alady. At one period of her life she had known
what dums were like, and promiscuous living. At all cods she
would avoid any relgpse to such depths as those.

It is curious to reflect that while Flavie Lacail was feeling sick
and tired of her condition in life, it was exacdy that regular,
well-ordered existence that aroused the envy of Riri Jumier.
Bob had sensd her rea nature when he sad to her, on one of
the last occasons when they had met: "Y ou should settle down.
You haven't got the temperament of the out-and-out adven-
turess, you are much too sentimental for that. What you would
like best would be doing your own marketing, polishing your
furniture and washing your kids." This was true. Even during
the time of M. Euffe, Riri had been accustomed to do her own
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shopping and keep her furniturebright. Shewasdescended from
women of the La Tour-du-Pin family, who had been great
polishers, great scourers of pats and pans and prolific mothers
of children (which had obliged Riri, one of a numerous family,
to shift for hersdf at an early age). These family traits were at
work within her.

She had good reason for setting great gore by her flat, for
it became the means by which dhe got her life into working
order. One day when she was looking through the advertise-
ments in the Dauphine Gazette (which was itself an indication
that her mind was unsstded and that she was in search of some
improvement in her drcumdances), her eyes fell upon thee
lines, in the " Apartmentsto let" column.

"Engineer, 27, desresfurnished room in light dean building.
Careful and tidy. Good rent offered. Write Box 3905."

It occurred to Riri that to let one of her rooms would be a
very material asigance in the payment of her rent; and further
—and this was a ill sronger inducement to do so—it would be
a means of getting in touch with a decorous and well-behaved
gendeman. An engineer . .. Thisword s¢ her musing, as did
the age—twenty-seven years. She wrote to Box 3905 and went
out and took her letter to the dffices of the Dauphine Gazette.

On the following day a young man of pleasng appearance,
tall, dark-haired, and well dressed, came and introduced himself.
He explained that having been an engineer at Grenoble for some
litde time pad, he now expected to remain in the town. He
was therefore wishing to leave his hotel and find a more com-
fortable lodging. He inspected theflat and declared that he was
delighted with it. Helooked at Riri with an interest that was
plainly to be sen.

" Areyou the proprietress?' he asked.

"Oh, yes" she said. " Does that surprise you?"

"Well, thefact isthat | took you for the daughter of the house
Do you live alone in this apartment?"

"Certainly," Ririreplied. " Doyou find that an objection?"

"| should just say not!" the young man exclaimed. " What |
meant was that | could never have dreamt that | should strike so
lucky! But it won't be you that does my room? With such
pretty hands* ,."



Unfoldment 245

" Oh, you need not worry," Riri said. "I shal get a char-
woman to come in the mornings."

Riri observed that he had a pleasant smile, fine teeth, anda
nice, open manner. He gave her his name—Roger Lagarde.
The matter appeared to be setded.

"Now there'sjust one thing more,” Riri said. "You are
young ... And | don't want any women in my house. Tugt
remember that."

"Madame," Roger Lagarde exclaimed, "I should be ashamed
to bring awoman of any kind to the house of a proprietress so
young and so charming. And if there is one thing | could hope
for..."

But he blushed alittle and did not say what it was that he
dared to hope for. He offered to leave a deposit. Pari tried to
refuse, but he insisted.

"Takeit, takeit," hesaid, "then | shall be quite sure that the
roomismine. Shal | be ableto cometo-morrow?"

"To-morrow if you like. Anyhow | can only give you the
room for a month. | have never let a furnished apartment
before. It'san experiment I'm making."

"And it will succeed, you'll seel" Roger Lagarde exclaimed
enthusiastically.

So far as Riri Jumier was concerned, a young man who had
come from a distance started with less in his favour than a
firmly established resident in Grenoble would have had. On the
other hand it was particularly rash to shut up beneath the same
roof two young, ardent, unmarried people who dept badly, he
in his place and shein hers, that is to say afew yards away from
each other, and conscious of having within their reach every-
thing they lacked and needed, and in the most agreegble, not
to sy entrancing, form. The tenant and his proprietress could
hear each other move and sigh. It wasinevitable that each should,
be thinking of the other, in a most tender, caressng way . ..

Roger Lagarde, so soon as he had finished hisevening medl at a
restaurant, had never athought but to return to the Place Marval
in the hope that Riri would be still stirring. He adways had
some requests to make, which served as an excuse for starting
a conversation. This conversation would be continued at con-
Sderable length in a pleasant setting, in the gentle glimmer of a
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subdued and softened light, in an atmosphere of intimacy and
of home. Riri wore indoor frocks of an extremely suggestive
kind and the whole apartment was filled with her scent. She
would offer him tea or a glass of liqueur brandy or chartreuse.
He gave her Turkish cigarettes, bought specidly for her. There
was laughter; they were learning to know each other better.

"Y ou go out very littlefor ayoung man?" Riri said to him.

"Grenoble bores me," Roger Lagarde replied.

"Still, visitors dways sy that it's a town to enjoy on€'s self

"But I'm not out to enjoy myself," he declared.

"Oh well, then . .."

She did not ak him why. But he continued on the same
theme:

"Inany cae you don't go out any more than | do!"

"Oh," e replied, "that's a different matter. A woman who
goes out alone in the evening gets a bad reputation in no time."

He suggested taking her to the cinema, and she accepted. They
went every week; and they soon became what was to all appear-
ances a couple leading a highly respectable and very united life.
But this appearance ceased at the doors of their rooms, where they
parted. Roger Lagarde had fallen in love with Riri Jumier
within afew days. After two months of amiles, occasiond light
contacts, and pretty ways, he was becoming altogether crazy.
Riri's charm made any compensations that he might have found
elsewhere seem merely haterul.

In days past Riri Jumier had made but little difficulty about
yielding to certain requests, and there had been a difficult period
of her fife at which these concessons had been pretty numerous.
Her intention now was to make some atonement for these past
errors by a mild display of prudishness. But her nights were as
redess as Roger Lagarde's; and the task of confining herself
strictly to the parts of landlady and friend, which she had hitherto
been playing, caled for a gpedcies of heroism for its accomplish-
ment. She was now nearly twenty-five. She had no wish to
serve as plaything for a second Bob de Bazair, who would be
deserting her one fine day and marrying an herress.  She knew,
too, the danger, in her situation, of attaching herself to a young
man of whom she was rather too fond ...
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It is aways an essy matter for a woman to get a man to ak
her questions. Riri manoeuvred in such away as to lead Roger
Lagarde to ask:

'What is the matter with you just now? | find you
changed . . ."

Reticently, shereplied:

"There is something that isworrying me."

"Y ou don't want to tell me what it is?"

"What would be the use?' Riri said.

"Oh, come now," Roger Lagarde said tenderly, "don't you
think of me as a friend—just a little?"

"Very well, then,” Riri answered, speaking very rapidly,
"there's someone asking to marry me—since you want to know
everything!”

"Oh, so that's why you are not as you used to be!"

He seemed overwhelmed, and indeed he was so, by the seem-
ing likelihood that his devotion during the past three months
would count for nothing now that this offer had been made.
Circumstanceswere getting beyond hiscontrol. Wi th hisheart rent
in anguish, and torn by vague, ill-defined jealousy, he asked her:

"Doyou like this man?"

Riri Jumier would not givehim adirect reply.

"I have to consider the progpects . . ." she sad.

"Are they very splendid?' Roger Lagarde asked, his didress
even still more acute.

"Oh, quite good," Riri said. "And it meansa e future for
me. What is alone woman to do with her life? She can never
be sure of getting proper consideration and respect, and no
support she may be given is ever disinterested."

So it isn't a love-match that you are thinking of 7" Roger
Lagarde asked her, following up the idea that was in his mind.

‘A marriage of convenience is not aways the worst kind.
When thereis asolid affection, you know . . ."

"Yes—if oneis not in love with someone ds=. As for me, |
can only sy that | should be quite incapable now of going in for
amarriage of that kind, even if it meant a big fortune. Y ou can
guess why?"

This question did not seem to arouse Riri's curiosity, for she
replied:



248 TheEuffelnheritance

Y For aman it'snot the smething at all. M en areindependent
in life. But we poor women, if we let our hearts rule our heads
nine times out of ten it's all up with us | made that supid
migake mysdf once So | know what | am talking about.

"1 can se that you have suffered," Roger Lagarde said to her.
" But haven't you forgotten that sorrow now? '

"Yes" Riri answvered, with graightforward candour, and
looking him squardy in the face. " But |'m afraid to gart out
on another adventure of the same kind. | don't trust sentiment!
Here | have an opportunity of marrying under favourable con-
ditions, and a man who isagood wor thy creature, whilel mysdf
have a cool head about it all. .. What would you do in my
place?"

"I f1wereinyour place" cried Roger Lagarde, who had now
completdy logt his sdf-possesson, "1 should agree to a quite
different suggestion. Supposing | aked you to marry me?"

These words were the climax of fedings which had been
growing daily in intendty, and he could not have done other
than utter them. Roger Lagarde, who had been awaiting for
three months pag the moment at which he would dag Riri
in his arms was now quite incapable of giving her up. He fdt
that throughout the length and breadth of Grenoble there could
not be found another young woman so desrable, s degant as
she with such an even temperament, with an interior so charm-
ing as hers, so well adapted to love-making and the pleasures of
home life. After all, for a young engineer whose future was till
by no means asured, a pretty person like Riri Jumier, with
money of her own, a small car and a charming flat, was not such
a bad match! This was the reasoning born of his desre. In
reality Roger Lagarde was feding that it was beyond his power
to continue to gpend his nights alone while an indgnificant piece
of brickwork, asfragile asa convention, was all that lay between
himsdf and Riri and he was imagining her in the bewitching
posures of degp or dreams likea Titian Venus or the Maja nue
of Goya.

" Areyou speaking serioudy?' Riri asked.

" Can you doubt it?" Roger Lagarde replied, thinking that,
having spoken of marriage, he was now at long lag freeto hold
the young swoman in dose embrace. She made no protest, nor



Unfoldment 249

did she withhold her lips nor the full charming curves of her
breast Her dore of heroic virtue was now exhaused, and she
had not the heart to keep at arm's length the firsg man who
offered her marriage. Let the future take care of itsdf! The
present was tempting indeed ...

That night they made trial of life conjugal to the last degree,
with the impetuous ardour of long-pent-up passon.

Three years had "now gone by during which Lucie Euffe,
having vanished from Grenoble, had been living with Bruno
Spaniente in lawful wedlock, at Nice. A fdse picture of the
marriage had been drawn by the Euffes who had represented it
as a romantic, touching, and highly suitable match. When the
inevitable had come to pass Edmond had st a rumour afloat
to the efect that his Sge was making a love-match and leaving
for the Colonieswith her hushand, a young man with very small
means but of good education and with fine prospects In view
of Mile Euffé's personal appearance people were atrifle surprised
by the news, but dedared without exception that they were
'Very pleased for that nice Ludes sake who had so well deserved
her happiness" Then, as it takes 0 short a time for people to
grow accusomed to doing without former friends, inquiries
relating to the young woman who had now disappeared from
Grenoble soon became limited to those which a minimum of
paliteness demanded. T he tone of voice in which thee quegtions
were aked made it quite evident that the cdrcumsances and
fate of the dder of the Euffe young ladies were a matter that
was rardly if ever in peoplés minds.

There was nothing for it but to swallow the insult! The
Euffes of Sassmage had ceesad going to Nice, or only went
through the town in a car and driving at consderable goesd.
When on the Riviera, at Juan, or Cannes, they kept therr gyes
open in order to avoid running suddenly into the Spaniente
couple, with whom they wished to have no dedlings whatever
except by correspondence, and that limited to what was dricdy
necessary, such as New Year's gregings and budnes matters.
For Edmond had succesded in retaining his sse's capital for
the Silken Net, having made the sacrifice—the only member of
his family to do so—of attending the marriage ceremony. One
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may disapprove of a marriage, but that is no reason for placing
afirm's progressin jeopardy, or running the risk of seeing alarge
proportion of the shares pass into the hands of strangers. Further-
more, Edmond declared, to manage her capital for her was a
sarvice of which that misguided young woman stood definitely
in need. Without his supervision and care she might very
possibly have been robbed, or, having a big sum of ready money
at her disposa, might s her fortune frittered away by the
dangerous Spaniente. It was bad enough in all conscience that
this man should be beating her. (Claire would believe nothing
but that Lucie was being thus treated by her "stable-boy," saying
that in amarriage of that kind it was all that could be expected.)

Lucie, happily, had no desre to return to Grenoble, which
contained nothing for her but memories of past humiliations,
while at Nice shewas living in great comfort, at avillaat Cimiez,
in a beautiful climate. Contrary to the assations of her own
family, she was far from being unhappy.

"There was nothing ill-natured or unkind about Bruno. He was
indeed quite an agresable companion, never making difficulties
so long as there was no further question of work. Apart from
that of idleness he had no overmastering needs, his exploits
being mostly verbal and his activities limited to gesture that
stopped short of action. Delighted at being a man of indepen-
dent means who need have no anxiety for the future, he allowed
himself to be tended and admired by Lucie and never snubbed
or rebuffed her.

Lucie was by no means anxious that Bruno should have a pro-
fesson, as thiswould give him independence and relegate herself
to a place of secondary importance. What she wanted was to
remain a daily necessity to him. Nevertheless she wished to s
him with an occupation, some absorbing hobby, which would
save him from complete idleness, association with some rather
fishy companions, and the temptations which the Riviera offers.
She turned his attention to tennis, a fashionable game. It would
be Bruno's best means, while at the same time enjoying himself,
of attaining somelitdecelebrity in circleswhere physical dexterity
and skill is of greater importance than good birth. And he pos-
s=s1d a natural aptitude for such things.

Having formerly been employed asaball-boy, Bruno actually
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had in his mind's eye the strokes and movements of champions,
and by a spirit of imitation, possssed all the rudiments of the
technique. Almost since the days of his childhood he had been
able properly to appreciate a fine smash, a grand drive, a solid
back-hand, a decisivevolley. Asalad he had handled a racquet
during the hours at which the courts were not let. He was supple,
naturally quick on his feet, and could cover the court at great
speed. He was now arich man and could afford to pay for lessons,
practise all the year round in sunshine, play with different partners
and make rapid progress. He soon acquired a complete game,
and was a particularly wily player. A well-fed and idle man, he
had powers of resstance that often disheartened his adversary
and gave him victory. He cultivated a specia stroke, a short
back-hand played at a very sharp angle across the court, which
gained him points. It was then that he realized all the advantages
of a good back-hand. He preserved and worked hard at this
stroke. Helearnt to take a perfect sance, to strike without undue
haste, but resolutely and with determination. It was thus that
he acquired alightning back-hand stroke, very difficult toreturn
on account of its speed, and which made the ball shoot when it
touched the ground. This back-hand became his principal
weapon, his most precise and accurate attacking stroke. It took
his opponents by surprise, the back-hand being universally re-
garded as the weakest stroke and a player's left as his more
vulnerable side.

Bruno became quite a personage on the tennis-courts, a man
who had his supporters and admirers. Bets were made on his
chances and his future as a player, and this was done the more
enthusiastically in that he was generous in standing drinks, after
the baths and dressing. Having become a regular player in
tournaments, he passed easily from third to second string, where
he had a good place. He went off to play matches at Monte
Carlo, Cannes, Juan-les-Pins, Marseilles, accompanied on every
occasion by Lucie, who saw that his sweaters, white trousers, and
tennisshirtswereall in good condition. His supporters maintained
that he might go further still if he could get more punch into his
forehand. He might even reach the first string, and perhaps
be seeded among the first twenty players in France. It must be
added that thiswas perhaps L ucie'sambition rather than Bruno's.
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The latter was perfectly happy on the courts returning the ball
for two or three hours on end, and accepting victory or defeat
with the same fine equanimity.

It had now become evident to all who knew him that Bruno
Spaniente had wished for nothing better than to lead a sraight,
honest life with all his time at his own disposal. The headstrong
behaviour of Lucie having provided him with the means he
became a highly presentable sporting gendeman, who looked
very well in tennis dathes Content with his lot, he showed his
gratitude to Lucie by giving her a child. The neighbourhood of
the tenniscourts on which his father so greatly distinguished
himsdf was the some of this boy's firs footgeps Bruno an-
nounced that his son would have a racquet in his hand at an
early age and would become a great champion.

The trouble for the Euffes was precisdy the reputation which
Bruno had now acquired, with hisname appearing in the sporting
news. There were even some papers in which his photograph
was reproduced. In one of these photographs a careful examina-
tion had enabled people to recognize Lucie in the background,
enjoying a share in her hushand's glory.

"The poor creatures looks have not improved!" Claire said.

This was a falsehood; there was some improvement in Ludes
appearance, she had put on flesh and looked calm and peaceful.
But Claire thought that to advertise hersdf in this way showed
a want of discretion that was in the worst possble tage To let
himsdlf be forgotten was the leas that the usurper of several of
the Euffe millions should have done. They were terrified let
the undesrable relation should come and show himsef off at
Grenoble, and gather fresh laurels at Lediguieres But Bruno
had ceasd to give a thought to Grenoble. Moreover he was by
No means anxious to reappear in places where he might have been
known as a servant of the Euffes ganding by the door of a saloon
car. He too had begun his asoent of the sodal ladder. It was now
his turn to think of making his son a well-brought-up, well-
mannered boy, a worthy offshoat of a good French bourgeois
gock, who would never be handicapped in days to come by any
reference to his origin. This child would even be able later on to
afford a chauffeur himsdf. Bruno would then teach him the
necessary caution and discernment in choosng the man. There
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are certain adventures which should not become traditional in
families, in the same way as it is undesrable that all the ingincts
of mothers should be transmitted to their daughters.

He was expecting a daughter. Lucie was now awaiting a
scond  confinement.  Bruno was by no means digpleased that
there should be a further addition to his family to srengthen
the bonds which united him to the EufFes of the Silken Net.
It had the further advantage that he would not have Luce
continually dogging his footsteps. There are exceedingly pretty
playersat the courts, and L ucieviewed the prospect of her husband
playing numbers of mixed doubles matches with a very un-
favourable eye. It was all very well to sy that where sport is
concerned the reations between men and girls are exclusvdy of
the friendly type—she didn't trugt them all the ssmel Above all
she did not want Bruno to jeopardize his tennis for the ske of
some frivolous little creature who looked nice in her shorts He
had a good ranking. He might go farther ill.



CHAP. XI1: MOTHER AND SON

EDMOND EUFFE was losing his hair and acquiring a weighty
importance in life. With a full and varied experience behind
him, and enriched thereby, he would henceforth be in a better
Eosition to lay down definite and final rules for the conduct of
js life, and start the decisive phase of his career. His fortieth
year was giving him an inner firmness and stability of which he
had never hitherto been conscious. He had at last obtained a
clear and definite picture of his inmost sdf, knew its needs, and
made indulgent concessons to it which he kept secret, in order
that he might give to others a picture of himself corresponding
to what he imagined to be their conception of dignity, intelli-
gence and worth—in aword, of a man destined by his merits to
develop on noble lines. It isonly at the cost of some concealment
of our true feelings, some control of the attitudes we adopt, that
we human beings can make an impression on others, just as one
poss for a photograph in profile or three-quarter face, after
numerous experiments before one's mirror in an attempt to
appear at what we personally conceive to be our best. A collec-
tion of appetites and dedres, of sdfish motives and empty pride,
by which our actions are sometimes determined, should never
be allowed to appear on the surface except under a disguise of
maxims and principles to which no one could take exception.
In the same way that we are concerned to display our physical
frame to advantage by means of toilet and dress, so should we
protect our minds and hearts with the armour of a high moral
standard, and only let them be sen in gdadress. Edmond Euffe
was arriving at the most important period of maturity, that of
full development, when the individual, now free from the im-
pulsiveness and hesitations of youth, should know what he wants,
whither heis going, and what he looksto life to give him.

He was looking at a picture of himself, widi avista of years
ahead, still in the same places as in former days, and in a setting
from which he had never long been absent. Thiswas for him an
occasion for some serious reflection on his past life, and for taking
gock of the importance of the progress he had made. Some of
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the town's residents who had formerly inspired him with respect
or with fear were now becoming old men. Edmond could s
by theway they looked at hi m that they were thinking of him as
aman in an established position, a man of ability and strength,
whose privileges of taking wide action and making final decisions
they could no longer question. Edmond belonged to the genera-
tion which held the reins of power, that which, for a period of
about twenty years, asumes the leadership and tekes control of
human affairs. He was conscious of having acquired an outlook
that was powerfully redlistic, in awide ssnse of that term, and of
having become a useful and effective servant of the community.
He was feeling that his authority had increased, and that having
superseded his father, he had cessed to be "ol d Euffe's son™ and
had become the elder M. Euffe, head of the family, director of a
great firm, owner of a fine country house, and an important
person in Grenoble. The distance which separated him from a
man like M. Philibert Mivois was tending to diminish; and in any
cae M. Mivois, uponwhom age had now laid aheavy hand, was
becoming an old driveller in his dotage. He was how sustained
by memories of the power he had wielded in days gone by, but
henceforth he would belong to the generation which was at out
to hand over to others, after being the repository of manners
and customs which would soon disappear for ever.

It had been afixed principle with the late M. Constant Euffe
that there is no substitute for the supervision of the director
himself. Even during the last years of his life, when pleasure
and self-indulgence were taking up too much of his time, the
director of the Silken Net never missed a day in visiting his
offices or one of his branch establishments or warehouses. His
supervision was exercised by means of surprise visits, which were
made in every direction, in order that no one might be tempted
to drift into the fatal habits off slackening off in hiswork or of
waste, either of which, sooner or later, will wreck any business
concern.

Egged on by his wife, whose chief concern was her circle of
acquaintance and who despised catering, Edmond had wished
to free himself from the shackles of business. But whenever he
relaxed control, he was conscious of the disadvantages of relying
excusively on subordinates, people whose fortunes ami interegs
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are not at stake. As director and head of the busness, he found
himself in this embarrassing dilemma—whether toimmerse him-
self completely in grocery and give up all his socid engagements,
or let the Silken Net take its own course, and sacrifice a propor-
tion of hisincome. The thought of having to make such sacrifice
was, however, quite enough to re-establish his habit of unremit-
ting attention to the business. He had made a study of new
sysems of supervision devised for the avoidance of wastage.
For where vast quantities of goods are being handled and avery
large staff employed, wastage may spread like an epidemic of
dissese and grow to ruinous proportions. Edmond had come to
redize that it is essentid that the head of a big business should be
available and on the spot. Any negligence on the part of the
management becomes a costly matter, for it is multiplied by
similar shortcomings on the part of subordinates. Furthermore,
in the wholesale catering busness there is a speculative side which
cdls for the dosest attention, a concentration of all a man's
faculties. The right moment has to be chosen for the purchase
of wines, sugar, jams, dried vegetables, tinned fish, etc., the
current prices of which are affected by the weather, the harvest,
the price of manures, imports, and many other things.

For these reasons Edmond came seduloudly to his office in
Alsace-Lorraine Avenue. And hedid so themorewillingly in
that Claire, with her picture shows, lectures, musical parties,
and socid gossp and news items from Paris, was a continual
nuisance, besdes compelling him to visit people whose refine-
ment was unquestionable, but whose company he did not in-
variably enjoy. Inhis own house, at Sassenage among his wife's
guests nearly all of whom were friends of the Barges family, he
cut asorry figure.

It was in Alsace-Lorraine Avenue that Edmond was able to
recover himself, give his own personality free play, and do a
little thinking on his own account. There were now some fresh
anxieties, new matters needing attention, that were occupying
hismind owing to theway inwhich current events were shaping.
Andadisturbing outlook it wasl

M. Constant Euffe, continually on the look-out for oppor-
tunities of making friends in all parties, had kept steadily al oof
frompolics. "After all," he usd to say, " a man's somach has



Mother and Son 257

got one opinion only, and that is, that it should get good food
at a chegp rate. Anybody who can gain the good will of somachs
is bound to make friends." Edmond wondered whether he had
the right to reason in so summary a fashion, and he doubted it.
His father had been a man of the 1900 period, and between 1914
and 1918 was at the zenith of his commercial glory. (The Silken
Net, by instituting a specid line of goods known as" The Parcd
for the Front," had made some very big profits. These parcels,
of which there were six different varieties, were sewn up and
weighed in advance, and the shops undertook their dispatch on
behalf of the families. Subscriptions could be taken out for a
weekly, fortnightly, or monthly parcel. There were dso parcels
made up, on request, containing Balaclava helmets, gloves, socks,
etc. There were many housewives who appreciated these facili-
ties, which saved them the trouble of looking for paper and
string and going to the post-office. Further, these packages,which
later on were marked "The Soldier's Silken Net," contained
articles of good quality only and were aways punctualy dis-
patched. Dauphine soldiers used to write from the front asking
for their "Silken Net.")

Edmond Euffe was taking the helm in other times—anxious,
troubled times, stirred by deep undercurrents of socid unrest—
and one could fed, as he himself thought, a dreadful surge and
swell of appetites and covetous desire, in every dass of society.
Money was becoming unstable. Taxation was growing con-
tinually more severe. The future—the immediate future—was
darkened by the prospect of eections which might have an
unfortunate result.

I'n the opinion of Edmond Euffe, who read treatises on econom-
ics, the truth of the matter was that the progress of mechanical
invention was setting up new problems which were now calling
for solution. The world was entering upon an age of machinery
and mass production. It was a bad thing that the different steps
taken to meet changing conditions should be nullified one by
one by the action of the proletariat in strikes and disturbances,
simply because the employers had failed to forestall the inevitable
difficulties in the process of adaptation. The system of contracts
put the body of employersin avery thankless position. Edmond
was an advocate of different methods, and an advocate who was
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all the more convinced in view of the fact that a wages increase
meant an increase in the purchasing power of the workers, who
made up a large proportion of his customers. He defended these
methods before the Employers' Federation of Dauphin”®, inwhich
he was now taking an important place. His suggestions were
being carefully considered, that is to say, they had divided the
Federation into two factions, almost equal in humbers, which,
without coming to any decision, were bickering over the question
whether they should take the initiative, or await events.

" | f we make offers,”" one side urged, "we shall put oursalves
in a position of inferiority. It will be sad that we are making
them because we cannot do otherwise—because we are afraid.”

"1 f we don't make offers,” the others replied, "we shall get
no thanks for yielding when a time comes that we have to do so.
It is not so much the making over of a few sums of money that
we have to fear, as aconstant and ever-increasing enmity between
employers and employed.”

"Vainimaginings!" sad some.

"Dangerous obstinacy!" said the others.

"W e can make some concessions without any danger to our
own interests. For in actud fact it is the consumer who pays.”

"W e shdl adways be called exploiters, whatever we do!"

Elgi&ngnd gpokein favour of the American method commended

"1 fyou pay the workman on a scde which enables him to
become an important consumer, his money will contribute to
prosperity by adding to the volume of trade.”

"Oh, no, hewastold. " | f you rase the workman's wages to
any very material extent, you will turn him into a member of
the lower middle dass But it is a well-known fact that while
the workman spends all he earns, the French lower middle
dases have only one idea in their heads—to economize, to sve
for the future, and they spend nothing."

"But surely you will educate him, this modern workman!"

"The more you educate him, the more he will want to be your
equal. And the more difficult he will be to control."

"But these socid questions can't be left indefinitely as a
battleground for conflicting opinions!”

"Can you stop wealth being regarded as a challenge?"
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No progress was being made in these matters. But so far as
discussng them went, Edmond was becoming stronger in
dialectical argument and debate, and acquiring a certain eloquence
together with precision. He was dso searching for further
knowledge and material for argument, and for this purpose was
reading more than hitherto. It occurred to him that these
activities might lead to something other than his place in the
Employers' Federation. (The expensss of an election would be
a mere trifle to him.) He unburdened himself on the subject
to Claire, who expressed warm approval of his idea. Nothing
could plesse her more than to s her husband holding some
public office, which would greatly add to the importance and
influence of her receptions and social gatherings.

"The trouble is," Edmond sad to her, "that | have no chance
of sucess as a Conservative, with the present trend of opinion
as it is, here in Grenoble. The clever thing would be to get
myself put up as a radical candidate—or even a socidist one."

"Socialist?" Claire aked. "And what about your religious
views?

"Socialism is not incompatible with Catholicism, far from
it. And in my opinion a few moderate men are just what is
needed among the socidists. If there are nothing but genuine
socidigs in their party, their programme becomes a far more
pernicious one than it would be otherwise. And it flattersthose
people to have a few millionaires amongst them. And in any
cae it is becoming more and more the fashion for rich men to
jointhe parties of the Left. It is a cae of doing what is expedient
—and of being broadminded."

"“And how will you approach these people?"

"I could offer a certain sum of money for the party funds.
But | should want someone to act as an intermediary for me. |
should rely on your friends for that. This would be essentidly
an occasion for turning to them for help."

"Tell me," Claire said, "you are not thinking of becoming a
freemason?"'

"No," Edmond replied, "I don't expect | shal go so far as
that. But anyhow, taking it all in all, the whole question boils
down to this: does one stand for Parliament in order to be
eected or to be turned down?"
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"Tobeédected, obviously," said Claire. "1twouldbeabsurd,
in your position, to be beaten." .

"That isjust what | think," Edmond said. "To say nothing
of the fact that my election would be an excellent advertisement
for the Silken Net."

" On the whole you would dislike standing as a Conservative
candidate?' Claire asked him.

"Oh, by no means," Edmond replied, "1 shouldn't dislike it
at all! Theonly thing | should dislike would be getting beaten.
Indeed it would be as aman of the Right that | should come for-
ward if | saw afairly good chance for myself on that sde. But
| don't e any. Y ou will agree, too, that | am justified in relying
on my own customers to vote for me, evenif | had to go so
far as to reduce my prices during the election period. Now
my customers political sympathies are all of the Left, like
those of most people of small means who think that they will
Eavg nothing to lose by political developments of a certain

In .II

"Y ou aren't afraid that people may rather disapprove of you
in certain circles among our friends?' Claire asked him.

"Notabit of it—if I'm elected! Inany ceseitwill beavictory
for us employers. And so far as that is concerned the Conserva-
tive people will have plenty of requests to make to me, and you
may be sure they won't fail to do so."

Leaving his ambitions out of account, it may be sad that
Edmond's life was organized comfortably and on stable and
well-balanced lines. For some years past he had devoted a half
day severa times a week to the dark-haired Irma Moufeton,
manageress of his branch establishment at V oiron. Occasionaly,
too, this kindly and attractive woman accompanied him semi-
officially on one or other of hisjourneys. In her he had comein
contact with arich feminine nature, awoman whose manners and
behaviour were distinguished by their sincerity and their com-

etefreedom from affectation of any kind. Thissimplicity drew

Im to her, and was a refreshment after time spent in a home
where he must always be on his best behaviour, and exposed to
the cold and rather contemptuous gaze of Claire, of the Barges
family, and her reminders of his humble origin. In Irma's eyes
hewasan important person, areal gentleman, and hehad no need
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whatever to stand on ceremony with that kindly creature, with
her warm, impulsive bursts of feeling and her fervent sghs. At
Sesenage Edmond had a stately, pompous home in which his
position was somewhat similar to that of chamberlain to a cold,
ironic Empress. And at Voiron he had another home—one
which rejoiced his heart and appedled to his snss (those EufFe
instincts which his father had bequeathed to him), and where he
found caesses, devotion, admiration, and disinterested unselfish-
ness Irma enjoyed herself at the shop and did not wish to stop
doing alittle work, saying: " 1t amuses me when you are away
to watch all the people coming in and going out. What should
| do if | were to shut myself up, all aone, waiting for you?
Because | shall never, never advise you to leave your wife and
children like some women would do in my place. It would
break my heart to think of those little ones."

Her requirements in the way of money were on avery moder-
ate sce, so much so that Edmond frequendy offered her money
without any request from her. So touched was she by a present
that it brought tears to her eyes. In order to have her nearer to
him the director of the Silken Net would have liked to install
this excellent friend at Grenoble. But she refused, fearing tittle-
tattle, and knowing how greatly a man in the public eye is
exposed to the danger of indiscretions and evil tongues. At
Voiron her happiness was enjoyed in humble circumstances, but
it was protected and sfe

"W e have been happy and undisturbed up till now. I'mafraid
of upsetting everything."

"Butit'sjust this," Edmond said, "that with you so far away
there is something | miss."

"Oh, | daresay," she said, "but still, we never get everything
we should like in our lives. Y ou have awife with fine manners,
a splendid house, children, and all the high society in Grenoble
goes to visit you. But |, who am left done... Ohwell, I'm
quite content."

"Yes, but I want something more."

"Toomuch!" Irmasaid. " And then, if you saw me too often
you'would get tired. | too get weary of waiting for you. But
that's my pleasure. If | had you dways by me | shouldn't have
my heart racing like it does on the days when y ot are coming.
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And then when | hear your car drawing up! | should know its
sound among a thousand.”

Edmond Euffe had thus reached a period of his life which
gave him some red satisfaction, when he might perhaps have
been on the eve of venturing on some big undertakings. But a
new family complication supervened, causng him anxiety and
demanding his attention and care.

It came about that a peculiar change took place in M me Euffe,
the mother. At first no notice was taken of it, each member of
the family beng busy on his or her own account, and this gate
of affairs continued until one fine day the Euffe children found
themsdves faced by a dtuation which had fully developed, and
were aking themsdves every few wesks " What on earth has
happened to Mother?" The worthy and respectable old lady
had undergone a srange renewal of her youth accompanied by
a date of emational excitement, all of which, amid the everyday
life of Grenoble, shed a glamour of the oddes kind. Clementine
was suddenly taking her revenge for sixty-five years of semi-
obliteration and slence, by means of an unexpected and mysteri-
ous physiological transformation, the dfects of which extended
to the functioning of her brain, which hitherto had been discregt
amog to the point of non-exisgence. Consulted by Edmond,
the good Dr. Lavigerie diagnosed a failure of the internal secre-
tions glands to maintain their synchroniam, which had brought
about a disurbance in the blending of the hormones produced
by those same glands, particularly the sub-renal and the thyroid,
while the deterioration of the ovaries was bringing a growth of
hair to M me Euffées chin that would have done credit to an old
army veteran. The doctor advised taking a blood tes with a
view to a thorough and methodical examination of the cae
(He had atheory that, as human bengs are bi-sxual in origin,
caes of a udden upward thrugt of the repressed s&x may some-
times occur. He further maintained diat there are numbers of
caxs where the predominance of the recognized s is insuffici-
ently characterized, with the reault that there are indications of
femininity in men and masculinity in women. He a dedlared
that a law of complementaries was often resppongble for the
mutual attraction of the sexes on the lines of the quettions here
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referred to, which are so little understood.) But Clementine
refused to be examined, the new turbulence of her blood causing
her to suspect evil intentions on the part of every male being,
doctorsincluded . . .

The hairy growth gave the good lady an energy which made
her forget the humiliations of the past and drove her to wild and
foolish behaviour. At the same time the blotchiness of her skin,
which had previously been limited to her cheeks, spread to such
an extent as to give it asmooth and even colour, more harmoni-
ous perhaps, but starding nevertheless, that suggested a confirmed
and inveterate imbiber of whisky. Her flesh grew hard and firm
and took on an appearance of parchment, while her festures
acquired those severe and finely chiselled outlines that denote a
strong and determined disposition. This naturally lymphatic
person became turbulent and resless Even her voice changed.
Having beenflac and colourless, with halting speech, it became
high-pitched and shrill, with nasd inflexions that carried sef-
asstiveness with them. As this excellent person had been a
litde deaf for afew years pagt, she would start making preposter-
ous remarks in a loud Voice, punctuated by bursts of sneering
and derisive laughter and dly, roguish looks, giving everybody
to understand that she had at long last come to redlize that
humanity is made up of scoundrels and fools, the worst of whom
were in her own immediate circle of friends.

Poor Clementine'srevival of youth as evidenced by the clothes
she wore was a terrible business she paraded the townin an ana
chronistic display of furbelows and flounces, glass beads and
bugles, brooches, flowered silks and shawls, all of which greatly
astonished the inhabitants. At the same time se plunged into
some reckless extravagance. This alarmed her family, especidly
Edmond, who supervised her expenditure. And it was this in
particular that drew his attention to the changes that had come
about in his dear old parent.

Then there came another blow, a still more terrible one. The
truth had to be faced: Clementine was smelling outrageously of
rum, to such an extent indeed that the emanations from her
grandmotherly kisses were a surprise even to her son's children.
She had acquired atagte for strong drink at the time of M. Euffée's
death. Her sorrow had disappeared but her taste for rum had
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increased. It was this beverage that was responsible for certain
gay and lively antics of hers, for the way the widow had of
displaying keen amusement, shared by no one dsg, over things
which she alone could se and understand; it was doubtless rum
that brought about her mad demonstrations of mischievous
delight, her sudden bursts of uncontrollable and roguish laughter
so out of keeping with her age as though this boisterous and
irrepressible dame had nothing dse to do but play tricks on her
contemporaries. When these attacks were at their worst, Clemen-
tine, having decked herself out in a fashion which delayed the
date of her birth by some twenty-five years, had a mania for
going out and making a round of cals upon other widows,
quiet old ladies who made no attempt to conceal their actua
age. These visits made a sensation.

There was one person, and one only, who was delighted at
this change, and this was the widow of General de Sainte-Foy,
who was completely undismayed by displays of eccentricity.
Oh the contrary, she saw in the new Clementine an aide-de-
camp in whose company she could carry on her good work and
even intensify her feminine campaign.

But Edmond was extremely upset by his mother's becoming
so turbulent, so gaudy in gppearance, and so much addicted to
rum.

"It's a disaster,” he said to Dr. Lavigerie.

"Oh, by no means," the doctor replied. With his mind con-
centrated on glandular secretions, he was becoming enthusiastic
over the widow's strange cae "I am wondering," he said,
"whether your mother's remarkable development will not open
up new horizons for medicine."

"What do you mean, Doctor?"

"Would it not be awonderful thing if a certain condition of
the glandular secretions—the causes of which we shall investigate
later on—were able to give back a state of adolescence, or some-
thing like it, to an organism that has grown old? Now matter
sudains the spirit, which disgppears when matter decays. |If,
then, one could improve the condition of matter, it is probable
that one would delay the coming, not only of death, but of
spiritual decline.”

"But youlre not going to tell me that my mother's
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extraordinary behaviour has put her on a higher spiritual
level ?"

"No, but it may be that her previous spiritual condition was
such as to make her insufficiently prepared to recelve an increase
of physical vigour. In any cae it is aways interesting to observe
what disturbances may be brought about in a person whose
spiritual condition is below the average, by an additional supply
of physical strength. The great discoveries in medicine have
been made from cases where there are clearly defined pathological
dates, not when the conditions are healthy and normal. Spesking
from a doctor's point of view, your mother is more interesting
at the present time than she has ever been in her life."

"Y ou don't think it would be a good thing to put her in a
mental home?"

"She is not asking for this?"

"Then | don't think you would have any right to do so.
We should have to wait till she became 0 incoherent &s to leave
no room for doubt. It may be that she hes an unconscious sexua
repression which was latent in her and is only now appearing.
Was your mother not cold when she was younger?"

"Now, look here, Doctor . . ."

"Y ou don't like my asking you that question? All right, my
dear chap, | respect your reticence where your mother is con-
cerned. But you will understand that when | ask questions |
have nothing but the patient, and his or her interests, in mind."

"l quite understand, Doctor. But your question goes back to
a time when there were certain things | didn't understand . . ."

"Very well, then, let us allow your mother's condition to
develop as it may, and just quietly wait for a crigs, if there is
to be one."

"But could the crisis not be staved of f?"

"My dear fellow, if medicine could prevent things happening,
what might it not accomplish! It observes and takes note—and
often without understanding. But it so happens that | personally
have a tage for trying to understand. That is why | talk to you
at such length about certain things."

"Doctor, oneword more. Do you think that my mother will
become insane, or fall into her dotage?'
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"Well, well," sad the doctor amiably, "1 can give you two
aternative progpects and the chances of ether happening are
about equal. Either her excited condition will grow geadily
worse, or e will break up completely . . . Thereis actually a
third alternative—that her immoder ate behaviour will continue,
with a picturesque dde to it, excessve and noisy if you like, but
on the whole likable and not unattractive. If that happens you
will not be able to prevent her from mixing in society and enjoy-
ing hersdf in that way. One sometimes s people happy over
a long period in a disordered mental condition, and getting
pleasure out of it."

"Really?" said Edmond, dismayed at hearing this. " But
therés the rum, Doctor . . ."

"Oh," sid the doctor, "the organiams of people who take to
alcohal late in life can keep up a prolonged resgance toit. . ."

" How do you account for my mother, who was sobriety itsdf,
taking to strong drink now, and rum in particular?"

"That is one of the features of her cae that are so fastinating.
Did she not have ancestors who wer e navigators, and spent much
time in the South Seas?'

"1 sem to have heard that my great-grandfather on my
mother's dde was in the merchant service and knocked about
dieworld alot before he sttled down and married . . "

"Very well, then," the doctor said, rubbing his hands' this
taking too much rum is a throw-back to the great-grandfather!
It's a migake to suppose that a man's tages are only transmitted
to the boys of the family. Hereditary traits reappear in whom
they will and at the moment they choose Y ou will find that
out for yoursdf one day."

"Perhaps. . ." Edmond said, ashe made a mental comparison
between his appetite for 1rma M oufeton and the ardent fedings
that bound the late M. Euffeto Riri Jumier. " Man isa grange
animal."

"You may well sy 90" the doctor agreed. " And he will ill
continue to agonish us | am awaysin raptures over him."

Thefact that themother of aman who wasnourishing palitical
ambitions was making hersdf conspicuous in the town by her
eccentric behaviour was creating an embarrasing Stuation. It
was obvioudy neessry to make an attempt to kegp this be-
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haviour withinlimits, by finding somevigilant person to supervise
and walk aongside Mme Euffe, with her bursts of mocking
laughter. Edmond decided to engage a lady companion who
would accompany his mother wherever she went. But the
difficulty wasto discover thisrara avis, who should be a person of
about the widow's own age, in aposition to give every guarantee
of a high moral standard, good education, and an unsdfish out-
look. One could not turn to people with very humble qudifica-
tions, to those sources from which the obscurer type of servant
is recruited. It seemed preferable to make one's search among
persons who had perhaps fallen from some previous high edtate,
or who at least had known better times. Edmond st to work in
this matter, making inquiriesin all directions, from IrmaMoufe-
ton to the widow of General de Sainte-Foy; and he dso caled
inthe aid of afew old ladies With a passon for good works.

A maiden lady of fifty-five summers was procured for the
Euffes, Caroline Tupier by name, who had spent many years of
humiliation and flattery in middle-class circles, whence she had
drawn her subsstence, after reverses of fortune. She had been
ruined by an infamous brother and abandoned by a fiance who
was merely a fortune-hunter. Having spent thirty years in
polishing up the account of her misfortunes, se had made a
moving story out of them. The old ladies in the happy possesson
of independent means were entranced; for its harrowing episodes
enabled them the better to appreciate their own security and
good fortune. And so it was that Caroline Tupier had excellent
references in her possesson when she arrived to introduce herself
to Edmond and offer him, together with her own personal
experience of misfortune, promises of devotion to a poor lady
who sometimes raved and talked drivelling nonsense.

The danger was that M me Euffe, who had grown extremely
stubborn, might refuse to adapt herself to a bodyguard so augere
and forbidding in gppearance as Caroline Tupier. But it came
as a delightful surprise to the family when, shortly afterwards,
they observed that the two ladies got on wonderfully together
and seemed inseparable.

After severa months had gone by Edmond discovered the
explanation of this perfect harmony when one day he chanced
to meet M me Euffe and her inseparable lady companion. Mme
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Euffe's cheeks were a lovely garnet-red, and the natural accom-
paniment of a reckless, devil-may-care display of high spirits
which, in a public street, was distinctly unfortunate. It was not
difficult to attribute the lady's gaiety and the colour of her face
to rum. Edmond looked severdly at Caroline Tupier in order
to draw her attention to his mother's condition and obtain the
necessay explanation. But the lady companion's complexion
was itself no less highly coloured than M me Euffe's; her laughter
was even more strident, her balance less assured; and as for her
breath, its fragrance was no more nor less than that of an old
cask. These ladies had a common passion for alcohol; hence
their mutual understanding. Caroline Tupier drank more than
her mistress, who had sometimes to support her lady companion
who, when the occason arose, rendered her a similar service.

Caroline Tupier was dismissed, and a further search had to
be undertaken. Inquiries were made at the Anti-alcoholic League,
which supplied a widow who limped, was on a milk diet, and
wnnted two hours off every day for her prayers. She went to
Mass every morning, took an hour in the afternoon for telling
her beads and went back to the church in the evening. Un-
fortunately this edifying person stole sugar, coffee, Italian pastry,
and generally spesking, everything eatable that was kept in
cupboards—not to mention small sums of money. She dso had
to be dismissed. M me Euffe was giving great trouble.

"None of this would have happened,” Clare sad, "if that
crazy creature Lucie had done her duty. She should have stayed
with her mother and looked &fter her for the rest of her life!
What is the use of having plain daughters if they desert you like
the others!"

"But Lucie wanted to work out her own life . .." Edmond
said.

"Work out her ownlife!" Claire exclaimed, with a mocking
laugh. "You're talking like the lower orders who won't keep
to their own proper station. It is just because the common people
have been taught that famous 'right to work out one's own life'
that one can't get any servants nowadays. And now you ae
wanting to be a sociadist member of Parliament!"

"Oh, socialiss—it's not that | care about,” Edmond said. "I
should like to be a member, that'sal "
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"And in order to be a member you are prepared to break away
from your own party!"

"From my party, my party! Well, the fact is that they are at
a great disadvantage. They wish to safeguard their money and
have nothing to promise to their constituents. The people on
the Left, on the other hand, can promise the eectors our money,
which doesn't belong to them. It gives them an enormous pull
over us."

"Still," Claire said, "the men of our party stand for order
and stability."

"But the populace doesn't demand order. In any case taking
it all round, they've got it already, and they take it for granted.
What they are clamouring for are advantages, privileges. We
must wait till the Left grows rich, and then the Right will have
an effective programme for elections—to tempt the electorswith
the fortunes of their political opponents.”

"Then does all your politics dangle round this question~of
money and wealth?"

"Goodness me, one talks alot, but really | don't s that there
is much ds at dake beyond this—you take or you keep. So
the Left starts out armed with an active and practically unlimited
programme, whilethe programme of the Right, whichis merely
passive, has no interest for the masses"

"Tell me now," Claire aked him one day, "why is it that
you are so bent on becoming a member?"

"Well, it ssams to me that in my position it is rather my duty
to take some part in the busness of running the country. And |
might become a Minister one day . .

The elections came on. At the last moment Edmond hesitated
and stood as a candidate with moderate views. A socidist was
elected. This satback embittered him. The standard of living
had fallen, and the efects of the crisis were felt in his busnes
It was all very well to sy that people must adways est, but
nevertheless the turnover in the branch establishments of the
Silken Net was going down, with no corresponding diminution
in the general expenses. Privations and hardships were becoming
a necessity: and they had to be accepted by everybody, without
the propertied dass having to bear the whole cost of the reforms.
Edmond was of opinion that the country wasin neetl of profound
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changes, of some srong, energetic leadership and firm contral.
The morethought he gaveto the subject, the less digpleasing to
him did the conception of dictatorship become. This conception,
which had been tried out in some of the European nations, had
given good results Furthermore, a dictator could not fail to
call upon the srvices of capable men, of men who had recently
come into prominence, and there would be no need for these
men to expose themsdves to the basmess and scurvy tricks of
eectioneering . . .



CHAP. XIIl: SUNSHINE OVER THE ALPS

ARRIVING in England at the age of twenty, Germain Euffe was
captivated by the immensity and variety of London, captivated
by the English countryside, with all its greenness, and itsimposing
and stately country nouses in their framing of beautiful trees.
He was charmed by the golf and the tennis, and by the way in
which those games are played over there, with their delicate
indgstence on the requirements of fair play. And lasdy, he was
delighted by the English ways of life, which allow of so liberal
a measure of freedom, by giving a wide interpretation to the
conception of independence which, with them, involves none
of the indiscretions of French provincial life. The Englishman
usss his egotism in away that is the most comfortable for himself
and the leest embarrassing for other people, since it leads him
never to ask questions and never to be surprised at anything.
But this particular manifestation of egotism, which results in
the egotist's being very self-centred, cuts right across the need of
the Latin races to tell everything that is in their minds to some
third person. There arelimitsto self-revelation to overstep which
surprise and shock the British, who are not in the least curious
about your feelings. When a French boy hes just had an ad-
venture of the kind which had brought together and then
separated Flavie and Germain, his friends soon know all about it.
Germain was dying to talk about Flavie, to show her photograph,
to hear people saying to him that she if anyone, must be a
woman who could inspire a great passion. But apart from the
difficulty of telling his story in a language of which he knew
little, Germain redlized that it would fail to interest his new
companions. Their politeness was beyond reproach, but it was
irresponsive and restrained, and no one seemed in the least anxious
to learn a great deal about the young Frenchman. He was
admitted to British homes that he might taste British pleasures
in their own calm and stolid way, and enjoy their comfort and
their ways of life, but he had no authority to go beyond the
bounds of British reserve in all matters relating to private life,
even by speaking of his own. There are things in England which
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are not done. It is on the impossibility of doing them that a
particular element in British life, and the liberalism which pro-
ceeds from it, ae based. But apart from the necessty for this
reserve Germain could take, with young and charming English
girls, libertieswhich aFrench girl could not have allowed without
compromising herself serioudy and losing the respect of ail her
friends. But this very daring behaviour was all one with the
British refusd to become interested in other people's lives and
actions, everyone being of sufficient stature to know what he
should do and shoulder the responsibility for doing it. It seemed
to Germain that this point of view had its compensations, of
which he took advantage by indulging in a few pleasant flirta-
tions. English girls have some charming moments of surrender,
which they know how to check at the right moment, but what
they do concede is more than worth while. Germain became
fascinated by this plessant dalliance, which was of a kind quite
new to him, and proved a great asigance to him in his study of
the English language, in which he made play with the tenderest
tones of voice.

In spite of al this he had his days of homesickness and depres-
sion, and the terrible English Sundays bored him to death. It
was boredom that made him buy some books. He made dis-
coveries of Shakepeare, Byron, Shelley, and the English novelists.
Within quite a short soace of time he could read the different
authors in the original text and do so in the surroundings of a
completely English atmosphere. He st out to do a great ded
of reading, to discover agpects of the world and life in generd
through the medium of English literature. Because it was
foreign, this literature struck him as being original and he was
deeply moved by it. A further reason why it so touched him
was that his discovery went hand in hand with that of the pretty
Margaret Swales, with whom he was in love.

As often happens as a sequel to an all-absorbing love, Germain
was in search, among otner women, of a woman of Flavie
Lacail's type. He believed that he had found her in Margaret
Swales, an English girl with dark hair and far from angular. It
is a the same time possible that the likeness between Flavie and
Margaret was not very noticeable. The latter was younger with
a more dender figure, and the mystery of her personality was
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less striking than in the caee of a young woman of thirty with a
full knowledge of her own feminine temperament and character,
which have left their mark upon her. The pretty Margaret stood
hesitating and uncertain on the threshold of her own life, not
knowing to what extent she was influenced by her ambitions,
her senses or her dreams.  She wias still taking as her guide those
vague myths that occupy a young girl's mind, and ae related
to such things as the colour of the beloved's eyes, the elegance of
his figure, the quality of his voice. In any event she was too
thoroughly English to behave incautiously with a young man
from the Continent, though she thought Germain's fair hair and
skin delightful, and that there was some strange charm about
him that was lacking in the young men of her own race.

Through Margaret Swaes Germain learned the infinite re-
sources of the English kiss, and certain ways of remaining virginal,
diabolically disturbing, which the charming creature had. For
at the very moment when, dizzied by romantic setting, moon-
light, and lovers dghs, another girl would have lost her head,
this delicious daughter of Albion kept the marriage contract
steadily in view and protected herself againgt the contingency of
afinal surrender no less carefully than the men of her isand would
protect the approaches to the Suez Canal. At the same time, de
aways managed, asagirl with an eye to the main chance, to get
al she could out of her acquiescences thus grudgingly given.
But she had the faculty, too, of emerging from these skirmishes,
which left her somewhat dishevelled, with the appearance of the
proverbial child-wife, like Dorain David Copperfield.

These sweet encounters, mingled with the poetry of an English
evening that is born of Shakegpearean parks and hills, peopled
by witches and fairies, threw Germain completely off his balance.
He returned in hede to Grenoble to announce to Edmond that
he was engaged to be married, and to ak him to spead the
attainment of his happiness by helping him with his marriage to
the most dazzling and tenderesc "Miss" that the world had ever
known.

"1 think you must beill," Edmond sad to him coldly. "In
the first place, to marry at your age is a piece of stupidity. But
to marry a foreigner wbuld be sheer madness.”

"Oh," Germain said, "I ek English fluently now, and
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Margaret is learning French. We can understand each other
perfecdy."

"You young idiot!" Edmond sad to him. "One never
understands a woman of another race perfectly. It's hard enough
to understand a woman of one's own country!"

"But how can you judge without knowing Margaret? | can
assure you that we have the same tades in sport, literature,
painting, music."

"Good heavens!" Edmond exclaimed. "Just because she hes
some opinions of her own on painting and literature and music,
this English girl of yours, thenit'sall up withyou!"

"But Claire has opinions on those things, hasn't she!"

"Yes," Edmond said, with his face suddenly clouded.

"Yes, se has Anyhow, that's her busness. But you're not
going to compare Claire, who represents a very large and im-
portant local business, with your young lady—what is she any-
way? |s ghe rich, your English girl? Of course you haven't the
dightest idea. Do you suppose by chance that an Englishwoman,
if e had everything she needed in her own country, would
come and live on the Continent just for love of you?"

"l asure you that you are wrong,” Germain said. " | f only
you knew Margaret... In any cae why shouldn't she love
me?"

"She may love you, but only as an English girl loves. In the
sane way that the English can't colonize without their minds
being fixed on petrol and diamonds. She loves you as a
convenience.”

"1 repeat, Edmond, that you don't know her and that you
would be astonished if you saw her. And you know that it's
quite enough for me to love awoman for you to find her hateful.
Thefirst time it was Flavie. Now it's Margaret.”

"Y ou must agree diat Flavie was impossible after the scandd,
when you were contemplating making her into something more
than an ordinary mistress. But ook here now, if | had to choose
between two pieces of foolishness, | would rather you married
someone like Flavie Lacail. She comes from Domene, from our
own valeys. But an English girl—it's the height of folly! Come
now, there are plenty of girlsin Grenoble or Lyonwho would do
for you all light, if you really fed you must get married."
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"l don't fed that at all," Germain said. "But | can't live
without Margaret."

"Oh, very well, then, now we're starting all over again! Y ou
couldn't live without Flavie, and you are getting on without her
magnificently. And now it's the young lady from London who
h?]slctl)ecome indispensable to you. You ae behaving like a
child."

"1 love her!" Germain said.

"Have it your own way, then!" Edmond replied. "But what
with your English girl and Lucie's Bruno, it looks like our
descendants being a pretty mixed lot! |If Father were to se
this. . ."

"Oh, you're wrong there. Father had nothing to say against
the English."

"But | have nothing againgt the English either!" Edmond
exclamed. "In their own country they are charming. There
are very pretty Englishwomen, exceedingly pleasant to look at,
to meet at tea or at tennis-parties. But when one is a Frenchman,
one doesn't land one's family with an English girl. Thosepeople
are meant to keep to themselves. Y ou have only to se the way
they behave to know that."

"But you must distinguish between the men and the women.
The women are much more adaptable.”

"l don't think so for amoment," Edmond said. "TheEnglish
never adapt themselves, neither the men nor the women. It's
you who have to do the adapting. That is their great strength.
But | myself prefer not to be up againgt it."

There was no help for it. Germain married his Margaret, who
was certainly a most attractive girl, with an air of childish
innocence about her. But beneath that outward appearance one
could detect the vigorous and determined temperament of a
young woman copiously nourished on underdone roast bef,
eggs, smoke-curea pork, haddock, fruit and vegetables, cakes
and butter, puddings, baked-custard tarts, and jam. That appear-
ance further concealed an unshakable egotism, solidly based upon
a firm conviction of the superiority ofeverything English, with
Shakespeare and the Home Fleet at the pinnacle of all those
glories,

Germain had known Margar et during a-time of Holiday, with
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a continuous round of excursions, picnics, boating parties on
the Thames, or perhaps a short stay in ahotel with a few friends;
when the only prospect was one of happy enjoyment with com-
plete freedom from any tiresome restraint. It was a caee aways
of being with friends for pleasure's sske done—carefree pleasure,
sfefrominterruption. Itwasideal. But our ordinary, everyday
lives have a different aspect atogether, with their worries over
questions of ways and means, housekeeping, cooking, mainten-
ance and supervision. Germain soon grew weary of having an
interior which was beginning to resemble that of a boarding-
house, with everything thrown down here, there, and every-
where, in a hurly-burly of the continual comings and goings of
this person and that. Margaret expected to be waited upon without
trouble to hersdf, even in the thick of both wastage and con-
fusion. She had no conception of any responsibilities other than
those which affected her own health or mood, and thought of
nothing but these and her exercise, her sports and games, her
hours of rest, her visits to art galeries and museums, and the
usua tea-parties. She seemed to have no idea whatever that this
particular design for living might have consequentia effects upon
the spirits and date of mind of her companion. Incidentaly,
women found her a plessant friend; she never expected them
to put themselves out for her any more than e did for
them.

Claire was no less of an egotist than Margaret, and for this
reason the two sisters-in-lav might have got on well together,
might have met on the common ground of their belief in the
pre-eminence of their own sex. But Claire's egotism was essen
tially French and based on thelittle vanities and precautions com-
mon to her dass Margaret's brand of egotism took no account
of these, ignoring them with the calm confidence natural to a
girl belonging to the race for which the vast populations of
world-wideDominionsareworking. Shewasliving at Grenoble
in the same way as she would have lived at Singapore or in
India, and giving people theimpression that she regarded a French
family as a sort of club at which she spent her leisure hours.
She did not begin to understand French motives and points
of view, or found them paltry and absurd. Her indifference
was no less extreme, and it was unshakable. She exasperated
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Claire, but lost not a whit of her own serenity, being merely
astonished at the French mania for having a finger in other
peopl€e's pies.

To sve himself from having to admit that he had made a
mistake, Germain stood up for Margaret, and did his utmost to
display a cheerful countenance to the members of his family. As
long as he kept up this attitude everyone, without saying it in
so many words, made considerable efforts to let him s that his
marriage had been afirst-class blunder. But everyone dso dis-
covered excellent qualities in that nice little Margaret, together
with a host of excuses for her, when eighteen months later
Germain, comingroundto hisfamily'sway of thinking, declared
that he had had enough and more than enough of it, and that
at all costs he must get adivorce. Claire hersdf, while detesting
Margaret, put loyalty to her own sex above every other con-
sideration. She could not endure a woman's being dismissed,
and would only recognize divorce if the husband were the guilty
party. Furthermore, Margaret, simply on account of her failure
to fall in with French manners and customs, was an important
person in the Euffe family, whom she was constantly supplying
with themesfor conversation and criticism. |If she were no longer
there, the otherswoul d beleft without the standard of comparison
by means of which the superiority of the French family, the
French woman, French customs, French orderliness and method,
French politeness, good manners, and wit were being constantly
displayed. Never at any time before this young Englishwoman
had come amongst them had the Euffes been so pleased with
themsalves, so proud of their refinement, of their high degree
of courtesy and of tolerance. They were coming to regard them-
sdves for good and all as altruistic people.

Germain yielded to the arguments they put forward and agreed
to exercise his soul in patience for alitde while longer. In point
of fact he was rather proud of being the only young man in
Grenaoble to have married an English girl. Margaret could not
do without England and had to make a stay there every year,
like a colonial who returns to the mother country. She came
back newly soaked each time in the manners and outlook of her
own land, and filled with fresh English prejudice which, with
srength revived, cameinto collision with French prgudice, and
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for a month or two gave a fresh fillip to peopl€'s interest in
Germain's marriage to aforeign girl.

As soon as the cold weather arrived Margaret departed for
winter sports, after which she put in some time in the South, at
Cannes or St. Raphael, where English people abound. She had
the Englishwoman's faculty of living aone, with cigarettes,
books, bridge, and a minimum of conversation. She surprised
the French women by her ways of behaving like a man, for
whom tobacco, acoholic drinks, and the frequenting of bars is
of primary importance. She thought of marriage as celibacy with
a man to share it. When Germain came to s her, she received
him as though he were a pleasant companion for a hotel life,
but still by no means indispensable.

From the day when it was proved that Germain had ceasd
to take any interest in his wife and was openly unfaithful to her,
dear Margaret was taken under her wing by Claire who, ceasing
to criticize her, now began to show her pity. Margaret as little
wished for pity as she did for blame. But there was no question
of that in the sympathy she recelved. The Euffe family had now
taken charge of the foreign girl and were adopting a moral and
generous attitude towards her, saying that after all the poor child
had been handicapped by the strange way in which she had been
brought up and that one could hardly reproach her for this.
Margaret was undeniably pretty, and there was something rather
quaint about her prettiness. Claire was beginning to spesk with
satisfaction of her "English sister-in-law who might have come
straight out of a novel by Meredith or Huxley, with a very
original personality." It was a peculiarity of Claire's that every-
thing with which she came in contact acquired thereby a stamp
of originality, rarity, and social brilliance. In her hands Margaret
acquired the reputation of being a rather strange, unusual kind
of young woman, of gentle birth, with many relationsamong the
"gentry" of London.

Germain, who was now breaking away from Margaret, met
Flavie Lacail once more—which in a town like Grenoble was
inevitable. His former mistress had the same glamour as of old,
and it was not hard to se that the fires of passion were still
smouldering within her. Her rich, abundant masss had logt
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none of their firmness. Germain was deeply stirred when his
eyes fell once more upon that lovely bosom which had given
him delight when he was but nineteen years old. It was certainly
true that since then he had enjoyed, through Margaret, thejoys
of romance. But thosejoys had barely gone beyond the prelim-
inary dages of love. Margaret married was far indeed from
having fulfilled the promise of Margaret in England, that girl
of mystery, with her background of bright, gay cottages and
old Gothic mansions shrouded in curtains of ancient trees, and her
fedlings expressed in a delicious farrago of would-be French. At
such times as his thoughts dwelt upon pleasure of a certain kind,
he would say to himself that he knew nothing that could be com-
pared with Flavie when she gave him the bold, resourceful ex-
perience of her thirty years of life and all the treasures it con-
tained. He saw, from the look she gave him, that her passon for
himwasstill intact, that shewassstill thinking of him asonewhom
she could never forget.

* He decided to s® her again from time to time, for their
meetings would no longer involve the same risks as they had
before. Further, he no longer feared, protected as he was by
his marriage, that Flavie would be more than a whim or fancy
in his hfe; and one is not fired at by the same individual on more
than one occasion. They met in secret. They found that some
coldness had crept into their embraces, and this was somewhat
slow to depart. Their mutual enjoyment and pleasure were
revived when Flavie uttered her sweet endearments as of old,
her deep, repeated cries of delight and joy. But the old fires had
burnedlow, at least in Germain, who had lost hisformer illusions.
He needed the stimulus of romance, which henceforth would be
lacking in thfs affair. His nervous, irresolute, complicated nature
was requiring from one and the same being Flavie's own volup-
tuousness together with the poetry of the Margaret with her
English setting and his own first avowals of love.

At the age of twenty-five Germain was faced with the fact
that his hfe, so far as his deeper fedings were concerned, was a
failure, that his family life was disordered and adrift. With his
thoughts now directed to the future, he returned to his plan for
divorce, and marriage to some heathy Grenoble girl, so that
he might have children and a properly run house. He thought
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that by these means he would be able to adjust his life and restore
its true balance. He unbosomed himself to Edmond, who replied:

"That is how you should have started in the first instance. |
did everything | could to spare you the English episode, which
was bound to end badly. Then | advised you to keep Margaret,
S0 as to give her a chance, and allow yourself time to get a little
older. But you are quite free to do as you wish."

The divorce took place. Sixteen months later Germain married
Marie-Therese Marousson, who had every appearance of pos-
ses9ng good solid bourgeoisqualitiesand would bring him afairly
good dowry. She lost no time in presenting him with twins.
Then e became again enceinte. Then again. She was a doleful,
whining creature, rather overwhelmed by the frequency of her
confinements. Everything in the house was secondary to the
infants, who turned it into a howling nursery, in the midst of
which Marie-Therese, easy-going, languid and flabby, kept smil-
irfg at al the cries and catastrophes, in a little world of damp
napkins, bibs, breskages, diarrhoea, and mesedes She had given
up al atempts at looking smart and well dressed, and spent
whole days in a dressing-gown, exhausted with nursing.

Germain began to miss the romance of Margaret and the
sensud delight which Flavie Lacail had given him. In this dis-
ordered date of his fedings he occupied himself in an unsuccesstul
attempt to think out a few rules of conduct which later on he
might instil into his children and teach them how to live. Some-
times he sad to himself that he had taken a wrong direction,
contrary to his real nature—that of an artist, he thought it was.
During the romantic period of his life (the English period) he
had toyed with the idea of writing. He was keeping a few poems
written during that time and reproaching himself for not having
persevered in this direction. But it was too late now. Marie-
Therese was expecting another child. He himself was harnessed
to the Silken Net, where he was in charge of the deliveries
section. Life was keeping around his neck the iron collar of
obligations and duties. He was too honest to evade them.

But there was one part of himsef—the bedt, perhaps—tha
was remaining unsatisfied. He was conscious of aspirations which
were failing to find an oudet. Some portion of his being, which
he was hesitating to call his soul, was finding it impossible to
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expand in the company of that good creature Marie-Therese, so
prolific, so unconcerned, who was allowing her figure, as she
did everything dse around her, to go to rack and ruin, in ahouse
where the carpets were becoming little swamps owing to the
babies, whose incontinence was looked upon with rather too
indulgent an eye.

Germain embarked on the task of carving out for himself a
life of the mind, to be kept well apart from the clamour and
confusion created in theflat by his offspring. He shut himself up
in aroom which no one dse was allowed to enter. He bought a
rhyming dictionary and applied himself in secret to a study of the
art of poetry. His previous poems had frequently transgressed
the rules of prosody. He wished to start at the beginning and
master the form, before tackling the sources of inspiration with
alarge

Nevertheless hewrotewith difficulty, though hewas conscious
that his mind was teeming with things to express. These things
were sparkling, fairy-like, in some rose-pink, misty region far
away. But no sooner did his pen begin to s& them down on
paper than they became deplorably commonplace. The nymphs
and water-sprites were changed into witches, and old women in
their dotage.

Germain understood that one cannot write poems as one drafts
commercial letters. What is required is a sate of trance favour-
able to inspiration; a man must be transformed into a visionary.
Poets have their stimulants, sometimes their drugs. Germain

povided himself with a cupboard well stocked with drinks, and

ought himself an excellent assortment of pipes. Before setting
to work he would fill a pipe methodically and light it with care.
After that these was nothing like a good glass of some old liqueur
mingling its own aromawith that of the tobacco smoke, while
the latter was coiling itself in and out of one's iridescent dreams.
Germain would pour himself out a glass of Armagnac or old
brandy and sip it slowly. Then he would become immersed in
an anthology and thus find himself on a level with the poets.
After that there would be a second glass of some liqueur, with
more to follow, and fresh pipes .. .

But it wasin vain that he awaited that moment when hewould
bewriting at the dictation of the angels, with blithe and nimble
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pen flying over the paper with never an erasure, and leaving
thereon, with playful ease, gems of inspiration and idess of genius.
For he had aways imagined that inspiration was like tha—a
divine facility granted to the artist for afew brief moments and
raising him tar above ordinary men (the only difficulty being to
discover therules, which differ in eech individual casg, favouring
a dtate of receptivity). Make trial as he would of every kind of
liqueur and every pattern of pipe, still hismuse remained adeepy-
head, an idler and alazy-bones. Fountain penin hand, hewould
sit dazed and vacant with a sheet of paper before him and his head
buzzing with a noisy din of words elusive and hard to catch,
which he could never bring to heel and put in order. He might
succeed in building up an octosyllable or an alexandrine. But
after that it was the devil's own job to fit out a second line to go
beneath it. He would moil and toil for hours, making little
scribbles on his shet of paper, and these in turn made him lose
the thread of his ideas. Where, then, did die secret lie? What is
so baffling in art is the lack of apparent means. He would take
up the anthologies once more, and read a passage like this:

Ah! que le temps vienne
Ou les coaurs seprennent!

Or again:
Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, lavie & la
Simple et tranquille
Cette paisble rumeur-la
Vient de laville.

And farther on:

M on beau navire 0 mamemoire
Avons-nous asz navigue

Dans une onde mauvaie a boire
Avons-nous asz divague

De la bdle aube au triste soir.

You will never get people to believe that you have to take
‘]our head in both hands to think out little thingslike that, which
ook mere trifles. But they are incredibly difficult. And the
simpler they lopk—almost childish perhaps—the harder they are!
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That was what Germain Euffe discovered every evening. And
he went to bed late with a touch of headache and his mouth
clammy from having drunk too much Armagnac and smoked
too many pipes, after slipping his paper into a drawer which he
then carefully locked.

He tried his hand at poems of a simple and homely type, and
produced the following, with which he was decidedly pleased,
having worked hard at it and polished it throughout three
successve  evenings.

Humble lecks and pineapple,
Mackerel, sardines,

Tunny-fish or butter,

Spinach, cheese, and beans.

Beverages of every kind,

Fruit, brioches, or cake,

Summer sdads, winter soups,

All of theseyoutake

Away with you—now don't forget!—
From the famous SILKEN NET.

"Dear me," he said to himself, "I must show that to Bob.
He's dways on the look-out for dogans for our advertising. We
could have some advertisements in rhyme in the Dauphine
Gazette and so give them a definite literary flavour. Yes, 1'l1
gpesk to him about it to-morrow."

Bob de Bazair was now presiding over the degtinies of the
Silken Net as a third partner with his two brothers-in-law. It
seemed to him that this collaboration, which incidentally enabled
all the family asds to be kept together, was not without its
humorous side. It dso had the advantage of making supervision
exger at atime when those who were directing the business had
no wish to work from twelve to fourteen hours a day as M.
Constant Euffe had done in his prime, when he was building up
the fortunes of his firm. But Bob, not wishing to be mixed up
in the haggling over prices of groceries, had taken over the
publicity sde of the business which demands a resourceful,
inspiriting and persuasive turn of mind. He had people working
under his orders, perfecting continually changing methods of
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advertisement and of tapping fresh sources of custom. Upon this
work of management he spent about two hours a day only, for
he hit upon the most marvellous idess when out walking, or
devoting histime to other forms of activity.

Acting in accordance with the programme which he had
awayshad in mind, he had gained afooting inimportant societies
of which, withthe help of hisaristocratic name, he had contrived
to become a member of the executive committees. He had little
or no difficulty in making money by this means, and was con-
tinually increasing the range of his busness connections and
acquaintances, which was beginning to extend beyond the limits
of Grenoble itself. It was his opinion that the descendants of
aristocrats should not adopt a standoffish attitude in a democratic
community, however deplorable the latter may be, but should
get all they could out of it. And injustice to democracy it must
be admitted that it does continue to pay aristocrats a tribute of
admiration and make some efforts—by means, at least, of its
limited liability companies and the dowries of its young women
—to give them back some of the privileges of which it formerly
deprived them. Bob de Bazair had soon come to redize the
advantages to be obtained through the possession of atitle borne
with dignity and adroitly kept to the fore.

Life, thought Bob, after much taking stock of what he saw
around him, is simply a question of material organization. Itis
far less amatter of living in order to do something or other than
itisof doing something in order to live—and to live as pleasantly
as one can. (Things might be better, but that is how they are!)
Inany cae it is by no means essy to know how to live pleasandy,
and few there are who succeed in doing so. And as for living
harmoniously, elegantly, with a certainlordly detachment, that
is more difficult still. (To succeed in that, an innate conviction
of being perfecdy well adleto livein some quite different way is
probably necessary.) Bob had watched Germain Euffe flounder-
ing about in marital experiment, with touching but misplaced
and clumsy faith, without finding any of that pleasure and
satisfaction which would have been hisjust due. He ssw Edmond
belittled and shrinking under the cold patronage of his wife,
only to acquire in Grenoble circles an importance of a father
laughable kind. He, watched people striking attitudes, pretend-
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ing to be other than they really were, with one man trying to
hide his weskness, another his fear, another his covetousness or
his lust, another his disgust with himself. He listened to people
talking of courage, of duty, of unsdfishness, while nearly every
one of them, governed by fear, with only the most witless con-
ception of where their own interests really lay, refused to take
the very dightest of risks or sacrifice one j ot or tittle of their fine
programmes. |t made him smile from pity.

Thisiswhat he felt—that all our actions that are wholehearted
and sincere arise out of a deep-seeted feeling of eese and freedom.
To live as he was living now, without bragging but free from
al fdse constraint, gave him joy and gladness every day. He
had come to regard his own pleasure amost in the light of aduty,
thinking that there was no better occupation, that perhaps there
never would be a better, in a mediocre and basdly greedy world.
But he knew quite well that he had within him a reserve of
strength which would enable him to face up to any adventure,
to any danger, to any upheava of whatsoever kind it might be;
that he was well able to look death itself in the face, without
trembling before it overtook him. That inner strength of his,
when he was in repose, was hidden by a mask of liglessness and
indifference, but it was there none the less He was nothing if
not the descendant of a few stout and vigorous adventurers, who
in their own day had gone the pace, and died with a word of
defiance on their lips. He felt that he too could meet death as
befitted a man of his noble line; and this seemed to him to make
all things easy, to atone for everything.

(He was to die—aone of those inhabitants of Grenoble of
whom we have written here—in battle on the 14th May 1940,
in Belgium, as a lieutenant in command of an advanced section
of hiscompany. He died in the radiance of alovely spring morn-
ing, in which until the moment of his death he had taken keen
delight; he died without having seen the war as anything but a
kind of thrilling Valkyries' ride in which he felt, in every fibre
of his being, more esse and freedom than he had ever known
before. Andyet, for twenty-four hours past, he had been saying
to himself: It looks as though this show is going to crash.
Y ou'd think that awhol e bunch of Captain Bidonswererunning
i t!" But no fear had gripped him, no panic touched bi n. Despite
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the shilly-shallying of warriors and the wavering uncertainty of
the situation, he for his part had the pleasurable satisfaction of
feeling, just at the critical moment, the old imperturbable calm
of the de Bazairs setding within him, with the knowledge that
he had afirm hold of those secret portions of his being which
in others may give way altogether, but which in him were
grouping themsdves in a pile of trusty weapons. When the
deadly burst of machine-gun fire caught him, Bob de Bazair
was wondering at the incipient fury of batde being accompanied
by the scent of flowersand the radiance of alovely morning taken
unawares. He was smiling with pleasure at this. The smile still
stayed upon his lips in death, for death did not come to him as
a shattering. He knew nothing of the tense moment of appre-
hension, the terror lest suddenly the world be blotted out. His
death was a smooth and easy ending to his story, and it |eft his
memory free from any recollection of him other than as a
young man with an abundance of youthful grace, of charm and
daring.)

But we arein 1935. No one is thinking of the death of Bob
de Bazair, and he less than anyone. If tremendous and sinister
events are looming ahead, they are still in shadow, and the whole
world averts its eyes from those signs which may mar its pesce
of mind and alarm the sdfish rich. It ssams as though life were
flowing in one vast stream of happiness and bliss, a stream that is
growing ever wider. Between Paris, Cannes, Lyon, Grenable,
Annecy, MegEve, and Chamonix, Bob comes and goes cease
lesdy, at the steering-wheel of powerful cars, he isin universa
request; everywhere he is received with open arms. He makes
money, and spends it, with amazing facility. He squanders it
rightroyally, taking it wherever hefindsit, without being over-
scrupulous. His lack of scruples is redeemed by the complete
absnce of any sordid motive. Money to him is but a game,
counters which he takes from the automatic machines of destiny,
only to gamble with them dsawhere. His strength lies in his
being capable of ruining himself and then starting again, as he
sys from zero. The goddess of Chance likes these people who
will force asituation, these tight-rope walkers, these young lords
who save the face of a century notable for middle-dass dottiina-
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tion and mean and petty greed. Bob de Bazair is never ruined.
On the contrary, the higher the dakes for which he plays, the
more readily does Fate crown with success his instincts as gambler
or gentleman of fortune. A strange epoch it is—one in which
nothing is deserved and everything is obtained. There are days
when Bob is sick to death of this effortless drawing of winning
numbers. Then he carves himself another dice of life, as it were
a second helping of roast beef, and so—on with the good work!
When one sees those wealthy profiteers with their ugly mugs, it
would be too stupid atogether not to go one better than those
wretched people—not to ride them down as they deserve. You
must take your period as you find it; it isn't every century that
can offer you crusades, romantic wars, epic adventure . . .

Such was Bob de Bazair, at the threshold of his maturity. He
had decided to get all the amusement he could out of everything.
And he was still getting it when that morning he returned to
Germain his little poem of the previous day:

"l didn't know you had this talent. One ought to be able to
make use of that litde thing. It's really very good. Do you think
you could give me the stuff for a publicity campaign carried on
by means of these rhymed couplets, to appear at certain
intervals?'

"Yes, | think | could,” Germain replied. "But | should have
to be given some short notice each time. | only want to supply
thingswith areal literary flavour inthem. By the way, it would
be nice of you not to mention this to Edmond. | would rather
he didn't know that these litde poems were written by me."

"l quite understand,” Bob said. "1 won't let anyone into the
scret. |s Marie-Therbe well?"

"Yes. | left her on al fours in the drawing-room, with the
children. And Alberte?"

"Alberte is in splendid form, thanks very much. Are you
coming to tennis this afternoon? The season will soon be over.
We ought to get in a few more days play."

"Who will be staying at the office?

"Edmondwill certainly be here. Hewent toVoiron yesterday
to sehislrma. We can hand the firm oyer to him to-day. Will
you come?"

"l am not in form ..."
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"L ook here," sad Bob, "there's something wrong with you!
Overdoing the intellectual work, perhaps?*

"The intellectual work is a wholesome distraction for me, |
get a queer sort of feeling. | think about life . . ."

"Y ou should live without thinking. Anything else?'

"1t will soon be ten years snce Father died. After his death,
all of us, and you too by your marriage, became the Euffe heirs,
the heirs of a man who had succeeded in working his way up by
his own efforts. It was then our turn to feel oursdves full of
plans and possibilities. Will you tell me what good all that has
done us?'

"Y ou really are much too complex in the way you think!"
Bob said. "How can you be happy if you live like that? You
are Germain Euffe, alucky heir, and don't you forget it."

"Yes, but the thing is tnat | should have liked to do better, to
distinguish myself in something or other, even if it meant abig
effort on my part. | should like to begin all over again. | don't
know if you follow me?"

"Oh, perfectly, perfectly!" Bob said. "ldess like that have
sometimesflashed acrass my mind too. When it happens, what
| do isto drive three hundred miles at an average of sixty,"or |
play poker al night, or | get through aflask of whisky. Y ou seg
old chap, we have to make the best of a badjob. | was reading
the other day that there are nearly two milliards of human beings
on this planet. Each of usislost in this huge mass. Some people
emerge, but they are few and far between. Y ou can't yourself
choose to be one of them. That is decided quite apart from any
will of our own."

"Then the Euffe family—the Euffe heirs—what does that
mean?"

" My poor old chap, it'ssimply abourgeoislabel—nothing more.
Why should it count for so much, after al? Each of us hes his
own little personal history, which isworthjust about the same
as other people's little histories, a little more or alittle less as
the case may be. Let usmakethebest of it."

"You'rediscouraging,” Germain said.

"1 don't think so. But you yourself need more courage. And
you are too complex. Areyou free for lunch?"

"1 could telephone.”
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"Then pleese do. We will lunch together. | shouldn't like
to leave you in a state of mind like that—you, the most worried
and anxious of the Euffe heirs!"

One cannot nowadays ek of Grenoble and of the life in
that town without taking account of Edgar Laperine, even if to
some people he may appear prejudiced. We shal now give the
reader yet another specimen of the style of this isolated and
lonely philosopher. There can be no doubt that Laperine was a
great lover of Nature, to whom he often confided his secret
thoughts. There are passages in his books which remind one of
the tender effusons of Henri Beyle in spesking of Claix and
Montbonnot. But Laperine's reactions to the scenery around
Grenoble were peculiar to himself. He hes described them in the
following passage

"Nature, when dhe takes it upon herself to be grandiose, awe-
inspiring, becomes, for us human beings, overpowering. She
dominates us—from the heights of her inaccessble and solitary
places, and from the depths of a mysterious age-old padt, in
which her origins are buried. Thisis strongly felt at Grenoble,
where the eye is confronted on every side by gigantic piles of
earthand rock, at the summit of which aslence now reignswhich
harbours memories of the splitting, crashing noises, the roar and
din of the great ice-age. At the foot of the Saint-Eynard and of
the Belledonne pesks, a man is but a speck in the depths of an
abyss. The primeval devastation which prevailsin the approaches
to the Lautaret and the Galibier gives an impression of a vast
immensity that is impassable, impregnable, and cads us back, in
all our insignificance, to the depths of the valleys, where the
houses in our towns seem scarcely more important than the huts
of prehistoric times. Up there, so far above us, isthe Unchanging,
the Immutable, beyond our reach, in the rugged oudines, the
heights and hollows of the naked rock, where it woul d seem that
the judges of the world are seated. Man may look upon this
grandeur, may carry daring to the point of desecrating, half in
fear, some solitary haunts among those lofty heights, but he
will have quickly to leave them to their own proud isolation,
where degtinies are wrought whose accomplishment will take
five hundred thousand years. | have never come down from
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those mountains without feeling as though dizzied from con-
templation of the infinite, and my return to the town aways
made it seem in some ways a horribly mean and paltry place.”

These impressions and feelings are worth noting. Anyone,
however, who prefers to be happy will do better not to be
influenced by the gloomy disenchantment of Laperine. The
native of Grenoble has a nature with charm, variety, and a
certain swedness in it, despite its rough corners and its tre-
mendous fluctuations of mood. It can give you joy and encour-
age you to live.

In this cheerful frame of mind were those of Grenoble's in-
habitantswhomweknow. Dismissing all painful thoughtsfrom
their minds,they wereallowing the seesons of the year, each of
which brings back its own form of pleasure and enchantment, to
have their full effect upon them. All of them were appreciating
these plessures, even Claire Euffe, whose mood in springtime
underwent a thawing process, whose manner became less stilted
and strained, and whose determination to be in the fashionable
"swim" took onalesrigid, more sociable turn; even Edmond,
who on account of his giff, uncompromising appearance and
the coldness of his oratory, which were reacting unfavourably
on the e ectors, was experiencing political setbacks, even Clemen-
tine, who, when the sgp was rising everywhere and having
certain effects on her endocrine glands, had a recrudescence of
her previous activities, even though the poor lady, whose head
had now taken to tremulous shaking, was accustomed to sink
at intervals into a dae of torpor, despite her doss of rum;
even Germain who, by admirable perseverence and tenacity sus
tained by Armagnac brandy, was maintaining himself in an
atmosphere in which he came near to mastering the rhythms
of the grestest poets, even Felix Lacail who, forgetting that
fleeting visit of Freddy Glowes to his own home, had taken up
once more the methodical training of a fervent devotee of cycle
touring, and having regained that strength of leg that he had
enjoyed of old, was making records on the runs to the Lautaret
and the Porte peses even the widow of Genera de Sainte-Foy,
a sort of cuirassier in corsets, as formidably corpulent as ever,
as fully prepared to lead troops of maidens to assaults on the god
of love, and whose activities were resembling those cavalry
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charges at the period of our 14th July, when military display is
at the height of itsglory; eventhegood Dr. Lavigeriewho, now
that the right time of year had come, was visiting those places
where humanity displays itself in swesters and shorts, that he
might give his patients treatment of the true Socratic blend, in
the form of philosophical maxims and harmonious discoursg;
even M. Philibert Mivois, who had the full use of his faculties
at brief moments only, since the breaking of a blood vesd in
his brain had given him a dlight facial paralysis, accompanied by
stammering.

Even in the case of Lucie Spaniente and Riri Jumier, each
permanently settled at a long distance from Grenoble, impres-
sons and recollections of the town were often in their minds.
They remembered the light falling in patches upon the summits
and dopes of the mountains, a strange and dazzling brightness
in which the valleys were bathed, the fragrance of mountain air
in Grenoble itself, something indefinable but none the less unique
which made up the atmosphere of one's native town, so different
from all others. These recollections did not provoke any actual
longing to revisit all this, but they brought with them remem-
brances of some vague, ill-defined feelings of tenderness, and of
physical well-being wliich could not be felt in quite the same way
in any other place. The freshness of the morning air in the Place
Grenette, the vista of the wide avenues of Grenoble, which carries
the eye upwards to aerial heights that seem to overhang the roofs,
the russet splendours of autumn in the valley of the Gresivaudan,
the tunnel of green leaves along the tree-lined walks of Pont-
de-Claix, the songs of birds in the undergrowth of Green Island,
the flower-bedecked terraces of Bougueron—all this made up a
store of memories with which the remembrance of their youth
and itsfirst illusions went hand in hand.

There was one being, among all those whose acquaintance we
have made, who had remained faithful throughout to the charac-
ter and nature of the town where she was born, which was the
continual source of her balance and her strength. Thiswas Alberte
de Bazair. Her life was going forward on lines of such happiness
asto give her apower of radiating j oy so great that all jealousies
were disarmed, and that no one could esk of her otherwise
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than as "that charming Alberte.” This unanimity of praise
exasperated her sister-in-law, the lady of the manor of Ssssenege
"She is certainly a nice creature and quite pretty,” Claire said,
"but I don't think she is particularly intelligent, and | wonder
why it is that everyone is aways smiling at her." Intelligent or
not, Alberte had a natural gift for bringing people pleasure, for
creating an atmosphere of peece around her; de had a simple,
open-hearted grace and charm, in which nevertheless there was
a touch of mystery. There was friendliness in her eyes when
dhe looked at you; but you felt that diere was something deep
down within her that you could never hope to reach, some
hidden source of serenity and of joys profound. She was a
pretty woman of about thirty years of age, with health and
happiness in full bloom and mother of three fine children, three
boys, Robert, Gontran, and Stanidas, aged eight, six and five
respectively, three red little de Bazairs in character, appearance,
and manners. All three resembled their father, which gave
Alberte yet another reason for loving them dearly when she
looked at them. For se had still but one admiration, one
motive, one passion which came before all others—Bob, at whom,
ten years later, she would gaze as fervendy as in the early days.
Grenoble she found magnificent, the different seesons held
brilliance and swedtness for her: she could not prefer any one to
any other. Her life was still a marvellous dream. She never
oeead to wonder that it was she who had been chosen as the
means of preserving unbroken the line of the de Bazairs, and
that the blood of the family had acquired, in her own person,
sufficient strength to transmit to the young generation the fore-
heads, chins, lips, and oval faces which one saw in their ancestors,
in their portraits at Champagnier.

At Champagnier she lived within a setting of mute princesses
who, in their portraits of semi-state, smiled down at her in the
dim light of gilded drawing-rooms. Long and earnestly she
would gaze at these women of olden times—lovely women, dis-
turbing to look at, their brilliance a trifle dimmed amid the
dlence of the many years gone by. At them she gazed, not from

ide because she was their successor, but to ak them to tell

er how to resemble them as nearly as possible, so that in days
to come she may be worthy to follow them and take her place
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in the gallery wherein de Bazairs of future times may spesk of
her to each other as the sweet and tender Countess Alberte, the
devoted wife of Bob de Bazair. For her children she had akind
of respect and admiration, not because they were her sons, but
because, thanks be to Bob, they would be young noblemen. She
wished them to be worthy of their name, worthy of her own
fidelity and attachment to the family cause Her children en-
chanted her, because e was sweet enough to attribute to their
father every point of charm, or perfection, that she discovered
in them. The warmth and fervour of her love were keeping
her very young, and her sincerity and goodwill were touching to
behold. Her sanses were still stirred at times in the presence of
him whom she loved and she would blush; so great was her
adoration that she hardly dared to look at him; she was as shy
as she had been in days past a Green Island. This complete
happiness gave her a radiance which at the same time was quiet
and serious, and it was this that had won her the friendship of
the old Count.

The Count's declining years were being spent in contempt of
the timesinwhich he was thenliving. He could s nothing but
absurdity in human beings who no longer recognized the
supremacy of cavalry officers of noble birth, people who st
greater value on a motor-car than a thoroughbred. The old
squireen displayed a countenance that was thin but still kept its
old distinction, with an eagle-like profile, and eyes which main-
tained a hard, fixed dare beneath their bushy eyebrows. He
spent whole days when he scarcdly uttered a word, wandering
in the park, stick in hand, and chewing his cigars, from which he
drew puffs of smoke which he blew vigorously from his lips
as though they were sarcadtic remarks addressed to the fool of a
doctor who would have liked to deny him his tobacco. He still
wore gaiters and riding-breeches, which were a chalenge. He
took but little notice of his grandchildren, thinking of them as
doomed to work of little or no distinction, in a world which
held lessand lessinterest as time went on. His own son interested
him very little more, though by his marriage Bob had saved
what remained of the family inheritance, the cadle and a few
edates and had given a fresh store of life and energy to ther
line. Theold man was accusomed to come out at times and st
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down by Alberte; and for her alone he would evoke memories
of the padt, to which dhe listened with gentle gravity, because
he was Bob's father and she honoured this man, who was the
link in the chain which had given her her own place in theline
of the de Bazairs. She loved the grim and malevolent old man
who was aways railing againg the iniquities of the present age.
She felt that she procured him alittle peace, so that he even gave
her an occasional smile, with which no one now but she was
favoured, and which once must have had great charm. With that
smile could be seen the last dying gleams of youth in the bitter
old face. There was something in her father-in-law's different
expressons that reminded her of Bob: and she wondered whether
he would become like his father some day. But that thought
held no fears for her: him too e would be well able to soothe.
Even as de taked—so gently—to the Count, she felt as though
she were speaking to a Bob grown old. She was studying, as a
beginner, the part e would have to play later on. Bob had
confided to her that the de Bazairs often turned out to be un-
bearable as they grew old, refusing to submit to the loss of their
former energy and fire, to resign themselves to remaining in-
active and worn out while the lives of others flowed by in a
steady stream. She smiled as she heard this; never, for her, could
Bob become unbearable. But a time would come when se
would be indispensable to him, far more so than now. On this
she based her expectation of happiness to come.  Sometimes she
would enjoy herself in imagining that Bob woul d then resemble
the Count, that he would have the same proud, sarcadtic [ook,
while her children would be like Bob as he was at the present
day: in this way she would dways have him to look a—at
every dage of her life. She conceived of old age as atime of great
happiness, because Bob would be seated near her, and for longer
hours than ever before. She knew that e would love him
always, with alove which, if needs be, would ask for nothing
in return, provided only that he came back to her and that she
would know, from the expression in his eyes that in her alone
he found peace and rest.

But with all this Alberte remained loyal and faithful to the

Euffes, paying honour to the memory of her father, who, was
reging in the Saiat-Roch cemetery, in the peace and calm of
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rose-pink dawns and evenings with skies of fading blue. She
was associating him with the glory of the de Bazairs, and devising
a legend about him for her children to hear. She would bring
her boys to the graveside and there they would all talk together
of this man now buried in oblivion, who had bequesthed some
of his own features and instincts to the young de Bazairs. In
these visits there was nothing sad or gloomy, no feeling of an
irksome duty. Alberte chose lovely days for making them, and
dressed the boys as though for a party; and off they would go in
the car, bearing flowers with them, and chatting merrily on the
way.

"Good morning, Daddy," she would sy as they arrived.
"1've brought the children for you to sse how they have grown.
We all think of you such alot.”

She liked the dead to be thought of as nice friendly spirits,
with nothing in the lead terrifying about them, but the sort of
people to make you fed sorry that you hadn't known them.

"What was Granddad like?" Robert, the edest boy, asked
one day.

"He was ever so kind. He would have loved you."

"Was it along time ago that he died?"

"Yes," Alberte said, "a long, long time ago. Before al of
you were born."

"Was he like Grandie?" (This was the Count.)

"No," Alberte sad, "not at all. But | have aways been told
that | was very like him."

The children were amazed to think that an old man could
possibly be like a pretty young woman. They thought their
mother lovely and were proud of her when they met their
young friends.

"Why did he die, Granddad?"

"Because he had worked very hard all hislife. He had worked
very hard so that we should have everything we wanted. We
ought all of usto be very grateful to him."

"Is he in Heaven?"'

"Oh yes, certainly,” Alberte said. She did not believe that
the part played in former days by Riri Jumier could be an obstacle
to the attainment of heavenly bliss when a man had been such a
good kind father as hers
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She believed that men will be judged by the quality of their
thoughts and fedlings and the sincerity of their actions, and that
there are no magjor sns other than envy, hatred, cupidity, and
meanness. It is only minds in torment and haunted by blas-
phemous thoughts that have imagined a God of terror. Alberte's
God, He who was her protection and of whom she taught her
children, deserved full well the name of father, of arather over-
indulgent father if needs be. On the face of the almighty Judge
she could clearly se a smile like that which the founder of the
Silken Net used once to give her when he turned to hisfavourite
daughter.

Sometimes, too, it came about that Alberte would go alone
to visit the Virgin of the Church of Saint-Laurent. It was a
pilgrimage to the place whither she used to come with the hopes
and prayers of her young girlhood. The Virgin was still there,
in her magic serenity, holding the Child of redemption in her
arms. Alberte could smile at her with her own experience as a
mother. She did not come with a request, but to return thanks
injoy and wonder that everything should have come to pess as
she had wished, should be so like the substance of her dreams.

"l am happy," Alberte would say, "very, very happy . ..
"How kind you have been to me!"

Waiting at the door for her was her small car which she drove
herself from Champagnier to Grenoble to do her shopping. She
took her place at the steering-wheel and started off, after a rapid
glance a her list of purchases to be made. Yes, she was happy,
happy . .. And how simple it was! But was it really possible
that ten years had aready gone by since those first meetings at
Green Island ... Ten years aready!

Another year had gone by. Once more Grenoble was at the
threshold of the luminous seesons, of those long days of spring
and summer with their scents of flowersand fields. For some
days past the town had rediscovered itslovely sky, an unbroken,
infinite expanse of azure blue. At the Lesdiguieres tennis club
the courts with their rose-pink soil were being rolled. The
flower -beds wer e adorning themsalves with atrimming of bright
coloun. The treelined walks of Pont-de-Claix were putting on
their garments of foliage, and verdure was appearing on! the
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mountain dopes. Overcoats and wraps had been discarded, and
all thetownsfolk were feeling the comfort and well-being of the
return of warm weather. Although this warmth was stillalitde
deceptive and there was a sharp tang in the air, there was a
temptation to sit down on the benches in Victor-Hugo and
Verdun Squares and, while looking upwards at the perfect blue
of the sky, to take deep bresths of the air which had been purified
on the mountain tops and still bore the chill and freshness of the
Snow.

Intherue Turenne awoman was day-dreaming at her window,
the sane woman and the same window as ten years ago. Her
thoughts, alittle weary now, were revolving around the same
theme as in those days when, at this same window, she indulged
in vague and shadowy hopes. But hope had died, and regret
now taken its place. Perhaps to sustain her courage, e was
dreaming of those old illusions. She was forty years of age, and
was conscious of the same strength and firmness of frame and
torment of desire. She was wondering whether anything would
happen before the time came for her to live that same life which
she had ssen her mother live when, with all her woman's tasks
of love and motherhood completed, she had become a fretful,
peevish old creature, with her ingrained habits and her cas.
When once they have reached this last stage of their earthly lives,
human beings grow unconscious of their shrivelled sdfishness,
50 distressing to behold—and this is in some ways a mercy for
them. But what is difficult is the crossing of the gap which
divides the latest of the years in which illusions are still possible
from those years when neglect and loneliness become the lot of
aged people.

From her window Flavie Lacail was gazing at the mountains
whose beauty almost rent the heart. The great currents of air
which swept along the avenues bore with them whiffs of pene-
trating fragrance. Nature was at one of those points of extreme
magnificence which she attains on a few days only in the year.
Flavie was in a gate of languor which amounted almost to indis-
position. She looked down, vaguely, at the pavement below.
She remembered ... In her mind's eye she saw M. Euffe once
more, at full length on his stretcher in the chemist's shop, at the
point of death. Germain too she saw, at the age of nineteen,
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with his blushes and his awkwardness that were so charming.
She thrilled at the remembrance of her first surrender. Next she
saw die blood flowing from a face she loved so well. Lastly,
she thought of the dark night of years which had spread its pall
over her those years whose length had dragged out so wearily
in the company of a man whose flabbiness and general mediocrity
she knew too well.

At that moment a scent of lilac reached her nostrils, and a voice
behind her which made her start, so exactly did the words and
intonation chime in with her secret thoughts, was heard saying:

"M any happy returns, Flavie! It's me, your old Pampan . . ."

She turned round and saw Pamphile Garambois, quite dose
to her. He was holding out a bunch of flowers asin the old days.

"Who is it that's faithful?* he said. "Who is it that hasn't
forgotten?"

"Thank you," she sad mechanically as she took the flowers.

."Shan't | get my reward some day?" Pamphile asked.

"Ah, my poor friend," Flavie said, " i fyou only knew . . ."

She did not know what she herself meant by those words.
Except, perhaps, that this obstinate man with greying hair, whom
once she had hated, represented the only possibility of adventure
now left to her. After all, it was to him that she had indirectly
owed the happy periods of her life.

"What about a kiss?' Pamphile asked. "On a day like
to-day!"

"All right, then," said Flavie, offering her cheek.

"Flavie," Pamphile said, when the kiss had been given,"you
know what | offered you once? | am still ready to keep my
word."

"My poor old Pampan, you would be making avery bad
bargain!"

They stood at the window, with their elbows on the sill, sde
by sde. Flavie suddenly broke out into a burst of rather hys-
terical laughter, with a cracked sound in her voice.

"What 'sthe matter with you?" Pamphile asked.

"1'm thinking of the vase again," Flavie said. "Plouf, it went
—down there in the street! To-day is the anniversary.”

"That's true," said Pamphile. "Right bang on to his head!
Poor old Euffe, all the same!”
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Flavie was thinking sadly that the ugliness of Pamphile
Garambois had not grown less with the passge of the years.
Nevertheless this man's fidelity was the sole blessing that she
would have from now henceforth. She said to herself that she
would have done better to leave everything years ago and begin
her life afresh, no matter with whom, no matter how . .. But
it was too late.

The sun was shining over the Alps, scattering all the mist and
leaving only springtime purity. Grenoble was flooded with
beautiful light, inwhich the pretty cyclist girlswereriding gaily,
displaying their white legs within the circles of their flying skirts.

"Poor old Daddy Euffe!l" Flavie repeated with a sigh, while
dhe was not quite sure whether this funeral oration concerned
an old man who had been violently laid low, or her own dis-
illusionment and vain searching for someone to love in order
to make life possible.

How heavy is an empty heart to bear! And Freddy Glowes,
who had died prematurely at the height of his fame, had dis-
appeared from the screen. Feminine search for a fresh idol to
worship and admire had completely failed.



CHAP. XIV: A PHONEY WAR

"THERE is one pleasant thing at least about this war, and that
is, that one can now get general servants and charwomen. These
girls are less unreasonable than they were before."

"Yes, | have heard that, too. The servant problem is becoming
less and less difficult, so it appears. Maids are turning up without
even being asked to. And wages are lower."

"How do you account for this, my dear?"

"Since their men have been mobilized, the women of the
poorer classes are having to shift for themselves, or at the very
east to find some way of making a bit extra."

"This war is a sad business, there's no doubt of that. But
perhaps it was the only way to get things straight. It will put
people in their place. And frankly, they needed it."

"I nany case, as far as servants go, my feeling is that one should
make some sort of compromise, and bring wages down . . .
These girls were getting above themselves, expecting too much
altogether."

"It's the same as for the workmen. You're not satisfied? Very
well, then, into the army you go! And why, | ak you, should
one pay the men working in the factories while the others at
the front, who are in danger, get hardly anything at all? Itisn't
just!

"Yes, it's high time for a little morejustice to be done. We
badly need some firmness and discipline in France."

"The military peoplewill be making themselves felt. Court-
martials, martial law, and all that sort of thing! It may be the
best way of getting rid of the tub-thumpers and their crowd for
good and all."

"Let us only hopeyou are right!"

At the beginning of November 1939 the weather was still
mild. Save for a briefinterlude of cold in October, the spell of
autumn sunshine had remained almost unbroken. The valleys
around Grenoble were still, at this late season, displaying brilliant
tints of russet and gold. At White Terraces Claire Euffe was
entertaining women friendsin a drawing-room on the ground

300
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floor in which alog fire was crackling. Through the wide bay-
windows one could s the mountains with dopes still green.
These ladies were speaking of the war, which had not yet lost
its feeling of novelty and of purposdess inactivity. The whole
district was stirred and resless with military movements on a
large scde Even at Sssenage the Quartermaster-generd's de-
partment had st up offices in a country house. Artillery was
quartered there, as dso a Neuray, Veurey, Fontaine, and
Seyssnet. There were some light tanks (actually the little
Renault tanks of the previous war) at Seysdns, and infantry units
at Eichirolles, Champagnier, and High and Low Jarrie. There
were still more troops at Fure, Tullins, Voreppe, and LaMonta.
Engineer units occupied different centres in the Gresivaudan
valley. Work for national defence was being carried on in the
factories at Pont-de-Claix. The headquarters of the army of the
Alps was st up at Uriage. Even in Grenoble itself, all branches
and all ranks of the army were to be seen, and the pesked cap
held sway; on the pavements in front of the cafes it was almost
universal. One feature of the war was entirely without precedent,
the plunging of part of Europe into darkness owing to the fear
of attacks from the air: the effects of the shock to people's minds
caused by the terrible blasting of Warsaw had not yet died away.
At Grenoblethe blackout was very strict. The only compensation
for the lack of any form of shelter was a great profusion of
whistles and cries of "Lights out!"

In the drawing-room the conversation pursued its course.

"Tell me, Claire, have you good news of Edmond?"

"Yes, excellent,” Claire said. "Heisat Lyonnow. Hetele-
phones nearly every day."

"How isit that he didn't stay at Grenoble?"

"Oh, but he's only about seventy miles away, a couple of
hours'journey by road. He has just got his fourth band as senior
administrative officer on the Quartermaster-general’s daff. They
sent himto Lyon to run something or other, | don't know what.
With his exact mind and his experience of management, it was
thought he could do some very valuable work."

"Indeed, | am not surprised! And besides with all the people
you know, he would easily be able to get himself recalled to
Grenoble if he felt likeit."
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"Yes, no doubt. .. But for the moment he likes being at
Lyon. It takes him out of himsdf a bit. Besdes you know
Edmond. He sys that a man in his position mugt do his duty
and s a good example."

" Oh, yes hés lendid in that way. It would be a good thing
if alot of other Frenchmen were as good as he is at sicking to
their principles. Do you se him occasonally?'

"Every week. Either | goto Lyon or he comes here. He has
a car and chauffeur entirely at his digposa. And Edmond is
very anxious not to loe dght of the Slken Net. A man can
srve his country without sacrificing his own interegs entirely.”

"His brother Germain is taking over the management for the
time being?"

"Yes, that became necessary as Edmond was keen on being
in uniform. He was bent on getting that fourth band.”

"A mgjor,just fancy! Delightful..."

""Yes ign't it? And it realy wouldn't be worth while—so
he said—working hard as he does in peacetime and then not
persevere and do his bes now. Between you and me, there may
be a wee bit of childishness about it; uniform rather aits these
gentlemen, you know. It makes them look younger."

"He mug be splendid in it!"

"1t does add to his appearance, it certainly does Butjoking
apart, | think hereally did want to place himsdf and his abilities
at the country's digposal. The only trouble has been his having
to hand over the Silken Net to Germain. Y ou know what hes
like, Germain? Charming, of course but. . ."

" Oh, yes charming ..."

"Well, the fact is that he nesds Edmond to prompt him. He
is really not up to the work when hes quite alone. Too often
he doesn't know his own mind, heés too much of a dreamer . . .
too poetical!"

"Poor Germain! That's his sentimental sde ... And what
about your de Bazair brother-in-law?"

"Heison the Bdgian frontier. We should have liked to kesp
him at Grenable, to work with Germain; we had the means of
doing 0. But he wouldn't hear of it. HE's a reckless dare-devil
fellow, like all the de Bazairs. And as he says himsdf: 'Noblesse
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"Oh, but that's splendid!"

"Yes, and he wanted to se the war at close quarters. He
sys he's delighted to be where heis, 'in the front seats' as he
wrote—in case anything happens.”

"But will anything happen?'

"Opinions differ agood deal about that."

"What does your husband think?"

"He had an opportunity of a talk with the Generad on the
subject. The Genera thinks that the chief danger is that of air
raids interfering badly with our mobilization. What has been
so clever on our part, in his opinion, is the having taken advan-
tage of the war in Poland to get our armies together. Now that
our dispositions have been satisfactorily made, the General thinks
we can face up to anything that may come along, whatever it
may be."

"And we have the Maginot line! We're told that it's im-
passble. . ."

"It must beamarvel!”

"This time we shall avoid the mistakes we made in 1914—
Charleroi, the retreat. . ."

"Yes, everyone thinks so."

"And ltaly? What is Italy going to do?"

"She isin a date of paraysis, so I've been told! She won't
budee. you'll ss2 And it's aimost a pity for us. The General
thinks so too. He says that if Italy had marched with Germany,
we should have a battlefield all ready made. It gppears that the
great strategic difficulty is to find a field of battle, avoiding the
fortifications. If Italy had marched againg us we should i m-
mediately have crossad the Alps. We should have attacked
Germany on a more weakly defended front—the South."

"Oh, | say, that would have been magnificent!"

"But wouldn't it have meant a great many more casuaties?"

"Ah, yes, it might! And our G.H.Q. are supposed to be
planning an entirely defensive war. Aslittle bloodshed as pos-
sible. One can't blame them . . ."

"No,of coursenot...still...itdoesn'tdotobetootimid,
inwar!"

"That reminds me that we have a friend who hasjust come
back from Paris, aman who spends al ot of time in Government
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and military circles, knows people in Daladier's cabinet, and is
in touch with Genera George's headquarters staff and all that
sort of thing. He says there are two different schools of thought,
the people who favour an offensive policy, and the others. It's
Gamelin who is putting on the brake, holding himself in reserve,
in agreement with Daladier."

"1 heard something of that kind . . ."

"These people are saying that if we don't attack, seeing that
the Germans on their sde have no interest in doing o, the war
will never end."

"People are saying that Gamelin is influenced by the British
idea—economic war. It ssams that the Germans have very little
petrol. That's where we shall get them. Blockade along the
whole line."

"There is the Russian petrol. . ."

"But do you know that there is a huge army being got to-
gether in Syria, under Weygand's command? Why in Syria?"

"People are wondering . . . Well, weshal se. . ."

"Yes, we shdl s ... And we have plenty of time. The
English are said to be preparing for a three years war."

"That's pretty brave of them, | must say! Good heavens,
think of this horrible blackout lasting three yearsl | might get
usad to everything dse. But this darkness, never! Grenoble at
night is becoming impossible."

"But, my dear, you haveto think of air raids. Y ou know what
happened at Warsaw!"

'‘But you are not going to compare France to Poland! We
have resources which those people hadn't got at all. We have
better people in command, a better organization. And besdes,
if what | wastoldistrue. .."

"What wes that?"

"l shouldn't like to give away a military secret. .. Well
anyhow, thisis what it was. It gppears that there are three bat-
teries of seventy-five's defending Grenoble, to say nothing of
machine-guns in all the barracks. And | was given the opinion
of aman with technical knowledge. It seams that Grenoble, in
its circle of mountains, is practically impossible to attack. The
‘planes having made their dive, would find it too difficult to
gain height again so as to escape/"
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"Inany casg if they drop bombs on us we shall do the same
on them!"

"Yes, s0 we shall!"

" And if we've gone to war, it means that we have all we need
tocarry it on."

" Not a doubt about it!"

"You haven't heard that the military people are anxious in
anyway?"

"No, indeed | have not, my dear. And everybody is thinking
how wonderfully the mobilization has gone"

"Yes, han't it? | really have a sort of feding that France has
pulled hersdf together. We can get servants again, at les than
three hundred francs a month. It may be only a detail, this. . .
But it goes to prove that everyone has got back to his proper
place. There has been a real change at last!"

People were finding themsdves compelled to sdtle down any-
where and everywhere in this war without battles a " humani-
tarian" war waged by ingalments of datigics and propaganda.
Everyone was basng his arrangements on the probability of a
long duration. Many dfficers on the reserve were appreciating
their exape from family duties and the humdrum of ther
ordinary everyday exisence. Far from ther wives, and provided
with carsand petrol, they wer e ordering themsdves new uniforms
to replace thase which they had usad for their periods of srvice
and were now out of date. They were living in mess which
were gay and noisy with songs and jokes and laughter. In the
barracks where the usual routine was beng temporarily upst
by themobilization, theyoung recruitswerearriving. Thewords

military serviceg' were once more occupying their minds as
they had in time of peace Only the dffices concerned with
quegtions of manpower were in full swing, identifying, dassfy-
ing, indexing, filing messes of men scattered over the whole
country.

The chief source of worry for headquarters daffs was the
problem of winter quarters for troops dationed in the valleys.
It was suddenly realized that barns ocoach-housss and gdables
which had been good enough on the whole during the fine
autumn weather, would be quite insufficient protection for the
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men from the rigours of the winter seeson. It became a matter of
urgency to fit up adequate quarters by means of beams and
scantling, oilcloth, tarred felt, straw, stoves, pdliasses, etc. An
Engineer officer, Lieutenant Roger Lagarde (the husband of
Riri Jumier), whom circumstances had brought back to Grenoble,
was commissioned to draw up a schedule of the requirements of
each unit, and by his own persona efforts to co-ordinate the
work of the officers on the Quartermaster-general's ddff, the
staff of the Engineers, and those in charge of military dores,
three organizations which rarely saw eye to eye, threw responsi-
bilities on to each other's shoulders, and steadily refused to make
necessary decisions.

Inthe men'squarterseverything wasprimitive and wretchedly
inadequate. There was lack of corrugated iron, cement, plaster,
and tools. Themilitary stores branch had at their disposd, for al
purposes, a beggarly total of one hundred and ninety-five soves
"which were allotted to " roomswith fires," where the men of a
section or detachment would come and warm themsdves in
turn.

There were still shortages of blankets, boots, etc. The equip-
ment of the larger units had cleared out the warehouses and shops.
There was a shortage of hutments, a shortage of guns, and of
other arms and munitionsfor instruction. To the people lacking
these things the same answer was given as is aways given in
France in such circumstances. " Do the best you can!" For the
time being the men defended themselves againgt the cold by
building up ramparts consisting of bundles of straw, and ob-
tained a semblance of comfort by means of odds and ends
filched and patched up. The war machine was badly in need of
adjustment and polish.

Scarcely had he finished with the busness of winter quarters
than Lieutenant Lagarde was sent off on a mission to M——.
He had to hasten the carrying out of certain works, such as
"building D," in the courtyard of a requisitioned factory. A
bitter dispute was in progress between the Medical Service and
themilitary authority over ahospital-barracks—adispute which
was the byword of the district. A large barracks, evacuated at
the time of the mobilization, was to be turned into a hospital.
The Medical Service took possession of the building and began
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the work of conversion. They took away the shelves for packs,
the arms racks and the bedsteads. They stopped up the holes in
brick partitions, disinfected, knocked down dividing walls in
order to prepare operating theatres, and gave everything a coat
of paint. Then it was suddenly noticed that there was nowhere
to put the young recruits who were to arrive shortly. The
military authority decided to restore the hospital, now in process
of installation, to its normal use as a barracks... on the under-
standing that when, a few months hence, other quarters would
be ready for the new recruits, the barracks could then be used as
ahospital. Anger and wrath on the part of the Medical Service.
But its protests fell on deaf ears hammering into the newly
distempered walls was begun and the shelves for packs, the ams
racks, and the bedsteads were fixed once morein their ol d places.
In the meantime the Medical Service had refused to give way.
Entrenched in aremote section of the buildings, with awholesale
and energetic display of spiteand ill will they s& out to hamper
the work in process, hiding ladders and tools, which had then
to be borrowed from building yards two or three miles away.
Roger Lagarde was instructed to put these matters to rights,
even though it meant intervening between two partiesinviolent
and unyielding opposition. But those engaged in sabotaging the
work were displaying infinitely greater zed and cunning than
those responsible for hastening it forward. Roger Lagarde ob-
sarved this and decided to let things teke their course. This
cdashwasnot areally serious matter. The other worksin progress
werejogging along, and with the shortage of labour, tools and
materials, it was no one's business to alter their pace. Lieutenant
Lagarde struck up an acquaintance, at the hotel, with officers
of the Air Force and parachutists. But the Air Force officers
had orders to fly as litde as possible in order to economize in
material, whichwas extremely scanty. Among these officerswas
a Squadron-leader, a very pleasant person to meet and a man of
great determination, who had had some narrow exgoes from
fatal accidents in flying. Roger asked him what part aviation
would play in this war. The Sgquadron-leader did not think
that it would be a preponderant one.

"Even over towns?
"Even over towns," the Squadron-leader said. "Look what
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happened in Spain. Madrid, when you come to think of it,
suffered very little"

' The Sguadron-leader confessd that he had never flown at
more than one hundred and seventy miles an hour. He knew
nothing of the characterigtics of our late machines. He ssamed
quite unconvinced that the new speads would make any grest
difference to the uss of aviation, which, s far as he was con-
cerned, were limited to observation and spotting for artillery,
and reconnaissance in depth over enemy territory. It ssamed to
Roger Lagarde that this Squadron-leader was expressing opinions
prevalent in military aviation drcdes Hewasrecalled to Grenoble
and entrusted with other gedia jobs.

Winter arrived suddenly in mid-December, svere wintry
weather, freezing mains fountains, gutters in the town, and
ponds and puddles in the country. There were heavy fals of
snow, and a dangerous thin coating of ice on the roads; the night
<ies were arctic in appearance, with brilliant sarlight, and the
winds in the valleys blew as though aross the Russan deppes
like dashing charges of Cossack cavalry. People were firmly
ensconoad in comparative warmth indoors, with shutters and
curtains carefully dosed in a flawless blackout which resembled
a night in the Middle Ages with the congables of the watch
going therounds. The cafes were mor e crowded than ever with
wldiers for whom the carefree pleasure of the moment was the
order of the day. But those same soldiers were citizens who,
except for the hours thus spent, had the dtizen's cusomary cares
and discontents, kept far away as they were from their rightful
avocations. The war was failing to give them that dement of
the picturesque which they had expected. Many were dedaring
that they weretired of it.

Pamphile Garamboisscinemawasalwaysfull. The Silken Net's
branch egablishments were as busy as they could be. The
regaurants in Grenoble, large and small, had several srvices
at every meal. The numbers of requistioned motor-cars, of
which skiddings and collisonswer e regponsblefor a condderable
masacre were vagt on all the roads  People were beginning to
murmur that too many men had been mobilized for this gagnant
conflict. From the depats and from the front many men were
being withdrawn who had been detailed for speda work, and
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eferred to return home. Certain people who were eager to

ave donewith the war were demanding that the fighting should
be hurried forward. Others, more prudent, were in favour of
lying low and waiting—waiting till this somnolent war should
end of itdf—should die of inanition in an atmogphere of
ridicule. The epithet " odd" was making its appearance. Casual
love affairs were filling idle hours. There was dancing in the
public bars

In January 1940 Edmond Euffe, taking advantage of a visit
to Grenoble, went to Varce where he owned a property. There
were troops quartered in the buildings, and he feared the pos
ghility of damage. He gayed on at Varce until later than he had
intended, and did not gtart back to Grenoble till after nightfall,
though he was due again at Lyon on the following morning.
As he got into his car he said to his military chauffeur: " I'min
rather a hurry"—a rash remark to make to a boy aready too
inclined to drive with a dangerous lack of ordinary caution. But
at night, in a car with the windows tightly dosad (it was very
cold), he was unconsdous of the spead at which they were
travelling.

On the five miles dretch which sparates Pont-de-Claix from
Grenoble, the chauffeur accderated. He had good visbility on
awide and perfectly sraight road, and fdt that he was protected
by his lights. He took no account of the hidden dange's of a
road with an uneven surface Travelling at about seventy miles
an hour, he came to a section covered with a thin coating of ice,
fdt the car swerving, turned the steering-whed too strongly, put
on his brakes and log direction. The car left the roadway,
capsdzed, and was hurled into a ditch. Edmond Euffe was killed
on the gpot. The chauffeur exaped with sratches

It was one of those supid military accidents of the same kind
as a certain number of otherswhich had already occurred owing
to fad cars having been entrusted to inexperienced drivers.
Several officers had been Killed in this way.

The war was not suffidendy active to prevent this tragedy
from attracting condderable attention at Grenoble, where it
made some gir. This was now the second occason on which the
man at the head of the Silken Net had been gruck down by a
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preferred to return home. Certain people who were eager to
nave done with the war were demanding that the fighting should
be hurried forward. Others, more prudent, were in favour of
lying low and waiting—waiting till this somnolent war should
end of itself—should die of inanition in an amosphere of
ridicule. The epithet "odd" was making its appearance. Casua
love effairs were filling idle hours. There was dancing in the
public bars.

In January 1940 Edmond Euffe, taking advantage of a visit
to Grenoble, went to Varce where he owned a property. There
were troops quartered in the buildings, and he feared the pos-
sibility of damage. He stayed on at Varce until later than he had
intended, and did not start back to Grenoble till after nightfall,
though he was due again at Lyon on the following morning.
As he got into his car he said to his military chauffeur: " 1'min
rather a hurry”"—a rash remark to make to a boy aready too
inclined to drive with adangerous lack of ordinary caution. But
at night, in acar with the windows tightly closed (it was very
cold), he was unconscious of the speed at which they were
travelling.

On the five miles' stretch which separates Pont-de-Claix from
Grenaoble, the chauffeur accelerated. He had good visibility on
awide and perfectly straight road, and felt that he was protected
by his lights. He took no account of the hidden dangers of a
road with an uneven surface. Travelling at about seventy miles
an hour, he came to a section covered with athin coating of ice,
felt the car swerving, turned the steering-wheel too strongly, put
on his brakes, and lost direction. The car left the roadway,
capsized, and was hurled into aditch. Edmond Euffewaskilled
on the spot. The chauffeur escaped with scratches.

It was one of those stupid military accidents of the same kind
as a certain number of others which had aready occurred owing
to fat cas having been entrusted to inexperienced drivers.
Severd officers had been killed in thisway.

The war was not sufficiently active to prevent this tragedy
from attracting considerable attention at Grenoble, where it
made some stir. This was now the second occasion on which the
man at the head of the Silken Net had been struck down by a
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fatal accident. People were saying that Edmond Euffe, driven
by a soldier and killed in uniform, had died on active service
and laid down his life for his country, while his fortune might
have enabled him to escgpe certain obligations. A great crowd
of military people attended the funeral, including the General
himself, who was bearing in mind that the dead man was a
person of consequence. All the rank and fashion of Grenoble
were present, with solemn and rapt expressons, which seemed
to say: "See what the war does. . . . Each one of us has to make
his sacrifice, whatever hisjob or to whatever dass he belongs!"

Lucie came from Nice. Though many years had passed since
e had last been seen, her presence was noticed, but many
people did not recognize her. It could hardly be said that her
gppearance had improved. Her face was spoilt by her blotchy
complexion, as her mother's had been before her. But as a
strong, self-confident lady, whose life was working out in normal
fashion, there was an air of calm satisfaction about her. She was
accompanied by her eldest son, aged thirteen, whose presence
was helpful from the point of view of family reconciliation. He
was a healthy-looking boy, with awide-awake appearance, and
very well dressed.

On the whole the funera, despite the war which had dis-
organized so many things and scattered people in all directions,
was a notable and striking event. It wasaconsolationfor Claire
—who made a theatrical display of grief—to be surrounded by
sympathy, expressed in the warmest possible manner, from her
fashionable friends. Mourning suited her, gave her character.
In certain circles hewas regarded as thefirst war widow. People
sad to her "you poor dear" in tones full of earnestness and
compassion and of eseem for her proud dignity and great
courage in the tragedy that had befallen her.

At the end of February the weather suddenly cleared. The
ice and snow melted. March opened magnificently, warm and
with brilliant sunshine. At that time Bob took leave from the
front to go to Peris, where Albertewent to join him.

Paris was splendid ("so brave and jaunty ' was its description
in the newspapers) with its adornment of fresh green trees and
verdure, its daes all spick md span, its assembly of gold braid
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and gaily bedizened chess. How graceful were the women as
they made their way along the Champs Elysees, with admiring
glances cad in their direction and their background of the sky
of tender bluewhich ringed the Arc de Triomphewithinahao
of loveliness. What laughing, lively crowdsin all the restaurants
and public placess What carefreejauntiness and unconcern! To
Bob de Bazair, as they were dining at a restaurant, surrounded
by gay lights and lovely frocks, friends of his were saying to
him: "W e have never been out so much in our lives!" Others
were saying, with anote of surprisein their voices:

"Doyou redly enjoy it, that life at the front? But the place
where everything is happening is Paris. Paris is the only place
to bein, in awar like this! Get yourself posted here. Would
youlikeusto seaboutit for you? We know . . ." mentioning
people of note.

"No, no, thanksvery much."

"Y ou arean astonishing person! Everyoneisbestirring himself
at the moment so asto get a good job. Thetimewill comewhen
it'stoo late. Y ou may be sorry then . . ."

Bob de Bazair sawv men specially well informed, of whom there
were so many in Paris. They told him:

"Nothing will happen this year because the English are not
ready. The clashwill come next year."

"I's everyone quite happy about it?"

"Oh, yes. Theonly thingthat isreally worrying those at the
head of affairs is having to keep inactive troops under arms."”

"And what about the air?"

"W e are feeling perfectly sffe now. We have models under
way that definitely outclass the German machines. However,
there is one snag, and it comes from the army. There is supposed,
unfortunately, to be disagreement between Gamelin and General
Georges. Georges ideais—and there are many people who agree
with him—that we ought to have made a determined attack
in September, got our teeth into the Siegfried Line, and entered
Germany—to have taken advantage of the war in Poland for
doing this. Gamelin refused to take it on. Do you know what
they have christened him? 'The Eiderdown," or 'Joffre without
the Marne." He's aman who never reacts at all."

"But he's supposed to be intelligent?"
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"It's a gaff-officer’'s intelligence. But hés not a big enough
man for a very high command. That at leas is what is being
murmured in certain exalted circles”

"Then how about the big push?"

"Y ou nead not expect it thisyear. The opportunity has bemn
let dip. Now we've got to wait for the English. Always sup-
posing . . . aways supposng that the Germans don't think up
some other plan firg. Timeisworking againg them—and they
know it. If they tried to make peace after Poland—well, they
had their reasons for doing 0.

Alberte's eyes were fixed on Bob with alook that was grave
and charged with meaning, alook that wasin itself an unspoken
prayer with some such words as thess " Asyou are being given
the opportunity, why not come back here and get away from
the danger, for my sske and the children's? Asit would be quite
understood ... As very nice people are advisng you to do it;
as they do it themsdves, . ." But his own laughter forestalled
any such words, prevented their being ever uttered. Hereplied:

'There is only one excuse for pleasure at the present time,
and that is that your own life should be in danger. For me at
leag this Paris which, thinking it is shdtered and safe has gone
on the gores has a bad smell. There are too many people here
who are taking cover, hiding, shall we say, and making money.
The front, with its huts, its encampments, and its mud, hes
better style"

Alberte managed to repress her sorrow, and she admired him.
Despite her apprehensons she was proud that he had taken this
attitude and was committing himself heart and soul to this task,
that his actions wer e those of a true de Bazair. She thought him
very handsomein uniform, handsomer than ever. He was wear -
ing one of the earlies croix de guerre.

They spent the lag evening together, and during its courss
in a gay and charming way he repeated several times "1've
alwayshad luck, impudent luck, luck | didn't deservel And then
you know, my little Albe, | am not going to miss such an
opportunity asthisto excapefrom grocery. Not that ' m ashamed
ot grocery, but really, it didn't quite satidy the neads of a whole
lifetime!"

She went with him to the gation—to his carriage. She was
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pale and sad, but tried to hideit. She knew that he would never
give way, and her love had always been guided by the principle
—his will be done! She knew that she wished with all her
soul and all her strength to tear him from that place that horrible
place wher e killing was done. But she knew d that she would
never have dared, that she would have been ashamed to ask him
not to return there, to ak him for something which he would
have conddered a weskness, an act of cowardice, a humiliation.
Until the laa moment of all she continued to gmile at him; she
smiled at the carriage door from which he had been leaning, at
the train which was bearing him away . ¢ .

But when that train had disappeared, an icy chill gripped her
heart; she fdt shattered, panic-gricken. . .. From that moment
onwards she knew that she had to get ready. ... In her mind's
gye she saw those friends to whom he told her sarels the pretty
Countessss long snce dead, those of Champagnier, myserious
and sad, the Countess Ghidaine, the Countess Aurora, the
Countess Marie-Edmee, the Countess Speranza, the Countess
Violaine, all those who, in the dug of years and the sdness of
autumn days, had waited for de Bazairs who never came back.
She knew that her own time had come, and that the Countess
Alberte, in the gallery of portraits, would have her own look,
no less than the others, as of some hidden, inconsolable grief. . ..

She left the dtation, weeping and stumbling in the sombre
darkness of this night of war. Over and again, in her degair,
she kept repeating these words: "1 commit him to your care,
| commit him to your carel" She was addresing her protectress
the Virgin of Saint-Laurent. . . . But while making this appeal
dhe failed to recall the familiar features The Lady of Heaven
remained hidden in the unfathomable blackout, as though she
too had taken fright at all the threats and horrors summed up
in that small word—war.



CHAP.XV:VOREPPECRIESHALT—AND LIFE GOES
ON

ON the 10th May 1940, in the morning, the Prefecture at
Grenoblelearned of the German attack on Belgium, Luxembourg
and the Netherlands. News was further received of an event
which carried a more immediate threat to Grenoble itsdf—the
German raid on the aerodrome at Bron, near Lyon. A messge
conveying this news was taken to the home of a friend of
Edmond Euffe, Major S—, who had arrived the day before
on leave and was on Gamelin's gaff. He had asked that awarning
might be sent him in the event of any serious developments.
From the Prefect's office Major S. telephoned direct to his
operational headquarters, which would be acting as signal-box
for the battle which was then beginning. He received a precise
reply to the effect that "All's well. Everything proceeding
according to plan." Fortified by this encouraging reply, he
reassured everybody. Then, as he still had alittle time to gpare
before catching his train, the conversation was continued. With
a map spread out before them, they discussed the various pos
sibilities of enemy movements. Someone spoke of the Sedan
gap. On this point the Major was very emphatic.

"1 f they debouch there, we shall be ready for them! | know
for certain that we are on the look-out for them at that point.”

"Isthere atrap being st for them in that district?"

The Major smiled, with the air of a man who could tell far
more than he does.

"I can only repeat: 'So far as Sedan is concerned you have
nothing to fear." | will go even further, and say, ' | f they show up
there, so much the better/ "

This assurance brought encouragement. Everyone did his
best to keep calm, to show no sign of anxiety, but there was
much hidden anguish and many a heavy heart, so improbable
had it seemed that an actual attack came within what they had
conceived to be the very limited range of the enemy's capacity.
French propaganda had just issued. a pamphlet entided King
Petrol and published an expensively produced album of photo-

314



Voreppe Cries Hah—and Life Goes On 315

graphsof Franceat war, and the general tone of the official reports
had been continuously very optimistic.

In Grenoble, one saw faces pae with anxiety, and people
whose gestures betrayed their nervousness. Our armies had
aready st out for Belgium.

"Thistime," people were saying, "it's up to us."

Theword Sedan appeared in print, but was quickly superseded
by the actual course of events—thus causing much embarrassment
to Felix Lacail who, while engaged in spreading abroad rumours
current at the Prefecture, had assumed the role of prophet and
announced to all his friends: "The big showdown will be at
Sedan. You'll se what we've got up our deeves for them in
that corner there!" The communique of the 19th May gave out
that the Germans were aready at Guise and Landrecies. On
the 21 st came news of the fall of Amiens and of Arras. France
was being stricken by a new Charleroi, and still more brutally
than on the earlier occasion. It was distressing to have to admit
that neither experience nor foresight had been sufficient to spare
us these troubles. And now there was something abnormal
taking place, which gave much food for thought: one saw
combatant soldiers filtering back to the interior, non-commis-
sioned officers and men, who had let everything go and taken to
flight. These men looked haggard and drawn, and a little em-
barrassed, and could make only incoherent unintelligibleremarks,
the gist of which appeared to be that the war was a terrifying
busness and that the whole thing was a mystery. Nevertheless
all these men who had fallen back bore with them papers which
were quite in order and had been issued to them by some un-
known authorities, as though to quit the field or battle had
become a normal occurrence. There were rumours, repeated
in whispers (people were afraid of being denounced), of panic
androut. Boulogne. .. Calais. .. Dunkirk. Two aternative
possibilities, only, seemed now to be left—amiracle, or collapse.
Prediction had become a matter of choice between them.

Claire Euffe arranged for the delivery at Sassmage—over and
above what she had aready accumulated—of half a ton of
sugar, and of oil, sogp, and tinned and preserved foods in the
same proportion. She bought in various shops quantities of
clothand woven materials, silk stockings, gloves, wool, etc. She



316 TheEuffelnheritance

ordered thirty tons of coal. She advised all the people in her
own circle to take smilar precautions.

"Now that Edmond is not here" she was saying, " | have to
e to everything, and | mug take all the responshbility. What
would happen to us if | were to go and loe my head! Thisis
going to be along war, and Sassnage may become a place of
refuge”

It very soon became obvious that she bore thee cares lightly,
and that heloved the respongbility they entailed. Her egotigtical
nature was manifeted in her adoption on all occasons of an
extremely firm line of conduct, which at the same time showed
practical ability and dear judgment.

Germain Euffe was far from possesdng this admirable firmness
Under dres of the emations aroused in him by our reversss
this highly susoeptible person talked of enlisting. The family grew
uneasy at hearing the director of the Silken Net disusing
abandonment of a firm with a capital of several million francs
which condituted the assts of his own immediate reations, in
order to go off and secure a very tardy initiation in the use of
arms. However, they had in reality but little fear that he would
actually put his plan into execution; they knew what a timorous,
and d erratic, person he was. But as he was always in pursuit
of some will o' the wisp or other, this fanciful young visonary
was fully capable of leaving the firm entirdly in the lurch at the
very moment when he had some vital deddons to make: for
it is always at the time of great catasrophes that fortunes are
made and unmade. Claire Euffe, always a capable woman, st
the widow of General de Sairite-Foy to s him; she was a lady
of whom he stood in terror.

"Well," shesd to himin her loud and metallic voice, " what
isthis| hear? You'rewanting to play theknight errant, are you?
With sven children and a sindess lump of a wife on your
hands? Are you going off your head, Germain? Don't you
think that things are bad enough already?"

" But one shouldn't worry about making money at a time like
this. What | want isto do my duty."

"Your duty, my friend, isto day whereyou are. And where
did you get hold of that idea—that the war should stop people
from making money? Jus you look around a bit!"
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"Exactly—-just what | do ..." Germain said. "And because
my heart isin the right place ..."

"Oh, leave your heart alone, Germain!" the General'swidow
commanded him. "It has made you do quite enough stupid
idiotic things dready. And as for the war, there are men—
speciaists—who have been given diejob of runningit. You'll
be telling me that they have a funny way of doing so, perhaps.
Well, so they have, but it doesn't altogether surprise me. | have
s Generds at close quarters—having married one. If they are
all of the same stamp as my old man, | can tell you straightway
that it's all up with us. But that makes no difference to your
duty, which is to feed people. Whatever happens, people will
aways have to edt, though they don't deserve to. Y ou have
enlisted in grocery. Stay there!’

"Might | mention, madame, that | have never liked that
occupation?’

"Heavens alive!" the Generad's widow cried out, "do you
think we have been put into thisworld to do what we like? Do
youimaginethat | have ever liked being awoman? But Nature
hes enrolled me among the women, just as circumstances have
pushed you into grocery. Your temperament is a sight too
sensitivel What | ought to have had was a beard and biceps and
al the rest of it. | ought to have had command of artillery, of
armies—the whole bag of tricks. And I'l | bet my bottom dollar
that if 1'd been there, those gentlemen facing uswoul d have come
acropper on the Meuse! Y our sex are apitiful lot!"

The spead of approaching di$aster was now overwhelming.
A politician, an important man in the Department, had said:
"1 do not believe in miracles." Events were crowding in each
other's train. Labour for the repair of damage caused by the
enemy was arriving everywhere too late.

Onthemorning of Monday the 17th June, thework of shoring
up the cdlars of the Prefecture with beams and sandbags was
put in hand. On the upper floors, as had been done in the
Ministries, cupboards andfiling-cabinetswere emptied of their
contents, and archives turned topsy-turvy; then all the papers
were taken down in the courtyard to be burnt. Throughout the
district there was a frantic successon of arrests of sugpects of
spies, parachutists, and members of the Fifth Column—genuine
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or otherwise. Grenoble was crammed with people who had
been forced back, soldiers and civilians alike. The blare of |oud-
gpekers was like the ringing of aknell.

On the 19th of June, at about haf-past three in the afternoon,
severd officials, with Felix Lacail amongst them, carrying files
under their arms, were assembled in the Prefect's room. The
telephone rang and the meeting was interrupted. The Prefect
grabbed the receiver. When he replaced it he was somewhat
pae.

"Gentlemen," he said, "Prefect Bollaert has bid me farewell.
The Germans are entering Lyon at this moment. They will be
at the Prefecture of the RJione within the next few minutes.”

"It will be our turnsoon . . ."

. fll understand that the military people want to put'up a
ight."

"Put up afight—it'sabout time they did!"

"Nine milesfrom Grenoble. At Voreppe."

Thevillage of Voreppe, standing on high ground, looks down
upon a narrow section of the lsere valley, between the mountain
group of the Grande Chartreuse and the last of the rocky heights
of the Vercors. This situation had been responsible for its choice
as a point of resgtance for the checking of the German columns
coming from the north, which could have taken the army of
the Alps in the rear. The topography of the place made it a
suitable one for the purpose of defence, pardcularly in view of
the very limited armament at our disposal, which consisted of
no more than one anti-tank 25 and a few guns, 47's, 65's and
75's. With these, a few hundred men only, of various arms.
(There were plenty of men in the depots, but ho weapons for
them.)

There was a rumour of fighting at Voreppe, and of the
Germans having been held up there. This was a fact. A few
enemy tanks had been dispersed by the artillery, on the morning
of the 23rd of June. On the same day a second column of tanks,
caught unawares by the fire of the 75's, was diverted. In order
to dea with this unexpected resstance the Germans massd
some heavy artillery in the Rives-Moirans-Voiron area. On the
24th Junethis artillery concentrated its fire on Voreppe and sent
afew shdlsinto the outskirts of Grenable. Then came a surprise



Voreppe Cries Halt—and Life Goes On 319

At White Terraces, where Marie-Therese Euffe and her seven
children had taken refuge, there was heard during the afternoon
of the 24th a series of violent explosions at very short intervals,
which seemed to be coming from the Sassmege valley. They
were the first rounds to be fired by twelve French guns, eight
105s and four 155's, which had been hastily brought up at the
last moment and were firing on the German parks and batteries.
These batteries they silenced, thereby saving Voreppe, and pos-
sibly Grenoble itself, from a murderous bombardment.

Marie-Therese and her saven children were extremely fright-
ened. But Claire, as she always did, displayed great firmness;
she expressed herself as being utterly determined, if the Germans
should arrive, not to hand over her house, furniture and provi-
sons to them. Her domineering nature made her continually
conscious of what she believed to be her due, and caused her to
fed that even in war, a fate which might befall people of small
account could never overtake awoman like hersdf, Claire Euffe,
nee Barges, alady of the manor and one of the leading feminine
personalities of Grenoble. "I don't allow that!" she was accus
tomed to say. She would never admit the possibility of the war
causing someinterruption of the respect and consideration which
were accorded her by all those with whom she came in contact.
She would never admit that a French defeat could touch her in
so far as her private interests were concerned. She was aready
preparing to receive the conquerors with a haughty air that
would put those people in their place.

But the conquerors never appeared, having failed to reach
Grenoble when the armistice arrived. Thanks for this were due
to the men who fought at the village of V oreppe and afew pieces
of artillery in the valley of Sessnege

Two women whom sorrow had aready brought together,
and was now doing so once more. One of these more upset
than the other, weeping: IrmaMoufeton, solitary, ashamed. The
other, Alberte, deathly pale ever snce she had known of the
death of Bob de Bazair at the front, but having certain things
around her to rescue and sustain her, with her duties and the
mission with which she was entrusted still—the care of Cham-
pagnier, ancient background and storehouse of family tradition,
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and the preservation of the long line of the de Bazairs in the
person of her three children, her three sons who were playing
in the park and whose voices she could hear.

Some months previously, in great distress after Edmond's
violent death, IrmaMoufeton, remembering Alberte, her lover's
favourite gger, and her lovely face, had come to se her; de
had come as a humble woman in deep didress awoman who
could have no rightful share in any family mourning of the
Euffes, though truly it was she herself who was the widow, could
widowhood have been measured in terms of desolation and a
breaking heart. She knew that Bob de Bazair was absent, and
this gave her more courage; and she came neither to beg nor
to reproach, nor had she any intention of emerging from the
position of obscurity to which she had resigned herself from the
beginning. She had wished no more than to avail herself of a
precious opportunity of being able to talk of Edmond, with
Alberte as her listener. For this purpose an excuse was available
in alife insurance of 300,000 francs, of which sum she now found
herself in possession by virtue of certain arrangements made by
the dead man (who had thereby faithfully followed a good
example &t by his father). She came to ask—though there was
no question of this being the case—whether those arrangements
would encroach upon the rights of Edmond's children. She
may have been prepared, if only to be received at times in the
Euffe family circle and earn their esteem and that of the society
in which they moved, to forgo a portion of that sum of money.

Alberte made no such demands upon her. Just as in days pest,
with daughterly devotion, she had seen no harm in the part
played by Riri Jumier in her father's life, so now she saw none
in that which Irma Moufeton had played in her brother's. For
years past she had known Claire for a cold, contemptuous, and
sfish woman. In Alberte's eyes, sincerity and disinterestedness
were factors which outweighed all others. That she herself had
been sincere in her love without infringing the sociad code, she
felt was due to her own good fortune. She had no strictures to
make on people who commit those acts of impulse which the
world calls stupid because sdlf-interest has no part in them. She
knew instinctively that Irma Moufeton was a good woman,
faithful and devoted, who had riven Edmond some true hap-
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piness, perhaps the most he had enjoyed. This woman in tears
gave her knowledge of a whole sde of Edmond's life of which
the Euffes and their friends were ignorant. This hidden portion
of his existence showed him in an entirely different light from
that in which hisown family had known him. In that life, his
stiff and formal dignity as an employer and head of the family,
as a giver of instructions and advice, had disappeared atogether.
In his romance at Voiron there was an informal, free-and-essy
clement as well as a touch of the drawing-room ballad, all of
which vanished into thin air when confronted with the pomp
and display of White Terraces, with bridge, golf, and worship
of the goddess Fashion. (Irma Moufeton and he used to play
piquet or dominoes together.) But this only made Edmond
appear the more human, more understandable. In this hidden
phase of a man's life, a humble and unpretentious one, Alberte
was in some way reminded of her father' s smile in days gone by,
of his humming of atune as he made a hasty exit after the even-
ing meal, with some busness appointment as his excuse. . . .

In a particularly indulgent frame of mind due to Bob's asence
and the ever-present danger which made that aisence weigh
heavy on her heart, Alberte received IrmaMoufeton in anatural,
easy manner which could only encourage her. She allowed her
to come again from time to time. She felt that she was doing a
good deed in receiving and listening to Irma, as it were a pious
duty carried out in memory of her brother, because that memory
would be better, more genuinely honoured in this way than it
could be at Ssssnage where Claire, a completely sdlf-centred
woman, never spoke of Edmond without laying particular dress
(in her usud theatrica manner) on her own sufferings in this
calamity. Alberte had aready had proof of how quickly the
dead are forgotten. |If the good, kindly Irmas heart was a
little storehouse of loyal aud faithful memories, those tender
fedings could hardly be discouraged . . .

And now that it was Bob's wife whose turn had come to be
stricken, Irma Moufeton, at Champagnier, was shedding tears
for Alberte's grievous loss as well as for her own—for Alberte,
to whom she was feeling deeply grateful for having welcomed
her to the home of one born an Euffe, and cared nothing for the
fact that her sorrow had no sanction of the law.

L
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She would have devoted hersdf unreservedly to the family.
In so doing shewould be making atonement for having deprived
others owing to certain arrangements previoudy made, of
money which was in reahty theirs. She was genuinely didressd
by the cruel blow which Alberte had sudained.

"1t isfortunate indeed,™* she said to her by way of consolation,
"that you have your three children, three lovely children who
aresoliketheir father!”

"Yes" Alberte said, with her thoughts far disant, replying
mechanically and with no conception of the meaning of the
words her lips were uttering, "yes | have three children . . "

" And you have a family round you!"

"Yes" Alberte repeated, "a family .. ." as she vagudy
wondered " what family?" knowing full well that there was no
compensation anywhere . . .

" And you haveyour father-in-law, the Count!"

"Yes," Albertesaid, " | have him . . ."

"it was he who in point of fact was her chief support and con-
solation, this tall, grim old man obsessad by fedings of passonate
indignation expressd in fits of curdng and derisve laughter;
but an arigocrat through and through. He had for her an affec-
tion which contained a full measure of the subde dehcacy and
tact of a man who had aways been an adept at talking to a
woman, whether he treated her as a princess or a light o love.
With Alberte he recovered his old faculty for displaying ex-
quisite behaviour. Since Bob's death he had been surrounding
her with every care and attention, quietly, unostentatioudy, and
without overwhelming her with too many words of comfort and
consolation. He seemed to be thanking her for bearing unaided
and alone the full weight of the family fortunes, at that point
in their history which was the connecting link between the pad,
of which he himsdlf was the represntative, and the future as
represented by his three grandchildren. In these he was begin-
ning to take more interest. One of them was very like what he
had been in his own childhood. In this boy he recognized the
de Bazair characterigics which he himself possesssd—fire bold-
ness and impudence.

After long resstance, the ageing Count had at length resigned
himself to growing old. For him the world was moving farther
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and farther away, was being blotted out by the fog of his own
indifference. From a past which had seen charges of cavalry, love
afarswith rich and lovely women, duels, nights of gambling,
aarums and excursions and adventures of every kind, al that
he now had |eft was one horse growing old in the dables, three
boisterous grandsons who were afraid of him, and this daughter-
in-law, grown pae, a true staunch woman such as the de
Bazairs had aways needed, courageous, loyal—and rich. A
woman, dso, who could suffer and endure, for all of them were
doomed to suffer in due time, those women who placed their
fate in de Bazair hands, tender cregtures st apart for glorious
sacrifice. This one at least was privileged in that she had been
sared from suffering as a wife. Henceforth she would suffer
for the honour of the family name which, faithful to the legend
which at Champagnier held firm sway, she would continue to
bear until her death. That this legend was now perhaps out of
date mattered nothing. The hour had come for the tender,,
loving Countess Alberte to suffer in silence and apart, display-
ing to theworld aproud and noble countenance, and upholding;
the old motto of the family coat of arms. "Love supports
me."

It was for all these ressons that the old Count, chewing a
cigar no longer alight, woul d come and prowl| about in theroom
where Alberte, with eyes that looked as though she were
walking in her deep, pondered and brooded over her heartrend-
ing loss, in a solitude surrounded by the songs of birds, children's
cries, the rustling of leafy trees, flowers on balconies and reflec-
tionsin still waters—a thousand different things of such sweetness
that they pierced the heart, while de Bazairs of days long past
looked down at her with thoughtful gaze, silent in their frames
upon the walls, where they watched die spectacle of life in these
latter days, themsdlves a rich storehouse of secrets they would
never betray, sphinxes of an unfathomable padt. . . . There were
times when the Count, haf-unconsciously so it seemed, would
stroke Alberte'shair with hiswasted old hand, without speaking,
or muttering somelittlewords over and over again, inaudibly,
like the little pounds one makes to soothe a troubled child. His
consciousness of what hes been destroyed and lost was becoming
moreVvividwith advancing yean. He felt that the lightning of
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dedtruction had fallen upon his line, and that insead of striking
the old branch at the top of the treg, it had blasted a strong and
flourishing bough, his son; whose wife was ill an integral,
living bough, this Alberte with the fine eyes and Madonna-like
oval face who had appealed to him ever dnce the earliest days
of their acquaintance He was consdous of her having receved
a blow that gruck at theroots of her lifédswork, in the same way
that war—always war!—when it had struck him in the hip
twenty-six years before had destroyed the best parts of himsdf,
the horseman and the warrior. He knew that time is needed
—sometimes much time—to recover from thee svee thee
fundamental amputations. . . . Bodies mus grow old, ther
grength and vigour diminish, before they can resgn themsdves
to. .. One hasto reach a dage of narrow egotism, a vegetative,
Hf-centred, amles life . . .

" Come now, Albe," he aked her one day, in rather a grum-
bling tone of voice, and without looking at her, " if you had to
live your life over again, would you have it different ?"

"No,no..." sfsemurmured, with tearsrolling slently down
her cheks like drops of rain on chrysanthemums. . . .

"Very well, then," he said to her, "be proud! Do you think
that the lady of Sassnage (a derisive reference to Claire) has o
very much to regret and to weep for? Carry your head high,
Albe!l And think of Bab. Full ofvigour and zes he was on that
lovely morning when he met his death, facing north, which is
the proud way for every Frenchman, with no thought but of
victory, and a amile on his lips until he died, as they told you.
No moaning, no pain and suffering for him. He was physically
at his bes—no hint or dgn of decay in that young frame. He
had never had to submit to pity—not from a living soul. Be
proud, Albe! Let him beyour inspiration—and your pride."

How right he was, the old nobleman, for all his bitternesd
That thought of pride—what better support could Alberte have?
And asfor therest—that undercurrent of rebelion in ayoung and
vigorous body—perhaps that too would be illed, some day....

This quegtion was touched upon at White Terraces, where
certain friends of the Euffes wer e discussing Alberte, and thinking
of her in the light of a heroine of romance who had met her
Prince Charming in the gardens of Green Idand.
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"It is quite certain," Claire announced decisively, "that
Alberte cannot marry again. On account of the title "

Claire was incapable of seaeing any farther than the tide, which
she envied. Some of her sister-in-law's fedings were a closed
book to her. It was beyond her comprehension that Alberte
should regard a life of love and marriage as finished for ever, so
far as she herself was concerned, simply in deference to a certain
principle of the de Bazairs, and to uphold a certain gredness
and dignity inspired by the family name—qualities of which the
tide was a fitting adornment, but not essentid to them, not their
esce She knew nothing of the mystery of those fond and
gentle Countesses long since dead, with their heavy hearts and
sorrowful eyes, who had told Alberte their secrets, at Cham-
pagnier. . . .

"Goodness gracious," Claire said spitefully to two or three of
her specid friends, "that little Countess who's risen from
grocery . . ."

She had been saying things like this for along while past, and
it was a mean and wretched thing to do. The fact was that she
was impressed by Alberte who, for all her outward simplicity,
drew sdf-confidence in plenty from sources of which this offshoot
of the Barges family was entirely ignorant. Yes, indeed she had
become a true de Bazair, had this daughter of Constant Euffe,
that rough diamond, that smple man! And this she had done
without affectation, effordesdy, and with no sdfish motive nor
deep-laid scheme. Even as a widow she remained beneath the
speu, with all its charm, which the de Bazairs had cast upon her,
who was now guardian of a tradition to be handed on to her
three children. It was better, therefore, so Claire thought, to
be plessant to her when they met, and have the saisfaction of
being able to say: " My sister-in-law Countess de Bazair," when
introducing her to friends. Inthe sameway it would be flattering
for Edmond's children to have de Bazair cousins. Sassnage
must not become estranged from Champagnier.

This busness—the war—being now provisionally settled, it
waa becoming an urgent matter to provide for the future of the
Silken Net, which had been robbed of the firm's two best brains,
Edmond EufFe and Bob de Bazair. For this purpose little rdiance
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could be placed on Germain, "the incompetent member of the
family." A number of people, besdes Claire hersdf and her
two children, were interesed in the Slken Net's future
Madame Congant Euffe, till living (" and frankly one wonders
why!"); Germain, his wife, and their seven children; Alberte
de Bazair and her three boys, Lucie and her husband, and ther
three children. Until such time as George Euffe, Claire's ddes
child, should be of an age to enter the budness (of which, by
virtue of seniority, he would have the largest share, ouging his
cousins up to the limit of what was practicable) it would have
to beran on sound and competent lines. It could therefore not
be left soldy in the hands of Germain, a dangeroudy fanciful
person, nor could it be entrusted to strangers brought in from
outsde Claire, after giving the matter some thought, fdt that
with her determined nature she might very well become capable
within a short gace of time of exercdsng some supervision over
the Silken Net. A small executive committee would have to
beformed. Apart from Germain, the only man now left in the
family was that quear fish, that low fellow—Bruno Spaniente.
Still, a young man who had contrived to get round Lucie, and
then managed his affairs very cleverly, could hardly be a fool
... Might he, perhaps, be really of some us? But first of all,
what had happened to him, what had he been doing in the war?

With her maderful character and her spead in coming to a
decison, Claire Euffe took the bull by the horns and promptly
went off to Nice, where she rang at Lucie Spaniente's door and
found her alone. She addressed her without hestation by her
Chrigtian name as in the old. days and by adopting a natural
manner wiped out the long sverance of their reations.

"Oh," desad, " how prettily you have arranged everything!
And what a nice house! Arethose photographs of your children?
Why, they're splendid! And how well they look! Really, my
dear Lucie, you have shown both tage and character in the way
you've managed things. | congratulate you and it makes me
happy to seit. Sincerely happy!"

Though under no illusons where her sster-in-law was con-
cerned, Lucie was powerless to prevent Claire from spesking to
her in a tone of voice which made her fedings of satidaction and
of sdf-importance only too evident Claire was far too accus
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tomed to having docile and amenable listeners, entirely at her
sarvice and disposal. She wielded a weapon againgt which there
seemed to be no defence—a firm belief that her wit, her educa-
tion, and her socia gifts were unsurpassed. So strong was this
conviction—so radiant—that she ended by making others share
it with her.

She said that the death of the head of the family had been a
cruel bereavement for them all, and that it had resulted in many
changes. Interspersing her questions with favourable comments
and praise, she learned all she wanted to know. Bruno Spaniente
who, as he grew older, was devoting less time to games, had
bought a garage. This had turned out to be afortunate move on
his part. Thanks to this garage he had succeeded in getting
himself mobilized for specia service locally, because his work-
shops carried out the repairs for a military car-park.

Before her visit was over, Claire saw entering theroom akind
of sporting gendeman with decidedly handsome features, and
whose manners were by no means bad. His appearance and
demeanour were perhaps rather those of an impresario or a
gentleman attending a race meeting, but this was what suited
him best. He was full of the Southern geniality and good nature;
you felt that he would promise anything you asked, and do so
effusively; and that with all this there was guile and cunning in
the man. Further, he was the kind of person whom nothing
surprises. On seeing Claire, whom he had not met for years
past, he showed no trace of astonishment.

"Hullo!" he said, with his Southern accent, "why, it's that
nice Claire! And how goesit?"

It was no part of Claire's purposeto give full powersto Bruno;
her intention was rather to make use of him, should the occasion
aise, as a counterweight to decisons made by Germain. She
was contemplating the formation of a triumvirate for the
management of the Silken Net, with herself occupying a place
between the two brothers-in-law. After all, the fortune of the
Barges family had had its beginningsin old grandmother Barges,
a remarkable woman who died at the age of eighty-seven and
had always driven everybody at the sworaspoint. Astherenow
appeared to be some necessity for it, Claire summoned her own
heredity, to die rescue, and felt confident of discovering within
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her slf some of those qualitieswhich had belonged to her mager-
ful grandmamma. In these ways the rights and interess of the
Euffe hers would be protected by the interested persons
themsdves.

It was pleasant and amusing for Bruno Spaniente that this
proud Euffefamily, which had treated him asan intruder, should
now be coming to him with a favour to ak. It was pleasant and
amusing to be making a triumphal return to Grenoble, on a
footing of equality with the members of a sodial ghere with
which he had previoudy been in contact when ganding at the
door of a motor-car, with a chauffeur's peaked cap upon his
head . . . His children would be on the same sodal level as
their cousns born of highly respectable bourgecis marriages
which had met with universal approval. It made him laugh to
think of himself addressng as " Mother" that dear old lady, a
little off her head and a tippler of no mean accomplishment, poor
Mother Euffe who, on the advice of the widow of General de
Sainte-Foy, had once given him the sack.

Bruno might perhaps have succumbed to the temptation to
remain at Nice and not desert his beloved Mediterranean. But
there was now a question oiduty, the duty for the carrying out of
which he had made himsef repongble when he rose in the
wda sale a family duty to which he mugt devote himself for
his children's sske  This imperative duty was summed up in a
single expression, an expresson replendent in the vagness of all
that it implied and the hereditary promise it contained; an
expresson which already had the drength of a tradition, and
gdood for all that is honest, fair, and upright in catering; an
expresson which, by the inspiration of a man now in his grave,
had become a symbol of laging srength and power, around
which, somejealouses and vanity notwithstanding, all his des
cendants dood grouped in dose array; an expression more
powerful than the family itsdf, whose motto, in a sns it
formed: the Silken Net.

Clairées decison to form a triumvirate of management which
would include her Southern brother-in-law was destined,to
prove an excdlent one in the dtuation that had now arisen.
The resgance at Voreppe was the beginning of what would
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be, from every point of view, a new gage of the war. Claire
foresaw this, and se refused to give way to the fedings of con-
fusion and dismay by which at that time so many of the weaker
vesHs were being overcome. She kept entirely separae in her
mind the unhappy position in which France was now placed,
and her own, which was that of a great lady and mistress of
a large country house. While the Vichy government were
speaking of "misfortune” and "calamity/' Claire maintained a
rigorous attitude of mind, excluding the people of her own dass
from all responsibility for the catastrophe. She did, however,
make direct references to those whom ghe regarded as the
responsible persons, declaring that all those people who had been
at the head of affairs up till now should be shot without further
ado. Did the matter call for any discussion at all, and why all
this fuss? Did the facts not gpesk for themselves, and were they
not deadly? Then let all that riff-raff be swept away, those
despicable wretches who had wanted war and declared it, at the
instigation of that treacherous country, England.

"Inany casg" sad Claire, to whose utterances much'attention
was paid, "I am not particularly surprised at what is happening
to us. | felt it coming. And my poor Edmond shared my
opinion. Hewasvery pessmigtic as regards the future." ~*

"It remainsto be seen,” old M. Mivois sad quietly, "whether
all that is happening now is a good thing for us, or not. . ."

"Well, at any rate it's the Republic that will go down to
history as responsible for the defeat,” another of the gueds at
White Terraces remarked.

"TheRepublicishard hit! So hardthatitwill never recover.
We certainly shan't be sorry to se the last of it."

"This ssams to be a unique opportunity for getting rid of
adistinct tendency to mob rule.”

"And, dear lady, you didn't s that thrilling entry of the
Germans into Lyon? The order, the discipline, the marvellous
equipment . . ."

"All the things we so badly needed ourselves!”

"And their correctness, their wonderful bearing! All that
sort of thing had vanished, in France."

"Nobody ever kept to his proper stationinlife."

" And no one wanted to do a stroke of work."
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"Don't you think they were sublime, those words of the
Marshal: ' The spirit of enjoyment has got the better of the spirit
of sacrifice. Our defeat is due to the cessation of effort. | invite you
toamoral and intellectual revival.'"

"It'saslovely as a Greek statue!”

"Andhow trueit all is!"

"When you come to think of it, didn't the people need this
lesson? They s now how badly they have been led. And let
us have the courage to say so!"

"Yes, indeed, let us!"

It was discussons of this nature that were taking place among
Claire's circle of friends. And it was because that lady had a
strong character, and was convinced of her own superiority and
sure of being a privileged person, that she very soon perceived
a silver lining to the cloud of catastrophe—from a moral and
socia point of view. The national collapse would bring with it
anjopportunity for the restoration of authority over the common
herd, the main body of the population still in a dazed condition
and on the brink of destitution. Nothing could be saved from
the national wreck without a strengthening of the position of
the body of employers, who would obviously be a mainstay of
the new regime. Those employers, who only yesterday were
being bullied to grant unthinkable concessons, would now at
last be enabled to restore the law and order which were their
due.

It was with these thoughts in her mind that, when the question
aroxe of giving back to the country, in its service and for its
good, some of the 6lite and flower of its population. Claire
deliberately sided with Vichy. Of that £lite, she had aways
claimed to be an embodiment.

"What a pity," she would say, "that Edmond is no longer
here! With his knowledge of economic questions he would
have beenjust the kind of man that is needed for reorganizing
France." Agreement with these remarks was all the heartier
because it was known how great was the influence which this
resolute woman had exercised over her husband. It was indeed
generally recognized that Claire, with her talent for conducting
asalon and for skilful plotting, would have been invaluable to
a man engaged in public busness.
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Her widowhood having robbed her of those great opportuni-
ties, Claire concentrated all her efforts upon the Silken Net. In
no way handicapped by the enfeebling effects of a tender and
sympathetic nature, she was a magnificent busnesswoman, with
clear-cut views and an unfaltering will. In short, it was $e who
was the real head and leader of the family, a task which could
be assgned neither to Alberte, insufficiently interested and too
much a Countess, nor to the crazy Lucie, nor to Germain, a
mixture of hesitations and dreams.

Though not openly discussed, there were differences of outl ook
and opinion among the members of the family. The de Bazairs,
at Champagnier, were professed adherents of de Gaulle. The
only reason for this was given by Alberte in these words: " | f
Bob were still aive, | am certain that he would not have agreed
to the armistice, and would have gone off to fight." She kept
alivein her children's hearts the sure knowledge of their father's
heroism—a legacy which every son of the de Bazairs could all
but claim as his due. In the boys' eyes there often shone a steely
defiant light. Intheir warlike games they had revived the word
"Boche," which the frequenters of White Terraces had banished
from their vocabulary as being vulgar and out of place.

Germain's eyes dso were turned in the direction of London.
As sentiment was the mainspring of all his thoughts and actions,
it is probable that memories of the pretty Margaret were not
unconnected with his present outlook and convictions, and that
equally responsible for them were recollections of English
parties, English poets, English tennis and golf, English downs
and meadows, the empty boredom of English Sundays, certain
characters in Shakespeare and Dickens—in short, a whole
medley of unfamiliar customs, new sights and sounds, of idle
thoughts and day-dreams, by which his youth had been en-
thralled. Sometimes he wondered whedier he should go to the
rescue of France and make for Africa or the English coast at
Dover. For the grocery busness only filled him with horror.
But his plans met with no better fate than his poems which he
never finished, and his love afars which fell snort, always, of
the sublime. He was one of those who stand upon the seashore
and watch the ships while they sail away into the distance. His
life was compounded of disillusions and habits. The disillusions
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were now bidding hirri depart. But the habits which were
sronger and more comfortable, were holding him fag in a place
where he hated to be.

His was the cag of mind that is only too ready to bdieve that
all islod. A future of sthacks and dissger would not have been
altogether digagteful to him: he would have made it an excuse
for his own surrender, for ceasing from all further effort. Even
the gamiles of the fat, good-natured Marie-Therfse failed to
regore his courage and faith. It mugt here be sad that that
plump, inert materfamilias did in fact take all the poetry out of
nis life. There she would st in date cheerful and happy and
only half-conscious of her surroundings, in the midst of a brood
of squalling children, continuoudy handling babies napkins,
feeding-bottles, and other appliances or spooning gruel into
ome little wide-open mouth. Languidly and with no trace of
ill temper, she would call out an occasonal word of reproach
to a disheveled little band of children who, having transformed
the houseinto a miniature battlefield with bridgeheads and points
of redgance fought devadating engagements with a misce-
laneous collection of projectiles. Mirrors, vases canddabra came
crashing to the floor amid the din of counter-attacks. Every
evening on his return to his home, Germain Euffe found it
srewn with wreckage and turned topsy-turvy as though it had
been sarched. In the midst of this devastation, Marie-Th”rese,
with the calm composure of a woman whose numerous confine-
ments are easy, and who has come to rather more than full
bloom, would be giving not a thought to the tumult of a Europe
at war, and would say to him, placidly: " The children have been
enjoying themsdves like anything." One could have hit the fat
creature! But later, with her fine ample frame which despite
its plumpness was as firm as ever; with all her sghs which only
hid a smile, she recovered charms to which Germain was ill
ready to succumb. In every duty that fell to her to carry out,
Marie-Ther& se showed the same liberality, the same good will;
an air of pleasure in which there was a touch of plaintiveness,
and complete sincerity. The curves of her figure were certainly
unredrained, extremely unfashionable, and such as would be
inadmissble in any woman but a lawful wife and mother of a
large family. Such curves which no man would have chosn
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for his own, prevented her from looking well dressed. But they
still brought Germain pleasure, and their possesson gave him a
feeling of power which, for aman lacking in stability and whose
constitution was rather frail, was atonic and a consolation. And
so their liveswent on. Andstill thechildren came. And Germain
felt himself bound more and more to the Silken Net, though
as a merchant he was lamentably incompetent. He avenged
himself for his endavement by adopting a policy so liberal that
it cost the firm dear. He made it a point of honour to buy his
stocks without any bargaining over prices and to sell at a profit
so small asto be completely sffe from criticism on moral grounds.
But the dividends suffered thereby. It was to put a stop to all
this that Claire went to Nice to sek out Bruno Spaniente.
Bruno was indeed a Heaven-sent man, in that he had no
hesitation in shouldering the rough and tumble responsibilities
which neither Claire, on account of her socid position, nor
Germain, with hisunpractical idealism and fanciful nature, would
have dared to take. The way in which he picked up the ins and
outs of catering was remarkable, and very soon, by dint of
busness methods involving subtleties not far removed from
dishonest trading, he showed himself to be a man of the same
stamp and abilities as M. Constant Euffe, the founder of the firm.
So far, a leadt, as results were concerned. For his ways of work-
ing were quite different, and derived rather from a Southern
love of experiment than from any fixed method. He was a past
magter in the art of addressng a comparative stranger in the
most familiar way, slapping him on the shoulder and making a
great display of sincerity just suited to the occasion, with an
abundant flow of words and a touch of pathos where required,
and good nature always to the fore. The fact was that he had
not got the same rigid conception of what condtitutes a lie as
those who live in the north of France. In his opinion it was not
by diligence and hard work that money was made, but rather
by tricks and dodges and artfulness and guile, and a certain
elagticity where promises and undertakings are concerned. A
power to convince others, and to make himself liked, seemed to
radiate from him: Claire herself took his "Hullo, fair lady!"
and "I say, dger . . ." without being shocked, astonishingly
familiar though these methods of addressing her were. He won
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Albertes heart by flattering remarks about her song whom he
compared with young princes He pleased Marie-Therfese by
sprawling on the carpet with her little urchins, and leading them
in an attack on cupboards and such pieces of furniture as were
gill serviceable He bewitched Germain by saying to him:
"You're a brainy young man, aren't you? Very well then,
brother-in-law, just you leave mugtard to me and get on with
that literature of yours. You'll be making the family famous."
With Clair€s agreement and approval, he overthrew the
Euffe principles as laid down by the late Congant Euffe, which
Edmond had faithfully followed. The running of the firm had
been basad upon a rule of deady and regular sale, which was
congantly checked. Bruno adopted the reverse policy, that of
resricting supply, and at a time when demand was continually
increasng. He was one of the firs men to forese that France
would be depleted of all the material means of life. He scretly
gocked thousands of tins of sardines margarine, chocolate, and
preserved foods of various kinds, together with bottles of vintage
wines, old brandy, cocktails etc. The less he sold the more he
bought, carrying off everything on which he could lay hands
Rising prices had no fears for him, for he bdieved that it would
be long before they began to swing back once more. He rented
new warehouses, and arranged for the transport of tons of goods
to White Terraces Bouqueron, Montbonnot, and the various
flats occupied by the members of the family. He predicted that
a day would come when he would sl everything at ten to
twenty times its present purchase price. He foretold a despotic
reign of human appetite, a dictatorship of provison merchants,
a supremacy of food; he prophesed that the holders of " key-
products' would aways find means of obtaining petrol, sare-
conducts, apartments, boots and shoes wearing appard, fud,
tobacco, and everything that makes life happy and pleasant and
warm. Whatever the outcome of the nation s ordeal, the EufFes
thanks to the Silken Net, would be in a good postion when
they emerged. The German defeat in the Batde of Britain
enabled him to prophesy a long and exhausting war: from the
commercial point of view it was exactly what he desred.
There was ancther way in which the family's postion was
altogether a good one, in that it had a footing in both camps
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Alberte and Germain were siding with the resstance movement.
Bruno, however, was among the first to be enrolled in the
Petain Legion. Not that he had political views of any kind.
But the wearing of the badge assured him of certain advantages,
with great freedom of action, and, as he himself sad, "It's all
to the good of the customers” His enjoyment of priority in
the purchase of important stocks, his being able to procure
extralorries, with specia authority (withheld from rival firms)
to send them where he wished—these privileges were doubtless
due to the backing he received from the Committee of the Legion,
a few important members of which, thanks to the Silken Net,
had as much sugar, coffee, butter, spirits, and evenfoie gras as
they wanted. In addition to these gentlemen, there were some
carefully sdected officials and civil servants who were liberally
supplied. Bruno had the run of the Prefecture and the Town
Hall, where the secretaries and typists, upon whom he showered
small presents, made him welcome. And as for the inspectors
of the Vichy Economic Control Commission, all of whom were
friends of his, their lives were a round of feasting.

Sde by sde with all this, Bruno arranged some magnificent
dinner-parties which became widely known, and at which the
guests, egged on by their consciousness of the prevailing dearth
of food and the emaciated condition of Frenchmen in a date of
destitution, gorged themselves to the point of repletion. These
gluttonous parties were occasons for the cementing of various
friendships and hatching of plots which had very considerable
ramifications throughout the economic system of France. Bruno's
guests would exclaim gaily: "What are people complaining
about? Aren't we living just as we used to do?"

Litde by litde Claire, whose principles of management were
derived from the Barges-Chouin, theleading family among the
great employers of labour in the district, found herself flirting
with collaboration. Now she knew, so she said. "Their '
behaviour was correct, one could work with "them." That
there was a lot that was good in the German orderliness and
method was beyond all question. And M. Barges, her father,
generaly supposed to be a cunning old fox, was saying to all
and sundry: Aslong as they are here, everyone will be kept
up to the mark."
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The Silken Net dividends were above suspicion. But Bruno
kept at his disposa a secret fund which enabled him to handle
certain transactions which would hardly bear the light of day.
This fund contained sums of money the total of which finally
came to exceed that of the turnover appearing in the firm s
books. Bruno might be ssen walking along quite casually and
carrying a big leather portfolio stuffed to bursting point with
five-thousand franc notes. He was known to be a man who
would bring of f adeal sub rosa of amillion francs cash down for
goods which later would be travelling, duly camouflaged, in
Government lorries. It was merely a question of arrangement
with the Y outh Camps and other State organizations. Everyone
profited handsomely by these transactions—except the Treasury.
But it was a leading dogan in black market circles—who ruled
thewhole situation; " Only the——pay taxes." That was being
said openly.

From the specid profits which were his own perquisite, Bruno
deducted and st aside a certain portion. With this he bought
a country house and a fine edate, with furniture, china, and
pictures; he took a share in an hotel and a cinema, and wallowed
in golden louis and twenty-dollar pieces. Francs by the million
came his way with a steady and essy flow. And the different
grades of the community were plain for all to sse at the top
were those who could consume a thousand francs worth of
food at a meal; below them came the remainder, the ordinary
miscellaneous crowd of the thin and insufficiently fed. Con-
siderable efforts had been made to find some way of restoring
eminent people to the positions they should occupy. This saying
was very much to the point: "Tell me what you ed, | will
tell you the sort of man you are.”

Were not the men of genuine ability—the men with the most
fertile brains of that period—those who knew how to excgpe
from the clutches of tne Exchequer and from all supervision and
control, and build up enormous fortunes? Bruno did not doubt
that they were. He felt a giant, full of boldness and strength,
copiously supplied as he was with food and drink, clad in good
soft woollen garments, with his fegt in comfortable and water-
tight shoes and his body at ese in silken underwear: he was
indeed magnificently provided with thisworld's goods, as com-
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pared with the penury which was now the lot of those others,
mere imbeciles and fools. Professors, intellectuals, artists, officials,
all came to pay him court, because they were hungry, poor devils!
Beggars, the learned and the humble alike, invaded his offices
in aconstant stream, and called him saviour. Bruno acknowledged
this tribute of praise with a few pounds of chocolate, preserved
food, or fats. For him, a mere trifle!

One afternoon in the spring, at about five o'clock, he was at
the Shady Nook, at the extremity of Green Island. (Through
his good offices this etabUshment had an ample stock of pro-
visions) Bruno had a great fondness for this spot, which re-
minded him of the padt, of the early dages of his promotion to
the comparatively sffe and settled existence of a member of the
middle dases He had driven there with a companion, ayoung
person with captivating eyes. He had ordered, in aprivate room,
a meal which included foie gras, cold chicken, gruyere chee,
preserves, and champagne. The pretty girl gazed at this luxurious
fare with amazement and gratitude. She ate greedily, and Bruno
was continually refilling her plate.

" Carry on, swedtie, eat away. And there'll be just as much for
you to-morrow if you'd likeit."

Her name was Lucette. She had grace and charm and a natural
distinction. But for the time being she could think of nothing
but the satisfaction of hunger, and was holding a leg of chicken
to her lips and devouring it till the bone was stripped and bare,
with a voracity like that of an animal, but which was by no
means unpleasant to watch. She had gressy fingers, and her
eyes were glistening with her greed. She was too absorbed to
think of protecting herself from the idle caeses of Bruno, who
was seated beside her.

"Aren't you eating anything, then?"

“I'm tired of eating,” Bruno replied. "And I'm getting
shamefully fat."

"Well, you are a lucky man!"

She drank deep and then fell upon the remainder of the
chicken, tearing off the breast with her fine strong teeth. Her
lipstick was forming a red coating which stained the lower
portion of her face. Bruno's hand was laid upon a firm hip that
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was ft and smooth to the touch, and now gaining the war mth
which copious nourishment brings. He fdt the young woman
taking on a new leese of life.

"Well, my beauty, you were hungry!"

"Should | be hereif | hadn't been hungry? It's hunger that
rules the world to-day. Don't you think that's vile?"

"Vile?"

Framed by the open window, through a gap in thefresh green
foliage he caught sght of the flowery dopes of the Gr& ivaudan,
looking just as they did in former days when he ussd to come
here with Lucie. ... The air was all a-quiver with rays of
sunshine The sont of lilac was floating in from somewhere
hard by. He had with him a hundred thousand francs which he
could spend that very day if he fdt so inclined, without account-
ing for it to anybody. In a world dismembered and out of joint,
aworld in which beauty and talent went hungry, he had food
at his diposal. He felt as though, for the moment, he were one
of that world's great potentates.

His hand did along Lucetteés arm until it came in contact
with a young bosom dagic and warm. He bent over his com-
panion, over the scented nape of her neck, without her pausing
for one moment in her attack on a thick dice of gruyere. And
hiding his flushed face in the soft embrace of her hair, he replied:

" All the same these are splendid times. For an heir of the
Euffes—absolutdy splendid!’

Of the Euffes, Alberte was the only one who had been really
gricken. But the family needed a hero, and Bob de Bazair had
filled that need. He had left behind him a Countess and tided
children. Thiswas all to the good.

He kissed the perfumed neck, murmuring as he did o

"Have some more to eat. Don't bother about me."

But Lucette aked him, as she made inroads on the jam:

"What do you do with yoursdf? What are you?'

"What, me?"

His eyes fell upon the pretty girl before him, the iced cham-
pagne, the flowersin a vase, his gold cigarette case which lay on
the tablecloth, the fine material of his suit, his magnificent
mor occo-leather portfolio in which he was carrying so many
bundles of notes.
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"Well," he sad, "if you want to know, |'m a winner!
Started from scratch, and look at menow . . "

At that moment a fearsome exploson shook every hole and
corner of thetown. It felt asthough everything wasin imminent
danger of collapsing in ruin. During the profound slence which
followed, it was surprisng to observe the sun ill shining in
the heavens and the mountain heights unmoved. The sounds of
firing were heard in the digance, and the rattle of machine-guns.

"Ah," cried Bruno, who had been dartled, "therés no peace
now! Why can't they leave us alone!"

He was thinking of his money, on which he was relying for
protection from every danger. But the terrible sruggle of the
Resgance was about to be intendfied at Grenoble and disrupt
the whole town. Jug asin 1940 the fighting had been brought
to a dead dop at Voreppe, so now in the neighbourhood of
Voreppe a segthing undercurrent of murderous dandesine war -
fare was degtined to begin. There were hidden arms at Cham-
pagnier. Robert de Bazair, who was not quite seventeen, was
already beseeching his mother to let him go and j oin the maquis.
Alberte refused to give him permisson as this ssemed clearly
right, but did sowith afeding of horror which wasall the greater
because in her heart she knew that one day she would give her
consent as she thought of Bob, of whom her ddest son was the
living image. For it was a law of the de Bazairs that when there
is danger ahead, they mugt go to meet it. She mug resign her df
to this Claire, her sger-in-law, was a sfish and conceited
woman, who would aways take ddes sraightway with those
whom ghe regarded as the Righteous and the Jugt. Bruno was a
profiteer, and a man who could tide over any difficulty. But
the de Bazairs were noblemen. It isaprivilege for which a high
price mugt be paid, when drcumgtances require it.

On the following day reinforcements of the Gestapo arrived
at Grenoble. Arrests and reprisals were beginning.

Bruno departed on a well-timed journey. His attention had
been drawn to some interesting godks at Lyon and lie had been
told of a few excdlent places off the beaten track, in the depart-
ment of the Ain, where one lived like a prince, at a thousand
francsaday.

Whilein that part of the country it was borne in upon him
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that there were immense ums of money for which he could be
called to account, and it occurred to him accordingly that it
would be a clever move on his part to make over agood round
sum to the Ressance. To do this at the right moment, neither
too soon nor too late, was a somewhat ticklish problem.

He & out to give the matter the most careful thought,
following all the official datements and the wirdess news. It
was becoming mor e necessary than ever to play a cautious game
and to be in a good postion in cae the landings should take
place. He himsdf would have preferred a patched-up peace
which would leave everyone undisturbed so far as occupations
and incomes wer e concerned. But who could tell how the whole
busness would end? It would be bes to have guarantess from
both ddes . . .

He felt confident that for himsdf there were ill fine times
ahead. "Catering," he said, "has a bigger future than ever."
That blessed old Daddy Euffe, now dead and gone, had shown
amazing perspicacity when he choe it as his career! Bruno, who
was supplying the black market on a big sale was the true
representative of the commercial desoendants of the founder of
the Silken Net—by his exclusve and wholehearted devotion to
His Majesty the Human Stomach, god of war and peace alike.

" | f Germain can claim credit for writing rhymes, Claire for
being a swell sodety lady, and Alberte a Countess, who've they
got to thank for it? Yourstruly!"

He was now at the head of that mighty combination, the
Euffe Heirs—a man raised by drcumgances to a high level of
wealth and power.
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