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Part One:
Jules and Jim



Chapter One:
Jules and Jim

It was about the year 1907.

Jules, short and plump, a stranger to Paris, had asked Jim,
tall and thin, whom he hardly knew, to get him into the
Bal des Quat-z’Arts, and Jim had found him a ticket and
taken him to the costumier’s. It was while Jules was gently
turning over one material after another and choosing a sim-
ple costume, that of a slave, that Jim’s friendship for Jules
was born. The friendship grew during the ball, which Jules
took in serenely, his eyes round with wonder and brimming
with humour and tenderness.

The next day, they had their first real conversation. Jules
had no woman in his life in Paris, and he wanted one. Jim
had several. He introduced Jules to a young musician. At
' first things looked promising. For a week Jules was rather
taken, and so was she. Then Jules decided that she was too
cerebral; and she, that he was too placid and ironical.

Jules and Jim saw each other every day. They sat up late at
night, each teaching the other the language and literature of



his own country. They showed each other one another’s po-
ems and translated them together. Their talk was leisurely;
neither had ever found so attentive a listener. The regulars
at the bar soon concluded, without the two young men’s
realising it, that their relationship must be abnormal.

Jim introduced Jules into literary cafés frequented by celebri-
ties. Jules was appreciated there and Jim was pleased. In
one of these cafés Jim had a girlfriend, a pretty, indepen-
dent, casual young woman who could stand the nocturnal
pace in Les Halles better than all the poets and still be on
her feet at six in the morning. Loftily, as if from a height,
she distributed her brief favours; and whatever life might
do to her she kept her outlaw liberty and an immediate wit
that always found its mark. The three of them went out
together several times. She disconcerted Jules, whom she
considered nice, but ineffective. He thought her remarkable
but alarming. She brought along a pleasant silly girl for
Jules — and Jules found her pleasant, but silly.

So Jim couldn’t do anything for Jules. He persuaded him
to go hunting on his own, but Jules, possibly through being
bothered by his still imperfect French, never got anywhere.
Jim told Jules, ‘It’s not a question of language,’ and gave
him a lecture on strategy.

’You might just as well lend me your shoes or your boxing-
gloves,’ said Jules, ’all your things are too big for me’

Jules, against Jim’s advice, had recourse to professionals.
But there was no satisfaction in that.



They fell back on their translations and conversations.



Chapter Two:
Jim in Munich

At this juncture Jules’s mother, getting on in years but still
full of life, arrived from Central Europe to see her son in
Paris; an anxious time for Jules. She went through all his
linen to make sure there wasn’t a button missing anywhere.
She took Jules and Jim out to dinner in the best restaurants,
but she wanted both of them to be in frock-coats and top
hats. Jules found this a strain. Eventually she left.

One rainy evening three months later, Jules improvised a
dinner for Jim and himself in his two furnished rooms. Jim,
happening to open the fireplace of the tiled stove, found
Jules’s top hat sitting in it, without any wrapping and cov-
ered with a delicate layer of soot. Jules said with satisfac-
tion, ’You see, if I keep it there it’s out of the way and the
soot protects it against the moth’

To which Jim answered, 'I’'m not your mother, Jules’

They used to have their meals in little wineshops. Cigars
were their only extravagance; each picked out the best cigar
for the other. They frequented the Concert Mayol and the
Gaité-Montparnasse, where Colette was miming.



Jules told Jim at length about his home district and the
girls there. He loved one of them, Lucie, whose hand he had
asked — in vain, which was the reason for his departure to
Paris. Now, after six months, he was going back to see her.
’There’s another one, too,’ said Jules; ’Gertrude. She leads
her own life and she’s got a fine little boy. She understands
my nature. And she doesn’t take me seriously. Here she is’

Jules took a photo of Gertrude out of his wallet. She was
lying naked on a beach, girdled only by an incoming wavelet,
while her year-old son sat on his mother’s buttocks and
faced the open sea, like an infant Eros on a fortified citadel.
’And there’s one more, Lina; I might be in love with her if I
wasn’t in love with Lucie. Look, she’s something like this’

And with small, slow strokes of his pencil on the round
marble table he sketched a face.

Jim, talking away, glanced at this face; then he said to Jules,
'I’'m coming with you’

"To see them?"
#Yiesh

’Bravo!’ said Jules.



Chapter Three:
Three beauties

To prepare the way, Jules set out a week in advance for
Munich, where he had spent two years in and around these
three women’s company.

He rented two large rooms for Jim in the house of respectable
people, and announced Jim to his three friends, with such
a different description in each case that they found them-
selves at sea when they compared notes.

As soon as Jim arrived Jules introduced him to Lina, who
knew the story of the table.

To Jules’s surprise, Lina (a beautiful young poppet with

a teasing wit) and Jim, even before they had finished the

cakes they were taking with their tea, saw eye to eye on the
, following points:

e (a) There wasn’t much likeness between Jim and the
description of him which Jules had given her.

e (b) There was almost no likeness between Lina and
the drawing on the table.



e (c) They got on very well together but, to save Jules’s
time and their own, issued a joint bulletin that the
expected grand passion would not be forthcoming.

"What clear, quick reactions!’ said Jules. ’'I do envy you...’

As for Lucie and Gertrude, Jules revealed them both at once
to Jim, at a supper in the city’s most modern bar.

Once their evening coats had fallen away the two women
blossomed out in striking contrast. They sat down at a
pale wooden table which was quickly spread with a cloth
and strange glasses.

A shy, happy smile played over Jules’s lips, telling the other
three that he held them in his heart.

Leisure, without constraint, enfolded them all. 'How on
earth have you managed,’ said Jim, thinking aloud, ’to bring
together at one and the same time two women who are so
different and so ’ He didn’t finish his sentence; silence
uttered on his behalf the word beautiful. The women heard
it.

Jules flushed with pleasure. He was about to reply, but
Gertrude checked him with up-raised hand and said, ‘Jules
is our confidant; and our producer, too. He’s got a fertile
imagination and the patience of an angel. He puts us into
his novels. He consoles us, he teases us; he pays court to us,
but he doesn’t try to monopolise us. He only forgets one
thing — and that’s himself’

"What lovely praise!’ said Jim.



’So when he calls us we come,’ said Lucie, tilting her head
slightly back.

Jules, in his own comic way, told them how his plan for
Lina and Jim had fallen through. Lina had already told
them herself by telephone.

'But of course,’” said Gertrude. ’Lina and Monsieur Jim
aren’t right for one another. Lina’s a spoilt child, and Mon-
sieur Jim doesn’t like that'’

"What does he like?’ asked Jules.
"We shall see,’ said Lucie impassively.

For the second time the gravity of her voice made its impact
on Jim. To find himself sitting between these two women
made him almost ill at ease, he would have liked to spend
the whole time looking at each of them.

It seemed like the start of a dream.

It was not long before Jules, as master of ceremonies, pro-
posed that they abolish once and for all the formalities of
Monsieur and Mademoiselle and Madame by drinking to
brotherhood, Briiderschaft trinken, in his favourite wine,
and that to avoid the traditional and too obtrusive gesture
of linking arms the drinkers should touch feet under the ta-
ble — which they did. Carried away by his happiness Jules
quickly withdrew his own feet.

Jim'’s stayed for a moment between one foot of Gertrude’s

and one of Lucie’s. Lucie was the first gently to withdraw



her foot.

She was a long-skulled, Gothic beauty; she took her time
over everything she did, so that other people found every
moment endowed with the same abundant value as she con-
ferred on it herself. Her nose, mouth, chin and forehead
expressed all the pride of a German province, the allegori-
cal role of which she had once played as a child in a religious
festival. She came of an upper middle class family and was
studying painting.

Gertrude was thirty; her beauty was classical Greek and
she was a born athlete. She won ski races without training,
and she could jump off a tram going full tilt and stop dead
without an effort as she landed. She made you want to get
to know her muscles. She had a fatherless son, aged four
years; she didn’t believe in fathers. She lived by her art
as an illuminator, so she had her ups and downs. She was
nobly born; she was under a boycott from her caste, but
the artists respected and cherished her.

The evening flowed on like a winding river. They were all
on the top of their form and sparks began to fly. One thing
they had in common: they were comparatively indifferent
to money and felt they were pawns in God’s fingers; though
Gertrude would have said that God was the Devil.

Jules was talking very well. But towards two in the morning
he began being a bit too much of an expert about human
souls and situations, and tried to counterbalance this by
putting in a risky joke here and there. This might have been
compensation — saying in public what he didn’t dare to do in
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private. He poked fun at the two girls and himself and came
near to poking it at Jim too; after all, hadn’t he admitted
them into a paradise whose gates he could never be sure of
entering himself? He may have been feeling, prophetically,
that this was how things were. His paean of homage and
delight began to be punctuated with scratches, little lunges
with the claws out, and there was an embarrassing passage
in which he undertook to tell the Creator, lengthily, how
to shatter the creation to bits and remould it nearer to the
heart’s desire.

Something obvious was dawning — namely, that while Jules
was a delicious friend he hadn’t got the stuffing to make
a satisfactory husband or lover. He suspected it himself,
as he had done before, and tried to drown the suspicion
in a flood of words. 'He’s wrecking his evening, he always
does,’ said Gertrude regretfully, when Jules had got up for
a moment to go off after the cigarette-girl. Lucie shook her
head indulgently.

Jules monopolised their final quarter of an hour with his
ramblings; he bungled his effects, repeated them, and wouldn’t
let the others get a word in edgeways. All three were suffer-
ing on his behalf, and at the same time beginning to want
to see each other again — without Jules.

Jim was seeing this side of Jules for the first time. On
second thoughts he realised that there had been traces of
it in their talks, when Jules, without the real presence, the
sacrament of beauty, was borne away on the wings of his
own eloquence.

11



"What an amazing night we’'ve had!’ said Jim. 'Two flowers,
those girls, and so different; sacred love, profane love ... I
don’t really want to see them both at the same time again’

'l know what you mean. Which one struck you most?’

'I'm still dazzled,’ said Jim, 'I'm in no hurry to find out.
What about you?’

'I’ve asked Lucie to marry me and I shall ask her again.
Gertrude consoled me when Lucie turned me down. I took
Gertrude and her son away, to Italy, to the sea. She gave
me her body but not her love.... Look, Jim, when I met
Lucie I was scared. I didn’t want my feelings to run away
with me. We were touring in the mountains; she had hurt
her foot, and she allowed me to look after her; I used to
change the dressings. I'd have been glad if her foot had
never got better’

'I’ve been getting to know her hand,’ said Jim.

It was I who didn’t get better,” Jules went on. "When she
was all right again I took my courage in both hands and
proposed. She said No - but so sweetly that I’m still hoping.’
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Chapter Four:
Gertrude

Jim was an obstacle between Lucie and Jules.

At the end of a fortnight, after a siege which she made heroic
and amusing, Gertrude gave herself to Jim. She came to see
him in the evening once or twice every week. She was a gen-
erous, full-blooded creature. When they were not making
love she told him all about her own life, which she looked
upon as a perpetual game against God; she was always the
loser. A whole gamut of Northern temperament and emo-
tions, such as he had never met before, was revealed to
Jim. She told him about her problems. Neither of them
slept when they were together, though Jim did sometimes
feel his eyelids flicker. She liked his way of listening but
never gave him her close attention. She was fascinated by
Napoleon; her daydream was that she’d meet him in a lift
one day and he’d give her a child, and after that she’d never
see him again.

’Our Jules is a charming man,’ she said. 'He understands
women better than any man I know, and yet, when it comes
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to taking us — he loves us too much and not enough. Some-
times he’s witty, sometimes he wants us; either way he al-
ways chooses the wrong moment. I’ve done my best to help
him but it’s no good. He turns Lucie into a patient idol
and worships her. Jules is a discoverer and a poet, but as
a husband he’d be too gentle, one would always be in his
debt’

Gertrude and Jim usually finished their nights together by
walking in the woods at sunrise. They took a hired carriage
to fetch the handsome four-year-old, who sat on the box
beside the old driver and learnt to hold the reins and put
the horses to a gallop, cracking the whip and swearing, his
fair hair ruffling in the wind.

Then Jim went back to spend the day sleeping and musing
on the things Gertrude had told him.

Jules was kept informed by both of them. He saw as much
of them as before, but not together. With each of them he
talked of the other, and, as was his habit, drew a satisfaction
of his own from their pleasures.
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Chapter Five:
Jules and Lucie

Jules arranged a romantic excursion in the woods with Lu-
cie and Jim. He made up a fairy-story: Lucie was the fairy,
holding Jules by one hand and Jim by the other; a child-
ish and charming picture — Jim’s hand loved Lucie’s. They
found this sudden familiarity embarrassing. Jules was re-
laxed and expansive and didn’t have his usual rush of words.

Jim got a small parcel and was surprised when he recognised
the elegant handwriting of the address. Inside was a note
from Lucie: ‘I should like to see you alone. Can you come
to my flat tomorrow evening, about ten? This is the key of
the main door’

It was the custom in this city to shut the big front door at
ten o’clock in the evening; every tenant had his own key.

Jim, who was early for once, walked up and down. He was
holding the key in his pocket and thinking of Lucie and
Jules.

Lucie’s little drawing-room was enhanced by a fresco in
quiet colours, painted by herself. She received him sim-
ply. ‘We’ve never had an opportunity of meeting without
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Jules,’ she said. ‘I want to talk to you about him. You and
he are friends and I want your support. He’s about to visit
the town where my home is, and he hopes I'm going to let
him ask my father for permission to marry me. But I shan’t
let him. I should be glad if I felt you were near him then....
But he hardly dares ask you to come with him’

"Why?’ said Jim.
’Because - because of Gertrude,’ she said.
’I’ll be there,’ said Jim.

She served tea. The things about her, all carefully cho-
sen, and her voice and gestures, reflected a deep underlying
calm, a meditative atmosphere, a tradition of duty and ac-
ceptance. Jim realised how badly Jules needed Lucie, quite
apart from her beauty. She would never marry him. Was
she trying to spare Jules as much pain as she could?

They talked about Jules; and also about his poems, several
of which Lucie had just copied out for him and still had
with her. Her manuscripts were incomparably fine. It was
only when his poems had emerged in this form that Jules
felt they had really been born into the world. Lucie’s hand-
writing, unhurried and unretouched, apparently effortless
yet without blemish, moved straight towards its objective
over the tiny pits and hollows of the sepia paper.

Jim was envious of Jules when she read out one of the po-
ems, in a voice as fine as her calligraphy. Nothing she did
was below her own standard.
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Why had Jules led him to this shrine?

Jim asked Lucie to show him her paintings; which she did.
They were temperate and harmonious.

He was finding it impossible to go; but midnight came, and
he took his leave with a feeling of reverence towards her.

Lucie went home to her family. Gertrude went to the coun-
try, with her son and a lover.

17



Chapter Six:
Lucie and Jim

A week later Jules and Jim were alone in a carriage in the
little local train bearing them towards Lucie. The journey
took six

hours. Jules, though leisurely in speech and manner as
usual, was agitated. He told Jim a dream which he had had
that night.

"You and I were picking our way cautiously along the tops
of the walls of a tall house which was being demolished.
If we had fallen off we should have gone into some bram-
bles. You were in front and I was following, holding Lucie’s
hand behind my back. Further behind there were Gertrude
and some other people. You got to the end of the wall
and couldn’t go any further. As soon as we stopped I felt
giddy. I wondered if you were going to turn round. Sud-
denly you jumped, just like when you’re pole-vaulting, only
you hadn’t got your pole. People shouted, but you were
already standing up smiling on the opposite wall, six yards
away. Then I woke up’

Jules went on without a break, ’Shall we play dominoes?’
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"Yes,’ said Jim, who didn’t like the game.

From his bag Jules took a set of extra-thin dominoes which
his mother had given him, and they played for a long time.
Jim did his best but Jules kept on winning. There were still
two hours to go, and Jules began telling the story of Lucie
and himself from the beginning: her love for another man
and the unhappiness and illness it had brought to her, and
then how he himself had looked after her and had gradually
begun hoping that he stood a chance. Jim realised how
powerful this love was, and it upset him.

Jules devoted their first day in the little town to a pilgrim-
age which made a complete though distant circuit round
Lucie’s home. He had seen the house only once before, for
a few hours on a winter evening. What he wanted was to
catch sight of Lucie reading at her window (which she prob-
ably never did) and to gaze at her from far off before going
to the house itself. They walked up steep alleyways be-
tween high garden-walls and had tea out of doors under an
arbour, huddling and hiding so as not to be seen by Lucie,
and peering at a house which they soon discovered to be
the wrong one. In this waking dream Jules went a bit wild,
the house was a mirage, it was

everywhere; they walked and walked, out of their depth.

On the next day they found it just where it ought to be —
at the end of a level drive, a huge white house surrounded
by its own park. Jim was introduced to a halo of white hair,
Lucie’s father, old but still with plenty to say. Lucie kept
in the background when her father was there. Order and
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precision reigned.

Lucie had booked two large rooms for Jules and Jim in
an inn built of pine-logs, outside the town; it was prettily
situated on a hill; you could see the house from there, and
with binoculars it was even possible to exchange signals.

In this setting which she had chosen they waited for chances
of seeing her. They would have gone to the house every day,
but they had to take care of her parents’ susceptibilities and
avoid giving the little town too much to gossip about.

They were often invited. Jim was a success on the tennis
court in the park but less so in the drawing-room, where
he was bored. It was the other way round with Jules, who
was determined to charm the father at least, and others too
if he could. The house was spacious, full of elder sisters,
nephews, nieces, servants and pedigree dogs.

They had come for six days, they stayed six weeks. Jules
was in a state of troubled ecstasy and couldn’t bring himself
to put his question; Lucie gave him no encouragement — and
how lovely it all was!

Lucie’s younger brother, a lively, perceptive student, arrived
and the four of them began making day-long outings to-
gether, with rucksacks, in the wooded hills. Occasionally
Jules would find himself alone with Lucie; and occasionally
the same thing happened to Jim.

Was it the continual presence of Jules’s love? Was it the
influence of this gentle family life, with its provincial ritual
which made such a perfect setting for Lucie? Or was it

20



— just One day Lucie, as she walked beside Jim through
the forest, paused to adjust the laces of her supple leather
boots, watched Jules and her brother enter an inn some
way further on, and said to Jim: ’'Let’s sit down. We’ve got
time. Tell me what you're thinking about’

'It’s like this,’ said Jim. ’'Really, Jules is happy, in his own
way, and just wants things to go on. He’s seeing you often,
in idyllic circumstances, and he’s living on hope’

"Would you be glad if I married him?’
’For his sake, yes, but not for yours’

’And not even for his sake. If I was married to him I should
turn into a shrew. I admire his work, and he’s kind and
charming, but I can’t help feeling cross at his being deter-
mined to marry me.

’Jim, I got hurt too, before I ever met Jules. Badly. I expect
he’s told you. It hurts me to watch him getting hurt. You’re
his friend. Help me to help him, will you? Or just help me’

She placed her slender, trembling hands in his. A round
tear was brimming in each of her eyes. Without a word Jim
took her in his long arms and lifted her up; it was almost
a shock to discover how light her body was. He carried her
over to a fallen tree-trunk, sat down and put her on his
knees. They didn’t talk. He was looking at her face from
very close to; he tried to think of Jules, but he could feel
Lucie’s hair brushing against his lips.

’Do you still love him?’ said Jim.
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"Who?’
"The first one’

'Perhaps.... But it’s fading into the distance now, and it’s
got to fade right out. What about you, Jim?’

'Me?’

’You’ve been in love, Jim. Really in love, Jim; I can feel you
have. Why didn’t you marry her?’

"Things didn’t turn out that way’

"Where is she now?’

’In France’

"What’s she like?’

’Chaste. Like you.’

Jim felt the pressure of Lucie’s arm.

'D’you still love her, and does she still love you?’

"Yes, but we don’t see each other often, although we’re both
free’

’Don’t cause unhappiness, Jim...’
’And now there’s something new’
"What is it?’

'l admire you, Lucie. I’'m getting to know you, I love seeing
you. I'm afraid of forgetting Jules’
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"We mustn’t forget Jules, we must head him off’
They were silent again. She quoted a poem:

Alle das Neigen

von Herzen zu Herzen
ach wie so eigen
schaffet das Schmerzen

’Translate,’ she said.

’All the liking from heart to heart and back again
Ah Lord, dear Lord, how it doth fashion pain!’ said Jim.

’Not bad,’ she said, smiling, 'though you did put in "Ah
Lord, dear Lord!" which wasn’t there before. What about
Gertrude?’ she asked suddenly.

’Gertrude? ... Just wonderful fun,’ said Jim.

Jim had nipped in his lips one of Lucie’s curls; the wind
had sent it straying over his mouth. She bent her long neck
and, through her hair, gave him her lips.

She got up gently. They rejoined the others.

Other walks followed. Jim'’s heart felt too big for his chest.
The colour came back into Lucie’s cheeks and gaiety into
her ways.

Summer veered quickly towards autumn. Jules proposed to
Lucie, adding that whatever her answer might be he would
always be at her mercy. Lucie replied that though her heart
was touched she would probably never feel able to marry
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him, and that she hoped the close friendship between them
would nevertheless remain undiminished.

Jules turned white, though he had been expecting this; he
kissed her hands and sought out Jim. 'Jim,’ he said, 'Lucie
won’t have me. I'm terrified of losing her, I can’t bear to
let her go out of my life. Jim — love her, marry her, and let
me go on seeing her. What I mean is, if you love her, stop
thinking that I'm always in your way’

Jim said, 'This is how things are with Lucie and me,’ and
told him the day-by-day story of their relationship.

To his surprise and pleasure Jules’s face cleared. Jules said,
’The last time you played tennis with Lucie, against her
brother and cousin, you looked as if you belonged together.

Jules went off to find Lucie, and told her, 'Jim has been
talking to me’; he complimented her tactfully and offered
himself as a protector for her and Jim. She said, 'Our affec-
tion has only just been born, it must be left undisturbed,
like a newborn baby’

One evening Jules told them, ‘I’ll tell you about my suicide’

They were on the qui vive at once, for this was a side of
Jules that they were afraid of.

This was his story: ‘I was fifteen. I made up my mind to
die. I put a spirit-stove under my bed, on a pile of books;
my funeral pyre! I lit the stove. I lay down on my bed and
made myself comfortable, then with two quick cuts with my
razor I severed the veins in both wrists’

24



He showed them the white lines of the scars. ‘The blood
gushed out, very fast at first, and then stopped. I lost
consciousness. When I came to myself my mother was at my
bedside, there were bandages on my wrists and the doctor
was there. The bed hadn’t caught fire properly, but there
had been enough smoke for the cook to see it coming out
at the top of the door, which they had forced open’

"What did your mother say?’
’She never said a word about it/

"That was wise of her,’” said Jim. 'How many storeys were
there in the building?’

’Six,’ said Jules.
’A nice tall pyre,’ said Jim.
’Jules,’ said Lucie, ’'you were sacrificing your life for some

ideal of your own, of course. But what about any little
children on the upper floors? You might have burnt them
to death’

Jules was troubled: ’Good heavens!” he said. °’I never
thought of that’

Another time he told them: ‘I was ten. On our way to
school we had to cross a small waste lot where there was
an embankment of yellow earth. All the boys liked cross-
ing by this embankment. On it one day, Hermann, who
was a friend of mine, snatched my satchel and threw it on
the ground and punched me on the nose; he said I was a
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dirty Jew. My nose bled and I didn’t understand, but that
evening my mother explained to me.

’Hermann often attacked me there but never anywhere else;
it was like a ritual. I could have made a slight detour and
avoided the embankment, but I never did. Besides, I liked
Hermann, really’

'For his own sake?’ said Jim. ’Or because he hit you?’
’Both,’ said Jules.

Jules said to Lucie: ’Jim isn’t very intelligent’

Lucie’s eyebrows went up. 'He doesn’t need to be’

Her eyebrows came down again. ’'He’s like a hound that
simply follows the scent.

Lucie smiled. ’'He crumples his nose up, looking for his
fleas,” Jules went on, carried away by the comparison. They
laughed simultaneously. 'He looks into your eyes for a mo-
ment,’ she said, 'then he puts his front paws on your shoul-
ders and licks your face and you fall over! . . . He turns
round and round before lying down. It’ll be years before he
gets himself settled’

"Would you wait for him, perhaps?’ said Jules.

"Who knows?’ said Lucie. ’Anyway, he’s helping me to start
living again’

On their last evening Lucie promised to come and see them
in Paris next spring. 'Forgive me, both of you,’ said Jules,
’for going on hoping. My love is for always — that’s how it
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feels to me. I don’t have to hurry. I should like Lucie to be
ill and deserted and disfigured, so that I could rescue her
and devote my life to her’

’All of which may yet happen,’ said Lucie, with a colourless
smile.

In the train, Jim explained to Jules that Lucie and he didn’t
feel they were ready for marriage. Was she really cut out
to have a husband and children? He was afraid she would
never find happiness on this earth. He thought of her as a
tall abbess in white robes; he was astonished whenever he
found himself holding her in his arms. Her role was to be
an apparition for everyone; perhaps, as a woman, she could
never wholly commit herself to any man.

So, in Jules’s mind, their love became, once again, some-
thing relative and contingent. His own was absolute.
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Chapter Seven:
Magda

After a few weeks in Paris, Jules rebelled; he tried to break
himself of Lucie and began noticing the Parisian girls again.
With Jim’s help he put an advertisement in the matrimonial
column in one of the big dailies. One of those who came to
see him as a result was an alert, respectable little woman
called Juliette. Jules was filled with wonder by her white
stockings, her varnished shoes, her direct, lively glance, and
the clockwork precision — and the limitations — of her mind.
He and Jim took her out to the theatre.

For as much as twenty-four hours Jules harboured thoughts
of marriage. ‘This is the only method of approach for me,’
he said, ‘and besides, I only need to pull it off once’

But the ghost Jules got a long letter from a cousin who was
older than himself. A friend, a widow of twenty-five with
a little boy, was about to visit Paris. Would Jules like to
keep her entertained and show her the Latin Quarter?

Meanwhile she wrote to Jules suggesting he should call on
her.
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Jules invited Jim to lunch and showed him both letters.
They went for a walk in the Tuileries Gardens, in front of
the woman'’s hotel, waiting for the time appointed. ‘I really
do feel this is different,’ said Jules, ‘I feel she may be meant
for me’

A church clock struck and he set off, his little steps going
quicker than normal.

Next morning he told Jim, ‘She’s quiet and pleasant, she’s
got a way with her and she’s experienced. She’s a talented
musician. She’s not involved with anyone. I'm a bit smitten
already. I think she may like me. Will you come to a concert
with us this evening?’

"What do you need me for?’ said Jim. ’You’ll be much
happier by yourselves’

'No, you must come, really,’ said Jules, 'I’ve told her about
you already. She wants to meet you. I do need you.’

So Jim went.

Jules introduced him. 'This is Jim. You must pronounce it
English-fashion, Djim not Sheem, it doesn’t suit him'’

Magda was just as Jules had described her; she was devoted
to her singing, learned without being pedantic. They had
supper together. She liked Jules and treated Jim as a friend.
She had a way of enveloping you in her own atmosphere.

’At last!” Jim said to himself.

After a month had passed she let Jules take her. 'At last!’
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Jim said to himself again. He was spending a good deal
of time with them and was delighted to see Jules happy.
Magda for her part was taking hold of life and beauty again.
When she was alone with Jules, or with them both, she no
longer dressed or behaved like a widow.

But there were disturbing signs. Jules wrote a poem on
The Matrons of Ephesus and began slipping back a bit into
his old ways, his self-devouring cogitations which somehow
always resulted in damaging his life, without any action on
anyone else’s part. Late one evening in the Rue de la Gaité,
in an empty café, he declared, ‘What matters is that the
woman should be faithful, male fidelity’s unimportant’

Jim wondered if he was thinking of Lucie.
Magda had turned pale.
"You're a couple of fools,’ she said.

’Maybe,’ said Jim. ’'But I didn’t say anything, and I don’t
necessarily approve of everything Jules says at 2 a. m’

"Then disagree with him!’ said Magda.
'l disagree,’ said Jim.
Jules looked surprised.

"There you see!” said Magda, and taking him by the arm
she led him off like a naughty child.

Jim did his best never to see them together. Despite being
much preoccupied with his own life at this time, he called
on Jules every day.
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One morning Jules said to him, 'Magda thinks you're cross
with her since she lost her temper at that café. Tonight
we're going to try taking ether, to see what it’s like. She’s
invited you to dinner’

He was afraid Jim would refuse. ’'Thanks,’ said Jim, 'I’ll
come. But I shan’t take much ether, I don’t care for that
sort of thing’

Dinner was served on the floor, in little Persian bowls, in
front of a big wood fire.

Magda herself had prepared hors-d’oeuvres in the style of
her own country. Jules was gay, and read poems aloud in
three languages; Magda improvised on her piano. A cold
rain was clattering down outside, and it was good to be
there by the fire.

Ether-time came.

Armed with wads of cotton-wool, and bottles, they began
inhaling deeply. Jim felt it was an offence against his body.
‘Exhilarating,’ said one of them. ‘Exhilarating,’ said the
other two.

Coolness flooded into their brains and their ears buzzed;
the sense of well-being was tremendous. They felt as if they
were expanding, like wineskins filling out. At the beginning
of each

in-breath the smell was unpleasant at first, but soon they
began to crave it.

Magda’s reactions were big and uninhibited. Jim only half
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let himself go, while Jules let himself go altogether, with a
great expenditure of both cotton-wool and liquid.

The ample supply of cushions became too small for their in-
dolent limbs. Jules suggested that they lie down on Magda’s
great bed. Which they did. Magda and Jim lay at the sides
and left the middle place for Jules, but he firmly pushed
Magda into it and would take no refusal.

Wad after wad of cotton-wool was used, in darkness now.
There were long silences. The firelight flickered.

And then suddenly it was as if a mosquito had stung them.
Jules brought out a mordant paradox on the duplicity of
women, referring to an incident which had been making a
stir in the papers.

'Please, Jules,’ begged Jim, 'no psychology tonight.
’Is this supposed to apply to me?’ asked Magda.
"Of course,’ said Jules, laughing. ’'It applies to every woman'’

And he talked away, mocking both himself and Magda and
mixing platitudes with wit. They tried to stop him. Jim
made an effort to stand up but Magda put out a hand to
restrain him. She covered her ears, but Jules stopped talk-
ing for a second and took one of her hands away. She let

" him have his way because she thought he was going to say
something pleasant, but he leant over and whispered in her
ear, which he would never have done in front of Jim if he
hadn’t been drunk with ether.

Magda groaned.
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'Put on the light, Jim,’ she said.

Jim pressed the hanging switch. Magda’s face was tense;
she was even angrier than she had been in the café.

’Get out, Jules!” she ordered.

Jules was wearing his expression of a baby who has just tor-
tured an insect. The curt command from Magda, a former
officer’s wife, took effect on him as it would have done on
a soldier. He got off the bed, removed the kimono she had
lent

him, put on his jacket and shoes and went out into the
adjoining room. They heard him open the door on the
landing and close it behind him.

Jim sat up and was about to follow him, but Magda pulled
him down against herself. Desire welled up in her and she
twined herself as close to him as she could.

’Magda, you’re trying to take revenge on Jules,’ said Jim,
’and you’ll be sorry’

'Never! And I'd rather it was you than anyone else’
'It’s true,’ thought Jim to himself; ’it’ll matter less with me’
’Not like that!’ she said. And began undressing him.

They spent a night of candid and almost impersonal desire,
a night impregnated with ether and entirely caused by Jules;
a pagan flare-up which was beautiful in its own way, without
sequel or after-taste.
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In the morning, waking with her head on Jim’s shoulder,
she said:

'Don’t you think Jules wanted us to?’
"He was drunk on ether,’ said Jim.

’Yes, but he was more like himself than ever. Let him learn
to weigh the consequences of the things he says! Tell him
what we’ve done, will you, please?’

Jim went to see Jules, who couldn’t understand why he had
been thrown out. Jim told him faithfully, adding at the end,
’We didn’t kiss once’ - which was true.

Jules went off to see Magda at once; he apologised, she
didn’t, they were reconciled and had a second honeymoon.
They saw Jim as much as before, and no one was embar-
rassed.

Jules and Magda went to stay in the South of France. They
sent Jim touching photos in which it looked as if they were
out of this world and completely united. Jim had a burst
of hope for Jules.

Soon after they got back, Jules said to Jim:
’I love Magda. But it’s a habit; it’s not a great love, not the

real thing. To me, she’s like a young mother and an atten-
tive daughter, both at once’

'But that’s fine!’

’It’s not the love I’ve always dreamed of having’
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'Does that kind of love exist?’ said Jim.
’Of course! My love for Lucie’

Jim checked himself from saying, 'Because you don’t possess
her’

'Besides,” Jules went on, ’knowing myself as I do, I shall
never be able to forgive any woman for loving me. To love
me is a sign of perversion or compromise — and Lucie doesn’t
suffer from either. There’s not a particle of me that she
accepts’

"With her, any man could think that’
’Yes, could..’
said Jules. ’'But I do’

’Oh well,’ said Jim, ’it’s heroic and one can’t help respecting
it. It’s a bit like martyrdom. And it’s the key to your life.
If Lucie loved you...’

’She wouldn’t be Lucie,’ said Jules.

For eight months the liaison held together, eight months of
which some parts were good and sustaining, like bread.

A letter arrived from Lucie, talking of her coming to Paris
next summer.

Jules made up his mind to be quite open with Magda about
Lucie. So far he had merely intimated that she existed, and
Magda had been able to think that it was a thing of the
past.
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So he told her, reverently — as reverently as he had once lit
the stove under his bed.

Two days later Magda went back to her own country.

After a few months she remarried: ‘He’s a real man, steady
and generous,’ she wrote; she was happy and she boreJules
no grudge - rather the contrary, in fact.
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Chapter Eight:
Odile

In the painters’ café he frequented, Jules, with Jim, had met
an eighteen-year-old girl from one of the Nordic countries.
She was called Odile and she liked coming to drink tea with
them in Jules’s flat; he lived near the café. She said she
had married and divorced; she spoke pidgin; she was direct,
brutally frank, full of humour, and had a skin like milk.

’Me no understand life men women here. Be opposite to my
country. Them here make love when want. This important.
Me want learn here’

Jules, preoccupied at that time by Magda, felt no attraction
towards Odile. She amused him and he treated her like a
kitten when she came to see him. He played dominoes with
her and gave her lessons in zany French. Good marks were

' rewarded with pipes made of red sugar, which she crunched
up noisily and which in those days cost a sou .

At the café she had a noisy argument with Jules: 'What!
Me say "me fall on MA derriére, my bottom", and you want
me say "me fall on MON derriére". Shocking. Not polite.

37



You Mister: MON derriére. Me lady: MA derriére. Me say
you silly’

And all the regulars were on her side.

One day at Jules’s flat she said to him: 'Many them at café
want teach me. Me no want. Me rather learn with Jim.
What you advise me?’

’Jim good teacher,’ said Jules.
"What Jim think about me?’

’Jim think you lovely eyes, lovely mouth, lovely hair, lovely
white skin, lovely everything,” said Jules, who had been
compelled to adopt her language.

’You think he want teach me?’
'He want.’

"You sure, sure?’

’Me sure, sure.

’You no want?’

'Me no want.’

"Why you no want?’

’Me want teach other girl’
'Me know she?’

’You no know she.’
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She was about to ask, 'Why me no know she?’ but having
noticed what the time was she changed the subject:

’Jim come today for tea?’

’Jim come’

"You lend me and Jim your bedroom today if need?’
’Me lend’

’For us use altogether?’

’Altogether’

"You go out when me make sign you?’

’Me go out’

"You no cross at all’

’No cross at all’

They took their dominoes. Jim arrived and they drank tea.
Qdile set about her seduction-scene like a clown, putting on
an act for Jules and for herself too. Jim lent himself to it
without knowing what it was all about. Odile had liked him
at first sight. Jules became a polite official for the occasion,
and Odile plied him with questions as if he had been a stage
confidant.

She quickly had him in fits of laughter, holding his sides and
gasping, ‘Stop, stop!” Jim was giving her her cues, in pidgin,
but underneath it all he was in earnest. It was on this that
QOdile, while hiding the fact that she was in earnest too, was
building her whole act. When her ridiculous patter and her
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outrageous questions to Jim had mounted to a climax, she
pointed at the door with outstretched foreigner. Suddenly
feeling a little sad, Jim took her in his arms.

’We hide under bedclothes,’ said Odile. And with a master-
ful lift of the eyebrows at Jules, she let herself fall whole-
heartedly into Jim’s embrace.

When Jules came home about midnight he found the re-
mains of a modest dinner neatly arranged on his table,
while from his bed came, like an arrow, Odile’s cool fresh-
ness, mingled with the smell of the fashionable English soap
which she always carried in her bag.

The next day Jules and Jim, both working in Jules’s flat,
heard a high-spirited “Yoop!Yoop! through the open win-
dow. It was Odile passing by, accompanied by a tall young
man who was a compatriot of hers. She had monk’s san-
dals on her bare feet, a long black Spanish cloak, and a
big dark blue straw hat of the kind worn by the Salvation
Army. They could see right into the back of her healthy
throat, and the join of her long white neck and her torso.
‘See you in a minute!’ she shouted to them.

She came whenever she wanted, which was often, and was
always welcome. Jim wondered why she had picked him
out instead of one of the handsome young men from her
own country. ‘But she’s said why,” answered Jules. ‘She’s
learning about Latin culture; free morals, without crudity
or false modesty. She’s got an unerring instinct and knows
what she needs. Most women from her country spend their
time in Paris in big hotels, with their men, and only get to
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know French life from the outside.’

'But am I so Latin?’ said Jim. 'One of my great grandfa-
thers was Nordic, I look like his portrait, and I’m even taller
than Odile’s friends!’

'It’s that Nordic one-eighth which makes you just right for
her, and also the fact that you lived long enough in her
country to take on a veneer of its style’

"What a mixture she is!’

'I’ve had more chance of talking to her than you have. On
her father’s side she’s an aristocrat, her mother was of the
people. Thanks to that, she’s ignorant of anything in be-
tween, and to everyone who looks at her she teaches ’

"What does she teach?’
’Shakespeare,’ said Jules.

One day Odile took Jim to her place. He didn’t know she
had one. It was a three-room apartment looking on to a
cul-de-sac,

in an old house in a humble quarter. The first two rooms
were empty, with very clean scrubbed floors and faded flow-
ered wallpaper.

The third room, whose walls were painted with white prim-
ing, contained nothing but a large bed consisting of a mat-
tress on the floor, with embroidered blankets; just right for
two. The pillows were one on top of the other, not side by
side.
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Sitting up on the black marble mantelpiece was a row of
dolls. On the floor, by the mattress, within easy reach, was
a line of creatures, most of them white; some furry, others
feathered, some old and worn out, others brand new and
of the most elegant quality which Paris and London could
produce.

QOdile sat on her bed and inspected them. She always be-
haved as if she was alone, and never did anything but what
she wanted. That was why Jules and Jim respected her;
and she felt their respect and was at ease with them.

She picked up her animals one by one and talked to them,
apparently resuming relations with them after an absence
of several days. Jim, sitting on the floor with his back to
the wall, felt as if he was in a nursery with a little girl. Odile
discovered a stain on her white sheep which said baa when
you squeezed it; she wetted it with petrol and rubbed it
with the sleeve of a pair of white silk pyjamas. Then she
burnt a letter, the sheep caught fire, and she rolled it up
in her coverlet; Jim thought the fire would spread, but it
didn’t.

Bit by bit he learnt that an elderly neighbour did the house-
work, that Odile had been living there for several months,
possibly with her husband, that she had sold off all her be-

' longings to neighbours and junk-shops except her bedding,
dolls and animals, that she liked it much better that way,
and that she was going to sell off the rest too and get out
with nothing but her suit-cases.

Jim was looking for a little place for her and himself, some-
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thing other than a hotel room. He would gladly have bought
all her possessions and taken over the remainder of the lease;
these bare rooms were the perfect setting for Odile. But to
her

they were peopled by ghosts to whom she had now come to
say good-bye. It would be quite impossible for him to lie in
that bed alongside Odile and her animals.

With Jim’s help Odile turned out everything in the cup-
boards and the kitchen. She held out a bottle which was
full of some liquid or other: ‘Me take that away’

"What is it?’ said Jim.
She looked serious.

"That be vitriol. That be for eyes of man tell me lies. He
come back one day. Me keep that for he. Me learn about
that at café. Them girls models say judges always kind and
not give big punishment’

Jim explained that the bottle would get broken among all
her other packages, the vitriol would run down and burn
her feet; besides, you could buy the stuff everywhere. She
said:

’Yes, but not same bottle me swore throw.’

She allowed herself to be talked round and reluctantly poured
the liquid down the plug-hole of the sink, where it frothed
and bubbled.

As an inactive spectator, keeping a straight face and wishing
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that Jules had been there, Jim watched the bed-linen and
mattress being sold to the neighbours. Odile showed herself
to be a surprisingly good business woman, at once tactful
and quick-witted.

One of the goodlooking young men from Odile’s crowd came
and invited Jim to supper with them. Jim, who knew him
very slightly but rather liked him, was going to accept but
QOdile said, 'No. Me no want mix.’

She went by herself.

QOdile explained to Jules, 'Them treat me good, like lady.
Jim do that too. But all same he and them be different,
me no want one see the other. And maybe they want alter
Jim/

Odile was still ‘learning’ from Jim, and he found her ways
endearing. She turned up when she felt like it, laughing by
herself at the Creation and speaking her thoughts out loud.
They would have liked to write down what she said, but her
presence swamped everything and stopped them.
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Chapter Nine:
Among the Dunes

QOdile and Jim thought it would be fun to spend a fortnight
by the sea. Odile wanted to pick Jules up and take him with
them, Jim liked the idea and Jules wanted nothing better.

They took the train lightheartedly, travelling second class
because there was no third, to Amsterdam, which amused
them, particularly the solemn cafés. Never had Odile and
Jules handled such big dominoes.

The house agents had nothing left to let by the sea. Jim had
to bicycle for two days along the coast before he found the
dream house: isolated, tucked among the sand dunes, swept
by the wind, white inside and out, and without furniture.

When, after midnight, Jim came back to their little hotel
and climbed the ladder-like stair to their ship’s cabin of a
room, he found Odile sleeping pillowed on his neatly folded
pyjamas. She looked an angel.

The light woke her. ‘Me good girl, me go to bed by myself,’
she said.
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Jules came in shaking a finger at her: 'Because me no want
you in my bed.’

"You being stupid,’ said Odile. ’'You not understand me
want be in your bed because me not have animals and me
not like sleep all alone ... but me be good girl for Jim!’

’But maybe me not good boy! put in Jules.
She stared at him, outraged.

They moved into the little house, hired two mattresses,
three chairs, a table and some saucepans. Odile slept down-
stairs in the one big room, and Jules up in the attic. A
small kitchen also did as a bathroom.

QOdile turned out to be a housewife, in her own way. She

washed the floor thoroughly twice a week, though after-
wards she strewed it with peach-stones and banana skins
and the remains of figs, which skidded underfoot at night.
She said, ‘That not dirty. And me have the right because
me wash’

Jules and Jim, pipes in mouths, went to market and brought
back milk and baskets of vegetables. It was their moment
together. The fishermen came to the door with fish; Odile
received them in a pair of pyjamas with a hole in the seat
and told them fantastic stories of which they didn’t under-
stand a word. The trio were known locally as the three
lunatics, but apart from that were accepted.

It was, at first, a blissful life. Odile was happy all the time.
Jim bathed in her blondeness at night and the sea by day.
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Jules played for hours with Odile, then went off to his attic
to work on a novel, his chair on the trap-door which led up
there, to prevent Odile from bursting in.

Jules took Odile and Jim their morning coffee and toast in
bed. He thought this charming but violent love-affair would
be brief. More and more Odile’s nights belonged to Jim and
her days to Jules.

At mealtimes Jim was sometimes tired and Odile was horrid
to him. As Jules refused to take her side, she was angry
with both of them and called them, ’'Stufly little artists.
Worthless writers. Grocers.’

They laughed; Jules said, 'No doubt you’re right. We do
our best’

QOdile got a bundle of letters from Paris and her own coun-
try. She didn’t talk about them but after these letters she
became severe to Jim and Jules.

One day she wanted to buy six large live lobsters from the
fishermen, to play with; a beautiful but expensive idea. Jim
explained their small budget wouldn’t stand it. She accused
him angrily of being mean. She wasn’t afraid of living sim-
ply but she was used to getting windfalls to spend on her
fantasies. She backed horses, by post, in Paris and London.

‘ The laundress came, having lost some linen. Odile violently
took her side.

Bathing that morning, she splashed about as usual, walking

parallel to the waves. But she moved further and further
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off along the sandy shore, became a dot on the horizon,
and disappeared. Jules and Jim lunched and dined alone,
without worrying to start with, because even at the height
of her follies Odile always kept her head.

That evening there was a gentle knock on the door. It was
QOdile in her swimsuit, escorted by two policemen. She had
gone right along to a seaside resort a mile away, walked
through the streets just as she was, which was against the
regulations, and drawn crowds. The police were most un-
willing to put her in prison this time, but in future Jim
and Jules would be held responsible for her behaviour; they
could be fined and expelled from the country.

Qdile, quite at ease, was acutely interested by the whole
account as Jules translated it sentence by sentence. The
younger of the policemen said, ‘She’s mad — or else very
naughty.’

In her turn, laughing and voluble, Odile told the story of
her escapade. She ended, ‘Middle-class women of town not
pretty, jealous because husbands look at me. They say, put
gipsy in prison’

No one referred to the incident after this. But now and
then Odile suddenly declared war on both her companions.

One day, thirsting for revenge, she really tried to seduce
Jules, and failed. Jim had nothing against it. He had had
his share. He would have taken his turn in the attic.

Odile determined to poison them. When they had started
on the fatal omelette she said, ‘You no find it got funny
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taste? You no suspicion your cook? You been walking on
her face. You no understand she furious? She nice girl, she
tell you: Stop eat that!’

But they had colic all the same.

The fortnight went bumping along to its end. On their way
back they passed through a city, where Odile bought four
pairs of wooden shoes. Jules and Jim rashly left her alone,
eating ices in front of a shop window; on returning they
found her indig-

nant, draped in her Spanish cloak, the string of wooden
shoes over her shoulder, surrounded by a crowd as if she had
been a street-singer, and ticking them off politely: ‘What
you want with me? Why you look at me like animal in zoo?
You never seen anything? You not very civilised. You go
on like this, me call police. What funny about me? Nose?
Mouth? Cloak? Wood shoes?’ (She pointed to each in
turn). ‘When Jim and Jules come back them smack your
heads for sure. Them come now!’

No one could understand her. Jules and Jim came up, the
crowd dispersed; they went off to the station, and the chil-
dren following them dropped away.

In Paris Odile went back with relief to her compatriots, dis-
appearing for a fortnight; after which she turned up, kissed
Jim and Jules and took to visiting them again, but less of-
ten than before. Sometimes she invited Jim to come home
with her by giving him her bottle of milk to carry, in the
café at about midnight.
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She had found the right dose now.

Jules told Odile of Lucie’s imminent arrival and asked her
not to come and see him for a few days.
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Chapter Ten:
Lucie in Paris

Lucie was lying on Jules’s divan, propped on cushions. They
were talking quietly, recreating their atmosphere.

The bell rang but Jules didn’t answer it. It rang again,
loudly, and the man from the other flat on the same floor
went to see who it was. Jules’s door flew open and there,
even more pale and blonde than Lucie, was Odile in her
cloak. She came in, shutting the door behind her.

’Ah! You be Lucie! Jules tell me no come when you here.

So me come a-purpose! Me very curious about you. Me
glad know you, even if you no glad know me.... You be
Jules’s woman-friend or his fiancy?"

"That’s enough, Odile,’ said Jules, ’'leave us now.
’Me no leave at all,’ said Odile.

Jules leaped up, putting one arm round her bosom and
the other under her calves, and carried her out, despite
her attempts to hang on with feet and hands on the way
through the door.

51



She was shouting, 'Oh, how he love she! He real man for
once. He strong, he nearly beat me’

Jules put her down on the landing and came back, locking
the door.

’Tell me about Odile,’ said Lucie.

Jules did, not mentioning Odile’s affair with Jim to begin
with; but Lucie guessed: 'She’s so young and alive and bold,
I'm sure Jim couldn’t resist, any more than he could with
Gertrude’

Jim wanted Lucie to know about his adventure with Odile;
so Jules told the story, & la Jules.

Lucie listened gravely, smiling sometimes with Jules. Then
she said:

'I’d like to have tea with you and Jim and Odile next week.
Can that be arranged?’

’Of course,’ said Jules.

After being thrown out by Jules, Odile ran off to the café
and waited for Jim.

'Marvellous!” she said, 'me seen Lucie at Jules’s flat. He
beat me, she see. She big chief woman! She no move on
' sofa, no speak, not lift eyebrow. Me take good look at she
while me being beaten. She stronger than me, she win this
time. But me revenge!’

And off she ran again.
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Jim would have liked to be there when all this happened;
however, Jules and Lucie would tell him about it. It had
been settled that Lucie should first see Jules alone, that
afternoon, and Jim would go and see her in the evening,
after dinner.

On his way, he felt a sudden urgent need to be with her
again. He entered the quiet little pension and began climb-
ing two flights of wooden stairs towards her room; he knew
where it was and had seen that its two windows were lit up.

He heard light footsteps catching him up and felt one of his
legs gripped by two arms. It was Odile; she had shadowed
Lucie from Jules’s flat to the pension and had then come to
talk to Jim at the café; after which she had hidden, having
doubts, and had followed Jim to the pension and come in
behind him.

Full of determination, delighted with her success, sitting
on a step and looking up at him with her blue eyes, she
launched into one of the cross-examinations which he loved
so much:

"You go see Lucie?’
"Yes’

’No. You no go. You staying with me. Me be your woman
for tonight. You in love to Lucie?’

'Me friend to Lucie’

He gave a wrench to free his leg, but merely succeeded in
lugging Odile on to the next step. He tried to unfasten her
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hands.

’Jim, you listen me! If she only your friend, why she no
see you in drawing-room like proper lady? Why bedroom?
Me allow in drawing-room, with me. If you want go up
bedroom and me no there, me make scandal straight away,
me yell Lucie your mistress, me say me your poor fiancy.
Me make big scene. No good reputation Lucie’

Jim knew that Odile would do all of this. She was regarded
as a lunatic by the neighbourhood and had nothing to lose;
but Lucie had a great deal. He thought fast. Odile mustn’t
get to know Lucie’s secrets, she’d make much too much use
of them. Amused by Odile’s bold move, he gave in:

’All right. But I must leave a note for Lucie, she’s been
waiting for me.’

’All right,’” she echoed.

They went down to the drawing-room, where he wrote that
it was ‘unfortunately impossible for him to pay his respects’
to Lucie that evening.

"Very very good,’ said Odile, reading over his shoulder. 'You
come.’

She gave the letter to the concierge and let Jim take her
arm all the way to her room.

Jim was thinking that he and Lucie had plenty of time and
that matters between him and Odile would soon die a nat-
ural death. He gave himself up to Odile.
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In the morning he went to see Jules, and they exchanged
news of yesterday’s doings. Jules was sad on Lucie’s behalf.

"You're so easily swayed, Jim,’ he said, almost severely.
"Very easily,” said Jim.
’Odile would never have dared do that to me’

Jules was proud of having put her out by force, in front of
Lucie, and Jim was astonished at this incredible departure
from Jules’s ordinary ways.

Jules went on:

’I demand too much of women, that’s why I get nothing
from them!

"What about Magda?’

’She wanted to change me and adapt me to suit herself. You
get women all right, but they possess you.’

"Yes,’ said Jim, ’and it’s only fair that they should. But who
possesses a woman more, the man who takes her or the one
who just contemplates her?’

’One’s got to do both,’ said Jules.

In the afternoon Jim came back to Jules’s flat to meet Lucie;
Jules went out soon after so as to leave them alone. Lucie
had been surprised to get Jim’s note, which she was told
he had ‘brought with a lady’ on the previous evening. The
scene on the stairs had gone unobserved at the pension.
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Jim kissed Lucie’s hands but didn’t dare to get as far as her
face. He had just been to the gymnasium he frequented,
where, as if to punish himself, he had had a specially hard
bout in the ring. Despite having a shower afterwards he still
felt redolent of Odile, and in Lucie’s presence this gave him
a pang. Easily swayed, said Jules.... He told Lucie about
QOdile, slurring nothing over, and implying that he put her
on a lower level than Lucie.

’Don’t,” said Lucie, ’you mustn’t. She’s so pretty and so
primitive’

Jim could feel the affection coming across from Lucie to
himself; it was of a kind which kept him chaste when he
was with her. He could also feel Lucie’s patience, which
had an almost frightening quality.

Jules came in and soon had them lively and gay.

Jim was tired after his bout and asked if he might lie on the
carpet, as if it had been grass; he was told he could. One of
his shoulders was right on the floor, the other one nearly.

’Look at this chap who’s always putting women on their
backs!’ said Jules, who had moved across and was standing
over him. 'Here’s a chance of making him touch the ground
with both shoulders’

"Why not try?’ said Lucie.
'May I?’ said Jules shyly.

"Yes,’ said Jim affectionately.
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Jules took aim and pounced with his whole weight on the
raised shoulder, but Jim twisted, rolled Jules over and forced
his shoulders instantly to the floor. ’I should have known
it

Jules was proud of Jim. 'How clever he is!’

’No,’ said Jim, 'I’ve only just taken up wrestling’

"What about boxing?’ asked Lucie.

’Boxing? Self-defence,’ said Jim. ’I like boxing in the same
way as I like chess’

He was astonished to find that Lucie wanted to see him box.
Had boxing ever entered her horizon?

That night Jim slept at home, at his mother’s flat, which
he shared fifty-fifty with her, and where he never received
any friends from his usual stamping-grounds. Jules and
he didn’t like the atmosphere of the flat for hob-nobbing
together. But it was a wonderful sanctuary for Jim to work
in. Even Odile had never broken into it.

He thought of introducing Lucie to his mother.

Lucie invited Jules, Jim and Odile to come and take tea
with her, as she had planned. Odile, who was gratified,
rehearsed

in front of Jim so as to be sure she knew how to behave
according to the highest Parisian standards.

The occasion took place in a cosmopolitan péatisserie . Odile
talked about her excellent but interrupted education and be-
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haved herself alternately as an exotic princess and a street-
child. Lucie left her the initiative and Odile made full use of
it. Her face, which was as long as Lucie’s, was artistocratic,
and her voice showed breeding, but her facial expressions
were crude; she was like Hogarth’s Shrimp Girl , whereas
Lucie might have been one of Goethe’s grand-daughters.

Jules and Jim were highly entertained, but they were also
afraid lest Odile produce some outburst which would cause
pain to others in general and Lucie in particular; so they
spent an hour on enterhooks.

Odile almost stopped being jealous of Lucie on Jim’s ac-
count, because Lucie’s manner was so impeccable; besides,
she could see how greatly Jules loved Lucie.

Odile declared later that Lucie was very beautiful, but was
afraid of 'doing different’.

Jim looked at Lucie’s calm hands. Odile had little hands
like claws or pincers. Everything she did was larger than
life-size, to attract attention, and while her clowning looked
something like genius when you met it for the first time it
now seemed to him stale and limited, like the portraits she
drew with ten strokes of a pencil.

Jules’s conversation was brilliant and concise. Remember-
ing the evening with Gertrude, Lucie thought one mustn’t
let him ‘drag his feet’, as Gertrude put it — and as Odile en-
couraged him to do. It seemed to Lucie that Odile wouldn’t
suit Jim permanently any more than Gertrude had done.

Once they were sure everything was going to pass off suc-
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cessfully, Jules and Jim enjoyed Odile’s shameless questions
and the art with which Lucie met them with non-committal
answers.

Jules, not without emotion, felt the concealed attention
which Jim was paying to Lucie.
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Chapter Eleven:
Lucie and Odile

Odile said to Jim:
’Me like you meet my ex-husband’
’All right,” said Jim.

She took him to a long, narrow, glazed studio. The ex-
husband was very young, on the effeminate side; and spoke
quickly and precisely; Jim rather liked him. They drank tea,
played chess and drew their game; Odile, who was totally
ignorant of chess, gave them both advice.

The ex-husband said to Jim: ’Odile has told me about you
and I know what place you occupy in her life. Congratu-
lations. Only I ought to let you know that during the last
few days, as it happens, Odile and I have revived the past
and — resumed marital relations.’

Jim had a glimpse of a stool flying backwards and Odile fly-
ing forwards almost horizontally, stretched out like a spring
released, with her merciless little hands reaching out to seize
her ex-husband by the throat and hurl him over backwards.
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The oil-lamp rolled on the floor but didn’t go out; Jim res-
cued it and turned it up, to reveal the ex-husband flat on
his back and Odile astride on top of him:

"You promised you say nothing!’
"Well, it’s done now, anyway,’ he said.

He had prised off Odile’s hands and got them under control.
Both of them got up, and he dusted his clothes calmly.

The two men hesitated, shook hands, and Odile left with
Jim.

This confirmed how determined she was to hide her other
men from him.

She took Jim to her hotel. On the way they bought things

for dinner, and the little white and grey parcels of groceries
and fruit made Jim’s pocket bulge.

It was cold. ‘We’ll make a big fire,” she said. She un-
dressed, sat down naked on the floor with her legs apart
and a foot pressed against the wall on each side of the fire-
place, grabbed lumps of coal from the scuttles, knocked
them happily against one another, talking to them mean-
while and covering the carpet with shiny black splinters,
and in less than no time had built a high, roaring fire. As
she had rubbed her hands on her body now and then, she
was striped with black. She asked Jim to put the light out,
and in the glow from the fire amused herself by warming
herself from every angle, so close to the flames that Jim
was afraid she would burn herself. She swept up the coal

61



splinters and ran naked to the bathroom which served the
whole of that floor; the door was next to her own.

She was fresh and cool when she came back, the picture
of innocence; she got into bed, called Jim, and set about
making him forget her ex-husband.

’"How important lighting a fire becomes,” Jim was thinking,
'when she does it! She does things one at a time, thoroughly.
Jules makes out that she’s like her near namesake Ondine,
and has no soul. But how restfull’

Jim and Jules took Lucie and Odile to the Bal des Quat-
z’Arts. Lucie was dressed as a priestess; Odile was un-
dressed as a native girl, with a raffia scarf. For the first
hour Odile was frightened and couldn’t believe her eyes;
she had never dreamed of such a celebration, and she hung
on Jim’s arm. Then, as women on men’s shoulders began
to emerge riding high above the crowd, she climbed on to
Jim’s; he could feel her thighs pressed against his ears, and
he carried her about in the growing tumult. She was getting
excited and beginning to talk non-stop.

Jim saw two young men who were talking together and
who had noticed Odile. She must have signalled to them,
for they came over and introduced themselves to him; one
was American, the other a Russian prince from a province
which produced a great many princes. They both had fine
costumes

and fine muscles. They offered to carry Odile if Jim was
tired.
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"What do you say, Odile?’ asked Jim.

’Me glad have three biggest horses at ball,’ said Odile, ’and
be able change when me like!”

So she got on to the American’s shoulders and then the Rus-
sian’s and was taken wherever she wanted to go; and from
time to time she came back to make a trip on Jim’s. ‘She’s
made a good choice,’ thought Jim, and re-joined Jules and
Lucie. The three of them went into one of the cubicles giv-
ing on to a studio, where a ring of people were watching a
Lesbian exhibition taking place on the floor. Lucie didn’t
understand at first, she thought it was some kind of eccen-
tric wrestling contest between two naked women; but when
she got a better view she gave a groan and asked Jim and
Jules to go away.

The bands were already striking up famous marches, and
the great parade of tableaux, mounted on chariots, began to
move past. The naked figures triggered off a reaction among
the crowd; there were sounds of ripping cloth, and the Amer-
ican and the Russian had a hard job to protect Odile’s tiny
loincloth; her raffia scarf had gone long ago. All the models
in Paris were there, and others who weren’t models but were
rebels against convention, and artists’ wives, and women,
who, like Lucie, had come to watch but weren’t really part
of it all.

Lucie attracted a good many glances, but only once did
Jules and Jim have to ward off an encroaching hand. She
was happy to be experiencing all this in their company; she
watched with an astonished smile.
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QOdile’s two steeds, having left her behind somewhere, came
and asked Jim politely if they and some friends could keep
her with them for supper.

’If she wants to,’ said Jim. ’'But be careful, wine makes her
sick.’

"All right,” said the Russian. 'We don’t want to spoil her
evening or ours’

Lucie, Jules and Jim had a light supper on their own, in
peace. Lucie was worried about Odile.

’She only does what she wants, and she’s safe wherever she
goes,’ said Jules, and Jim agreed.

The beauty contest came on. Women in the nude, mostly
models, with their faces made up and their bodies smooth
with talc, appeared one after the other for a quarter of a
minute on a platform jutting out from the balcony, and the
volume of applause expressed the verdict of the crowd. To
his surprise Jim noticed, from a distance, Odile in the queue
of those waiting their turn. Without letting himself be seen
he went up closer. She had a hard, set expression which
made her seem like a stranger. She had kept her miniature
loincloth; it was now ripped off, in accordance with the rules,
and she stepped out on to the platform, under the blinding
convergent sheaf of lights. She adopted the traditional pose
of the modest Venus, but a hand pulled her own hand away.
She made no resistance but stood there for a moment, all
her energy bracketed on this new experience. Her delicately
moulded beauty didn’t show to the best advantage; in this
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setting, a more emphatic type of figure was needed. She
was given no time to strike up her song; an ovation rang
out, in which Jim could hear the voice of the Russian.

'"How brave she is!” Jules was saying. Lucie was sorry for
her. Jim was thinking, 'Graceful body ... faithless angel ...
she could leave me or I could leave her, and neither or us
would bat an eyelid’

There were drunks, and yells, and a scene breaking out
here and there. Dancing began again. A few couples were
leaving.

Jim went round the room, half hoping not to find Odile; and
he didn’t find her. ‘Let her learn!” he said to himself. Lucie
was sorry they had missed her. Jules had passed a night of
happiness at Lucie’s side. He and Jim saw her home.

At the café the next night Odile came and sat down beside
Jim.

"Why you let me go with other man?’
"Which one, Odile?’

’Russian’

Because you wanted to, Odile’

’Me want to because you no stop me’
’Me never stop you, Odile’

"Then you no love me’

’Me love you in my own way.
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Your way make me sleep with he. What was you thinking?’
’Me thinking you come back in less than week’

’He very good, good lover, very very good’

"Why you no stay with him?’

’Me have enough like that. Me want to see own room again’
And she gave him her bottle of milk to carry.

Should he refuse? No, because he was curious to know what
would happen after. But how would he feel if she held out
her bottle to someone else, in front of him — which she had
never done? Well, she gave him only part of herself, and
he did the same. Would she have preferred a domineering,
jealous lover? It wouldn’t have been hard for her to find one.
He was jealous of this Russian, but he left Odile as free as
he himself wanted to be. That was part of the reason why
she kept on coming back to him.

In her room she showed him the Russian’s elegant visit-
ing card, threw it into her chamber-pot (which she had
scrubbed out and converted into a cabinet for addresses
and loveletters), and said to Jim, quite seriously:

’"We rub out that Russian?’
They rubbed him out.

She went offfor a motoring trip with herfellow-countrymen,
‘for always, maybe,’ she said.
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Chapter Twelve:
Lucie’s travels

Lucie and Jim set out on a journey at random, without
planning a route. Jules came and put them into their train,
with a little basket of choice fruit to keep them company.
In a town in Brittany, they discovered an ancient inn close
by the cathedral, right opposite the facade. On the top
floor a room jutted out, supported over empty space by
two brackets of timber and seeming to fly towards the great
rose-window. This was Lucie’s room. Jim’s was directly
below hers. He didn’t spend much time in it. The big brass
bell bathed them in its tingling vibrations.

One hot day they went for an excursion on bicycles to a
small deserted church standing on a hillock and surrounded
by trees. They walked hand in hand in the cool churchyard,
reading touching inscriptions on the tombstones of couples
who seemed to have lived peaceful, united lives. They sat
' down in silence. Jim couldn’t bear to leave; he would have
liked to stay in the churchyard for ever, lying in a tomb
with Lucie at his side.... However, they had to get back.

The way was long, and at times strenuous. By taking care of
her strength and having a rest now and then, Lucie managed
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it all right. She wasn’t as frail as Jim feared. However, for
a short time, she had a migraine. If Jim got very tired he
had worse ones. He thought to himself, ‘If we had children
they would be tall and thin and have migraine’

They went for leisurely walks in the woods, taking a meal
with them; Lucie laid it out on the moss. Jim had his gun
slung over his shoulder but didn’t use it.

Sometimes for fun, they imagined their ideal country house
- their future home, no doubt, if they ever had one - down

to the last detail of the furniture and garden. In Lucie’s
fantasy the house had lines and colours, but Jim built with
lines alomne.

They had a passion for beautiful things made of leather and
bought them for each other.

They moved further south, and Jim took Lucie out shooting
on the sea, in a sailing dinghy with an old sailor in atten-
dance. It was an entertaining, beautiful kind of shooting.
Lucie was as fine and delicate as the most delicate bird. Jim
was seized with pity at the sight of the birds’ dead bodies
as they lay bleeding on the floorboards of the boat. He
stopped shooting, and Lucie smiled to him.

There was a slight accident; for a minute Jim thought he
had lost an eye. With his other eye he could see that Lucie,
had it been possible, would have given him one of hers.

They discovered, behind a pine-forest, a little rural commu-
nity. Any couple, provided all the others approved of them,
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could acquire for a small sum a little house of freshly-hewn
wood, with an alcove containing two big beds built into
the framework (Jim thought of Odysseus’s bed), a fireplace
which drew well, and a sandy garden capable of growing
a few potatoes. Fish was plentiful and would have com-
pleted the food supply. A simple life like that was what
Jim wanted, but he hadn’t the decision to snatch it when
the chance offered.

Lucie was afraid of physical love.

Being with her was like being with an abbess, and he won-
dered if he would be able to go on loving her always. She
offered certainty; she was the narrow way. But there was a
part of his nature which demanded obstacles to climb, risks
to take, and he found fault with himself for it.

One day Lucie and Jim were caught in a storm on the river.
Wind, rain and current were against them; Jim was rowing
with all his strength but couldn’t make headway. Lucie,
who was steering, went forward, took the second pair of
oars, settled herself without fuss and fitted in her own slight
efforts so well with Jim'’s, without a single clash of oars, that
they managed to get back.

From time to time they talked about Jules. In a letter to
them both, he invited Lucie to spend a week with him by
the sea. ’'It would be all right,’ said Lucie, ’if I was sure he
didn’t still want to marry me’

Jim hoped Lucie would accept.

Their last day came. They had had a month, and it was
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carved in their memories by all the small and perfect things
they had enjoyed together.

They parted on the verge of tears, but there was nothing
forcing them to part at all.

The day before setting off with Lucie, Jules said to Jim:

’Lucie and I will be bathing together. My back and chest
are ... hairy’ (he hesitated before saying the word). ’Some
women like that, but I’'m sure Lucie doesn’t. I don’t want
to go to one of those "institutes". I started doing the job on
my own but I couldn’t manage it. Jim, will you help me?’,
and out of his pocket he pulled a large pot of depilatory
cream.

Jim realised that Jules, who had often seen him naked in
the shower, had always hidden his own body from him. Jim
now saw that Jules was compact and sturdy, like a Roman
legionary, with a mat of black curling hair — quite different
from the smooth slimness of Odile and Lucie and of Jim
himself, but well built all the same.

Why did Jules dislike his own physical type and refuse to
marry his pretty cousin? She was willing, she was like him,
and they would have been a well-matched couple.

Wasn’t it because Lucie resembled him too closely — was
too much his sister, physically speaking, that Jim was so
hesitant to make her his wife?

Jim removed the hair from Jules’s back. It was rather fun;
first you had to melt the sticky cream, spread it out well
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over the hair and let it dry for a moment; then you pulled
it off in one piece, with a sharp jerk. Little by little, Jules’s
contours emerged more sharply.

How would Lucie react?

Of course it was hopeless, but Jim could have wished that
Jules would sweep her off her feet.

Lucie and Jules spent a peaceful week together. He was
reserved, and Lucie was grateful to him. After a swim she
gave

him her feet to dry. Jules was able to sunbathe beside
her without embarrassment. He was trying to keep himself
satisfied by visits to a blonde girl who lived at a house of
assignation in the neighbouring town. And he wrote several
new poems for Lucie.

She unburdened herself of her anxieties about Jim. She
both admired and feared his freedom.

’As soon as Jim wants to do anything,’ said Jules, ’and
to the extent that he doesn’t think it will hurt anybody
else (he could be wrong there, though), he does it; for the
pleasure and because he wants to learn something from the
experience. He hopes that one day he’ll achieve wisdom.’

’Surely that may take a long time?’

We can’t tell,” said Jules. ’Neither can he. After all, he
might have a revelation’

'Really!” said Lucie one day, 'you seem to think that Jim’s
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chaste.’

'But of course he is,’ said Jules. ’All really passionate men
are. He’s chaster than I am, and than most other men. I've
known him go without a woman for months, without even
looking for one. He’s not the sort that runs after someone
passing in the street. What he’s mad about, what he wor-
ships, is character, and he doesn’t go for sensuality in itself.
Lina, with the fagade she put up, wasn’t a character: he
turned away from her instinctively. But you’re one, Lucie.
So are Gertrude and Odile’

(He thought to himself, 'Magda was only half a character,
that’s why she fell to my share’) ’You’re a unity, and so’s
Jim. I'm faint with love for one thing after another in you —
your feet, your hands, your lips. Direct personalities always
see the other person as a whole. Some people would say
Jim was always making women fall for him, but really it’s
he who does the falling and they who make him do it. You
and Gertrude and Odile, you all chose him before he chose
you.

’Or perhaps it was at the same time?’ said Lucie.

After this, Lucie went off to the mountains for a few days
with a young man from her own country who was in love
with her,

and whose photograph she had shown to Jules and Jim.
Jules thought there wasn’t the same natural intimacy be-
tween her and this man as between her and Jim, but that
he might become a danger if Jim were to disappear from
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the scene.

Lucie went home to her father’s house.
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Chapter Thirteen:
‘The archaic smile

Jules and Jim went to Greece.

For months they had been preparing for this journey at the
Bibliothéque Nationale. Jules had ferreted out the essential
books for Jim. When Jim was tired of reading he went and
joined Jules, whom he found surrounded with large plans of
ruined temples; Jim would then reconstruct them with the
help of the books. Jules had polished up his ancient Greek
and had embarked on learning modern Greek.

They set off with the minimum of luggage. They had had
suits made for themselves, of the same light cloth and in the
same style. At Marseille they took ship for Naples. Jim lay
at the very tip of the bows and watched the stem cutting
the blue water. Jules re-read his ponderous tomes and came
to explain important points to Jim from time to time. They
were sharing a cabin; Jim had the top bunk and Jules the
lower, directly underneath. They talked at night as well as
by day. They liked it whenever chance put them in a single
room, though they always asked for separate ones.
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Jim was interested in the origin of the small, neat, circular
incision which runs round a Doric column, just under the
capital.

At Naples, Jim was fascinated by the ’Venus girdles’ in
the aquarium, those little creatures whose tissues are di-
aphanous

and almost invisible, and which have a ring of rainbow
colours inside them, half way along their bodies.

They visited the museum of antiquities very thoroughly.
They went to see Paestum, with its three temples, and the
Greek miracle entered their lives.

Jules got to know a Neapolitan girl, and sent her flowers
and sweets.

Next came Sicily — Palermo and its mosaics, and Segeste
with its temple, which they visited on foot, disdaining to
avail themselves of donkey-transport. They felt they were
pilgrims, and a tiring day was well worthwhile for the sake
of the beautiful things they saw. Jules recited Homer. At
Selinonte they saw the remains of the giant temples which
had fallen in earthquakes as corn falls before the sickle, and
whose layout they had studied in Paris. Jules so much en-
joyed rebuilding them for Jim that when they found one
which was still standing up, he exclaimed, 'What a pity!’

Syracuse, the fons Arethusa — such names were a delight to
Jim.

They embarked on a squalid little cargo ship with four cab-
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ins smelling of toothpaste and frying-fat. A gale rose and
went on for five days. Jim, who had never been seasick, felt
uncomfortable; he lay on his bunk and read, eating noth-
ing. Jules ate every meal and was alternately euphoric and
depressed; the cook said to him things like, 'Well, sir, you
managed to keep that steak down for an hour; you’re com-
ing on’

Crete shone in the sunshine, and on a calm sea they turned
northward. They watched intently. Jules was the first to
see, on the horizon, a tiny pale flicker which was the Acrop-
olis.

Their month in Athens was alive with pagan religious fer-
vour; they felt like Greeks. Temples and museums poured
a sense of beauty into them.

The Wingless Victory reminded them of Lucie; a female
combatant on a pediment, of Gertrude; and a dancing girl
on a vase, of Odile.

They explored Cape Sunion on foot, under a fierce sun; Jim
refused to eat or drink or smoke, and displayed as much

endurance that day as Jules. Tiryns also they visited on
foot, and Mycenae, where the royal palace and its heaps of
marble blocks were an overwhelming experience.

Jules, who stroked the statues he saw, wanted living con-
tacts as well. They inquired of an old guide whom Jules
had rebuffed on the first day, and whom it now took him a
long time to find. They spent an evening in the only bar in
Athens where there was any real night life — and where they
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found women of every nationality except Greek! But there
was a girl from one of the Teutonic countries who had the
Greek looks and physique and was like a younger edition of
Gertrude. Jules made a date with her for the next day, at
noon. He was like a cat on hot bricks till the time came,
and spent great care on his appearance; when he presented
himself, a maid said, 'Madame came home at nine o’clock
this morning and told me not to wake her’

Jules made off, deeply disconsolate. ’It’s not surprising,’
Jim told him, ’considering the life she leads and the amount
of champagne she drinks. She doesn’t mean anything by it;
she was nice to you the day before yesterday, and she will
be again tonight’

'No,’ said Jules, ’it’s finished. I wanted her now'’

Jules was expecting the arrival of a compatriot, a friend
from university days who was now a painter with a promis-
ing future. 'He’s married — to Hellas,’ said Jules.

Albert arrived. He knew even more Greek than Jules. He
was tall and dark-skinned, not goodlooking, but a character.
He showed them his collection of sketches and photos, one of
which was of a goddess being abducted by a hero. She had
an archaic smile which made a great impression on them.
The statue, which had been excavated recently, was on one
of the islands, and they decided to go and see it together.

They went out as a trio, frequenting the same péatisserie on
a terrace in the park as the bourgeoisie of Athens. They
kept their eyes open for faces of the ancient Greek mould,
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but they never saw one.
Together they went for a tour in the Peloponnesus. Albert

was a strict, demanding teacher, and under his guidance
they saw things thoroughly. Jim respected him but was
jealous of his influence over Jules; when he realised he was
jealous he pulled himself together. He drank in Albert’s
superior knowledge but disliked his smiling dogmatism.

At Delphi, as the mules they had ordered didn’t arrive, they
set off through the mountains on little thin donkeys, with a
child as guide, in low cloud and driving rain. They lost their
way, and the hard saddles made them sore; they stopped
at a wretched, isolated inn, where they found a couple of
bedbugs even under the pot of stew on the table. To protect
himself against these creatures Albert got into a special
light sleepingbag which muffled him from neck to feet, like
a clown. They played poker to kill time, managed to get
some sleep somehow, and set off again.

There was a danger of typhoid from the drinking-water, and
the tea at the inns was badly made, so they drank resinated
wine. Jim got a touch of dysentery and was irritable and
jumpy. One day, at lunch, Albert favoured them yet again
with his views on the universe, views implying his convic-
tion that his own race was superior to all others.

Jim, who had been restraining himself for some time, broke
out angrily at this and tried to get him to take back what
he said. They might have fought, but Jules’s calm presence
prevented them. Albert was astonished and Jim recovered
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his politeness.

A toy steamer took them to the island; they hurried to their
statue and spent an hour with it. It was beyond even what
they had hoped. They lingered round the goddess in silence,
gazing at her from different angles; her smile was a floating
presence, powerful, youthful, thirsty for kisses and perhaps
for blood.

They didn’t mention her to each other till the next day.
Had they ever met such a smile? Never. What would they
do if they did meet it one day? Follow it.

Albert proceeded on his travels; Jules and Jim went back
to Paris, full ofthe revelation they had just received, and
feeling sure that the divine was within human reach.
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Chapter Fourteen:
The crows

Paris gently took charge of them again. Odile had gone back
to her own country for good. Jules took a small flat and
they furnished it together. Jim designed the big double bed
which Jules had set his heart on having; it was low, with a
semicircular disc at the head and the foot, and he bought
the best bedding to be had in Paris.

Whom was Jules going to put into it? Well, they’d see.

They had had enough of the cafés; they worked, sometimes
together, sometimes alone. Jules’s last novel had been fairly
successful. In it he had described, in a fairytale atmosphere,
some of the women he had known, before Jim’s time and
even Lucie’s.

Jim had a private emotional life of his own which was en-
tirely French and which didn’t intersect the field of their
friendship; Jules didn’t want to be concerned in it in any
way.

Jules went to stay for a month at a house in Burgundy
which belonged to Jim’s mother. They were alone together.
It was autumn. On foot, with red and brown leaves falling
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round them, they made a pilgrimage to Vézelay. Jules acted
as beater, driving hares to Jim’s gun, and Jim sometimes
killed one.

One afternoon they went for a long walk over the flat, de-
serted, snowy country. A flock of crows was soaring and
wheeling overhead. Jim told Jules to wrap himself com-
pletely in his long brown cape, lower the hood and run for-
ward with a limp, falling down after every twenty steps or
so and lying motionless for a moment, like a dying animal.
Jules played the

part well. Jim, who had hidden a little way off, saw the
crows form up in a great whirling disc and follow Jules; the
middle of the disc began to come down like an inverted
water-spout, whose apex came closer and closer to Jules.
Jules couldn’t see this happening.

Suddenly it was very close: the flock was a vortex near to
the ground, about to dive on Jules. Jim was afraid for him;
in his imagination he saw Jules lifting his hood as the crows
enveloped him, and getting pecked in the eyes.

He jumped out of his hiding-place and fired. The crows
hardly faltered. He ran, firing again. The crows drew away
reluctantly.

Jules was pleased at the success of his trick; but Jim was
stirred, as if by some symbol which was beyond his compre-
hension.

They visited Romanic churches. The image of Lucie which
they conjured up in these churches was more like the real
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Lucie than the one they had evoked on the Acropolis.
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Part Two:
Kate
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Chapter One:
Kate and Jules

Paris.

Jules announced that a new cargo of girls was expected
from his country — from Berlin, this time. Jim would have
preferred not to see them and to go on working in peace,
but Jules explained that he was part of the programme and
that he could help them a great deal without giving up
much of his time.

There were three of them, and they were decidedly on the
lookout for fun. ‘They don’t need us at all,” thought Jim,
‘and they’re very experienced for their age’

They began painting with passionate absorption, and seemed
nevertheless to have become familiar with Paris in their first
week.

The first, Sarah, was tall and dark; a stern, Asiatic beauty.
The second, dimpled and lively, was a Viennese beauty. The
third was very fair, with brown sunburned skin; a Germanic
beauty. They caused a sensation whenever they entered a
dance-hall together.
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Kate, the third, had the smile of the statue on the island.

She was the one Jim had specially noticed, and Jules saw
her alone every day on his own. He didn’t invite Jim to
meet her. This went on for a month.

On his visits to Jim he remained secretive, which Jim inter-
preted as a good sign. He said to Jim: ’Come and spend the
evening of the 14th of July with Kate and me, we’d both
like it, but —’ (he looked Jim in the face and spoke quietly
and slowly) '— not that one? Eh, Jim?’

’All right, Jules,’ said Jim, 'not that one’

At Jules’s place Jim found Kate disguised as a young man,
in one of Jules’s suits. She had broad shoulders and slim
hips; a cloth cap hiding her hair (which she wore piled on
top of her head); big yellow leather gloves; and a bold,
cheeky air. Anyone not in the know might have thought
she was a boy, for a moment.

"What do you say about our friend Tom,’ said Jules, ’is he
fit for us to go out with tonight?’

Jim had a good look at Tom, made them add a faint mous-
tache and let down his trousers a bit, and said:

’That’s got it’
’Now for a try-out in the street!” demanded Tom.

They went down the Boul’ Mich’ together and stopped at
the dances in progress at every crossroads. Jules and Tom
danced together. Now and then, remarks were flung out
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which showed that Tom had been found out: ‘Hey, sweetie!’
or ‘You're a hot bit of property, you are!’ But there were
other women disguised as she was, and she had Jules and
Jim as bodyguards. She carried it off well and was ap-
plauded.

Jim was proud for Jules’s sake.

Kate was a good person to be about with, unconcerned,
offhand, with a gay, sparring style in conversation. She was
closer to comedy than Odile, and further from farce. Jim
regarded her so much as belonging to Jules that he didn’t
try to form a clear picture of her. The archaic smile, at once
innocent and cruel, appeared on her lips at any time when
her face was relaxed: it was natural to her, it expressed the
essential Kate.

Jim saw them often; he enjoyed being with them, he en-
joyed seeing Jules provided with a woman who was good
at receiving his friends. They sang and mimed old French
songs together. They also ran races against one another in
the evenings, with a handicap, through the whole length of
the Cimetiére Montparnasse. Kate won, by cheating at the
start.

Jules’s two pillows lay side by side on his bed these days,
and the bed smelt good.

Jules told Jim that he wanted to marry Kate; and, one fine
day, that she had almost said yes. Jim was frightened for
them both, he wanted to say, 'Stop! Wait a bit!’

Kate said to him, in front of Jules, 'Mr. Jim -’
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’No,’ Jules interrupted, ’just "Jim".

’Just Jim,’ Kate went on, ’'I want to have a talk with you and
ask your advice. Will you wait for me tomorrow evening at
seven o’clock in the front room at our café?’

Jim consulted Jules with a glance.
"Yes,’ said Jules, ’Kate wants to talk to you’
Did he know what about?

Jim, running, reached the café at four minutes past seven.
He was late, as he often was, through being too optimistic.
He was displeased with himself, and afraid that he wasn’t
the first to get there; he looked for Kate but couldn’t see
her. He sat down, waited for a quarter of an hour, and
said to’himself, 'A girl like her would be quite capable of
coming and looking round, and going off again at a minute
past seven because I wasn’t there’

The idea ravaged him. He picked up a newspaper automat-
ically and looked at it but put it down again, thinking, 'A
woman like her is quite capable of walking quickly through
this place without seeing me behind my newspaper, and
shooting away again’

He repeated, 'A woman like her — but what is she like?’
And he began really thinking about Kate; he never had,
before. It was half-past seven. He told himself he would
wait another quarter of an hour: He left at ten to eight.

Kate, who was even more of an optimist than Jim where
time was concerned, had gone to her hairdresser, had a
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shampoo and wave, and reached the café with all sails set
at eight o’clock, intending to have dinner with Jim. She felt
disappointed, waited ten minutes and left.

Jules came and told Jim about it the next day.

'If I'd thought there was still any chance she was coming,’
said Jim, 'I’'d have waited till midnight’

Jules and Kate set off that same day, to get married in their
own country. Jim took them to the train, and gave Kate a

funny little pocket-sized folding stool to put under her feet.

If Kate and Jim had met at the café, things might have
turned out very differently.
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Chapter Two:
She jumps into the Seine

As soon as they were married and had done all the proper
family visiting, Jules and Kate came back to Paris. Jim
had dinner at their flat. The great Merovingian bed was
officially inaugurated. Jules was happy and looked after
everything; he was a real man now; Jim saw him masterfully
settling questions of laundry, rent, insurance, luggage, and
was astounded. But he gradually came to realise that the
solutions Jules imposed on these problems were of the same
order as the top hat in the stove. Kate was aware of it too,
and was undeterred. She said ’Yes’ to whatever Jules did,
and everything looked all right. Jules would have been hurt
by the slightest suggestion that it wasn’t.

He was the husband of the blonde woman of his dreams.

Jim took Kate and Jules out to a restaurant on the Quai
Voltaire, and gave them a leisurely lunch to celebrate their
marriage; everyone chose an individual menu, according to
fancy. Kate was wearing a silk dress with stripes of many
different colours.
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Jules began talking to Jim about literary topics, which in-
terested them both but which could hardly be expected to
interest Kate. Jim tried to bring the conversation back in
her direction, but in vain; Jules was fairly launched, and to
his way of thinking a writer’s wife ought to be concerned
with these things. Kate, with eyes lowered, was smiling her
archaic smile. What was she thinking?

Jules was charming to Jim but was sacrificing Kate quite
senselessly, for they had already had delightful three-handed
conversations. However, instead of ensuring another one,
Jules, usually so kind and so modest, was taking the chair
and staying in it much longer than one could have expected;
it was almost as if he was breaking Kate in. Jim remem-
bered the evening when Magda rebelled; Kate, he thought,
would never put up with Jules in this mood, and she was far
better armed than Magda. How could Jules be so unimag-
inative? And how would Kate hit back? And what would
happen to their love? Jim was suffering for both of them.

At the end of the long meal, Kate suggested that they go
for a walk by the Seine. They went past a former sluice-
gate, the Ecluse de la Monnaie, and then back along the
quay to the Square du Vert-Galant. Jules talked all the
way. Suddenly Kate dropped her bag and gloves, gently
pushed Jules and Jim aside, and jumped into the Seine.

’Oh, my prophetic soul!’ cried a voice in Jim, and at the
same time he sent, in thought, an invisible kiss to Kate.
Her leap so engraved itself on his imagination that he did
a drawing of it next day, although he normally never drew
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at all. He felt a sudden burst of admiration for her, like
a lightning-flash. She, at any rate, wasn’t afraid of doing
different!

Jules was gasping and jittering, as if he was under a shower;
he was terrified lest Kate drown. Jim was calm; he had
seen how she had let herself fall vertically, quite straight,
and he had heard tell of her exploits before. In mind, he
was swimming under water with her and holding his breath
with her, making sure of coming to the surface after as long
a delay as possible and as far away as possible, so as to give
Jules a really good fright.

Kate’s straw hat was sailing away downstream on its own,
adorned with the multicoloured enamel pin which Jules’s
mother had given her. Seconds went by. Jules turned his
eyes on Jim, believing Kate to be lost. Jim motioned to him
to wait, and was soon able to point to a fair head emerging
thirty yards lower down, a head which veered round and
swam towards the bank; the archaic smile was still there,
unchanged. She was

finding it hard to make her way in; she shouted, 'My dress
is bothering me, help me!’

Jim jumped into a boat but it was moored with a padlock
and chain. He didn’t swim well enough to help a good
swimmer like Kate, and he didn’t think she really needed
help. He ran along, taking off his long mackintosh as he
went, and leant over, holding the mackintosh by one sleeve
and letting it dangle just above the surface of the water.
Kate managed to grab it, and from the top of the sheer
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quayside he dragged her along against the current, like a
fish being drawn to the landing net, until she reached the
boat. She hoisted herself aboard, climbed the iron ladder
briskly and shook herself between them like a dog.

She was shivering. Jules wrapped her in his coat. Jim ran
and got a taxi, pushed the pair of them inside, slammed the
door, gave the address to the driver, and went away.

On the next day he found Jules pale, silent, less self-assured
and more handsome than before. Kate was like a modest
young general who has just returned from his first brilliant
coup, his campagne d’Italie. Nobody mentioned her plunge.

Jules’s mother came to stay with him and Kate, and the
three of them toured most of France together.

But it wasn’t till much later that Kate and Jules were able
to tell Jim how they had got on. Jules’s flat was re-let, and
the furniture was sent to them in Germany.

They settled in their own country, in a little house by a lake.
A daughter was born. Jim was to come on a visit and be
her godfather.

Three days before he was due to arrive, the war broke out;
it separated them for five years. All either could do was
to let the other know, by communicating through neutral
countries, that he was still alive. Jules was on the Russian
front. There was little likelihood oftheir encountering one
another.
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Chapter Three:
1914 ... 1950the coater

Peace. They resumed their correspondence. Jules answered
all Jim’s questions by saying, ’Come and see!’

Another little daughter had been born. Jim wrote to Jules,
"What do you think? Should I get married too? Should I
have children?’ Jules answered once more, 'Come and judge
for yourself!’

Kate added a few words of invitation.

Six months later, Jim set out for Jules’s country. Seeing
Jules again was such a tremendous experience for him that
he delayed it; he loitered along the Rhine and stayed in
several towns.

The day came. Jim was waiting for Jules in a ground-floor
room, and to get there Jules had to cross a wide, grassy
square. Jim watched him approaching from a distance,
walking dreamily with short, dragging steps, as if he was
tired. So he had a wife and two small daughters, he had
been right through the war, and now here he was and they
were about to meet again — which they might never have
done. Jim watched him.
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When he was nearly there Jim ran out. They embraced four
times.

And their long conversation, which had been merely inter-
rupted, began again. Each found that the other had ma-
tured, in his own way, but not changed. They spent two
whole days together, sitting at square thick wooden tables
and smoking long cigars. They told each other about the
war. Jules avoided talking intimately about his family life;
Jim had the impression that things weren’t going too well.

The next day, Kate was waiting for Jim at the barrier of the
little country station, with her two daughters. Jules (per-
haps intentionally?) had gone to town to see his publisher.

Kate was in a well-fitting white linen suit; her hair-net was
blonde and she wore polished ivory ear-rings.

Jim gave a start on catching sight of her. Kate had devel-
oped into a magnificent woman. Her archaic smile, more
clearly defined than before, radiated as ever, and its arrows
struck home. Her glance was alive with fantasy and daring
which were just held in check. Her bust was proud and
graceful, like a ship. Each of her finely-shaped hands was
holding the hand of a little girl. The older one, Lisbeth,
was like Jules, but more Olympian; Martine, the younger,
was like Kate.

Kate said: 'Hallo, Jim.

Her grave voice exactly suited the rest of her. Jim felt it
was just as if she had come to meet him at the café, after
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keeping him waiting a very long time, and that she had
dressed specially for him.

She led Jim to their rustic chalet, in the middle of a natural
park of pines and sloping meadows. He was to have all his
meals with them and sleep at the neighbouring inn.

This was the beginning of an enchanted week for Jim. Every
morning Jules brought to his room a flask of coffee, slices of
bread and butter, and mild cigars to accompany their con-
versation. Jules was writing a book, a work of real quality.
There was something of the monk about him. He no longer
slept in the same room as Kate. She treated him kindly but
strictly. Jules let Jim discover the truth, little by little: yes,
it was true, the love that had blossomed between them was
dying.

Jim was not surprised; he remembered the blunders Jules
had made with Magda, and with all the others before her.
He could feel that Kate was extremely exacting. He guessed
some things and Jules told him others; what they added up
to was that Kate was no longer altogether Jules’s wife, and
that she had had lovers.

Jim was desperately sad; Jules had won for himself the

blonde radiance which was the dream of his heart, yet now
it was all but denied to him. At the same time, Jim couldn’t
pass judgment on Kate: mightn’t it be that she had leapt
into infidelity as she had once leapt into the Seine?

The second week began.
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Everything in the house was directed, commandingly, by
Kate. She had a governess, Mathilde, an accomplished
young woman who enjoyed being her friend. Kate was bet-
ter than Jules at dealing with his publishers. Jules had
definite jobs: he wrote his books, fetched the milk and gro-
ceries, went to the post office for the mail, and did it all
punctually and cheerfully. The war had severely reduced
their income.

Kate made everything into a celebration; the little girls’
bath in the evening was a comic ballet which varied from
one day to the next, with Jules and Jim as spectators. Every
one of their simple meals was a joy. ‘Life should be all
holidays,’ said Kate, and she made it so, for grown-ups and
children alike, and yet work was always well done.

She made a cult of her own sleep and always slept as long as
she needed, at irregular times, while the household revolved
round her independently.

Whenever things were going too well and becoming a habit,
she grew discontented; she changed her manner, put on rid-
ing boots, picked up a switch as if she had been a lion tamer,
and whipped the world with her gestures and expressions.

Her gospel was that the world was rich and that you could
cheat a bit sometimes; she always asked God’s forgiveness
in advance and was confident she’d get it. Calmly, Lisbeth
sometimes intimated that she wasn’t too sure about that.

There were days when Jim wanted to protect the world
against Kate (it had been the same with Odile, but never
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with Lucie). This was an obsession of his; he had wanted to
protect Kate against Jules before their marriage, and during
lunch on the day of her plunge into the river. As a rule she
was gentle and generous, but if she took it into her head
that she wasn’t being

appreciated she turned aggressive and couldn’t be appeased.
She swung from one extreme to the other, and these emo-
tional attacks were always sudden.

Jules still wanted her, but suppressed his longing; he knew
he had lost her. When she was tormenting him — because
she herself was tormented by her inner demon — he was
sorry for her. He looked on her as a force of nature which
could manifest itself only by cataclysms.

Some undefined threat was hanging over the house.

During the second week, Jim began to understand: the
danger was that Kate would leave. She had done it once
already, half a year ago, and it had looked as if she didn’t
mean to return. She had been back only for the last few
months. She was full of stress again, Jules could feel that
she was working up for something; and he was turning his
back on it, as he had done with the crows. He had to admit
he no longer had a real wife. That was hard to bear. But
then, he wasn’t the husband she needed, and she wasn’t the
woman to bear that. He’d got used to her being unfaithful
to him occasionally, but not to the idea of her leaving him.

The ‘something’ took shape, a shape which Jim didn’t care
for. Albert, the man who was married to Hellas, the first
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lover of the archaic smile, was on a convalescent holiday
in a village near-by. Kate had been provocative with him,
and said it had been a game to start with — but wasn’t
everything a game, to her? Albert saw in her the living
replica of his statue on the island. Kate had encouraged
him and allowed his hopes to rise. He was a headstrong
character; he had spoken his mind to Jules and told him he
wanted to marry Kate, after she’d got a divorce, and that
he would take the girls too.

So there Kate was, ruling radiantly over her home but ready
to take wing.

Jim thought: 'She mustn’t’

Jules confided to Jim that Kate, to his knowledge, had had
three lovers since they got engaged. One of them had been
on the eve of their marriage, a sporting type with whom
she had had an affair before; she took him again both as a
farewell to

her days as a bachelor girl, and in revenge for something
that Jules had done without being aware of it.

Three years later, just after the war, she had had a liaison
under Jules’s eyes with a young friend of his, tall, blond,
aristocratic and cultured, whom Jim had known as a boy in
Paris and thought very well of. ‘Not a bad choice,’ thought
Jim, ‘and they must have had fine times together’

Kate had dismissed it as 'unimportant’.

Finally, during her recent long absence, she captivated a
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provincial landowner, who ruled supreme within his own
dominions. She had reappeared one fine day, tearful with
happiness at being back in her own home, which she set
about organising with zest and love. And there they were.

Jules had all this from Kate herself; she let it out bit by bit,
skilfully, leaving plenty to the imagination. And now there
was this danger from Albert.

Jim was able to infer that Kate still gave her favours to some
extent to Jules, but was drifting further and further away
from him. Little by little, Jules was renouncing her, and,
with her, everything he had asked of life on earth. That
was why he seemed like a monk. He bore Kate no grudge.

Jim wondered if Kate had married Jules for his money. No,
he was sure she hadn’t; she had been drawn by his mind, his
gift of fantasy, his ‘Buddhism’ But she needed, in addition
to Jules, a male of her own sort.

Jim was far from being sure, but it was possible that she
was doing all she could to attract him. There was nothing
you could put your finger on. You never knew what she
was aiming for until she had got it. Jim and Jules had
nicknamed her 'Napoleon’, and made up poems about this,
which the little girls recited.

One morning, when Jim was about to go to the village, Kate
pulled a hairpin out of her hair, gave it to him and asked
him to buy her some more like it. On his way, Jim realised
that he was carrying the pin between his lips.

Kate could feel that Jules and Jim had been talking about
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her. She said that she wanted to have a talk with Jim, too,
and,

in front of Jules, she suggested that she and Jim go for a
walk in the woods.

They walked silently at first, along pathways lit by the
moon.

"What is it you want to know?’ she said.
’Nothing,’ said Jim. 'l want to listen to you’
’So as to pass judgment on me?’

’God forbid!’

'l don’t want to tell you anything. I want to ask you ques-
tions’

"All right!
’My question is: tell me about yourself, Jim’
’Fair enough, but what shall I tell you?’

’Oh, anything. Do it - oh, droit devant vous: just keep
straight on’

Jim began: ’Once upon a time, there were two young men
... and without naming them he described Jules and him-
self, their friendship, their life in Paris before the arrival
of a certain girl, the impact she made on them, what they
thought of her and what came after that — 'Not that one,
Jim! (at this point Jim couldn’t help saying his own name);
and the consequences, the adventures of the three of them
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together. For the form’s sake she disagreed on one or two
details, and added a few herself.

Jim described how they had missed one another at the café.
"What a pity!” he said.
"What a pity!’ said Kate.

And he described the three of them as seen through his
own eyes ... He told her what treasures lay hidden in Jules’s
nature — ‘Yes,’ she said — and how he had had a presentiment
from the beginning that Jules wouldn’t be able to keep her.
"Would you have told me all this in the cafe?’

"Yes'’
’Go on.

Next came the story of the war and his reunion with Jules,
and how resigned Jules had looked; the sudden apparition
of Kate, with a daughter on each side of her, at the station

barrier; the fortnight of happiness he had just spent with
them; all he had seen and all he suspected; Kate’s life, or
what little he knew of it; and now Albert’s proximity, his
offer of marriage -

’Are you for Jules and against me?’
’No more than he is himself’

Jim had been talking for nearly an hour. He hadn’t even
hidden his passing suspicion that she’d married for money.
Now he was silent.
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'I’11 tell you the whole story over again, just as it happened
to me,’ said Kate.

And from her own angle, going deeper into things than Jim
had done, with a stronger grasp of remembered detail, she
began the tale of Kate and Jules.

Yes, Jules had dazzled and conquered her by his generosity,
his innocence, his absence of self-defence; such a contrast
to other men! She thought she could cure him — by joy
in love, and by emotional storms which threw him off his
bearings; but the storms turned out to be part of his nature.
They were happy, yes, but happiness didn’t take possession
of them and sweep them away. And there they were, face
to face, two separate people.

Jules’s family was pure torture to Kate. At a reception on
the day before the marriage, his mother made a blunder
which wounded Kate deeply, and through sheer passivity
he virtually took his mother’s side. She punished him and
wiped out the offence by immediately taking up an old lover
of hers, Harold, for a few hours — yes, lover. Thus she was
able to marry Jules on level terms; they started with a clean
slate. She had never hidden her past love-affairs from him.

The honeymoon round France was just a string of impos-
sible situations. Jules was completely under the thumb of
his mother, who was giving them this tour as a present and
surrounded them with stupid opulence. Kate gnawed her
fist with rage at the thought of having allied herself to their
race; she considered herself outraged, and Jules said it was
a case of lése-majesté.
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Their next phase, by the little lake in Prussia, away from
the

family, was a mixture of light and shade. They were preoc-
cupied by waiting for their first child. Jules had sent Jim
a photo of Kate at this period; she had the expression of
an angry lioness. Jim’s future goddaughter had a difficult
birth, because her parents were not in a state of grace.

War broke out and Jules went to the Eastern Front. He
had time to write to her. From a distance she loved him
the more and made him a new halo. Their last misunder-
standing, the real break between them, came when he was
home on leave after two years of war; she felt she was in the
arms of a stranger. He went back to the front. Their second
daughter was born, and the delivery was an easy one.

’She doesn’t look like Jules,’ said Jim.

"You may think what you please,’ said Kate, ’she’s his, all
the same. I told him, "I’ve given you two daughters. That’s
enough, as far as I'm concerned. That chapter’s finished.
Let’s have separate rooms and I'll have my freedom again."

'I’ve only been back three months. Jules is finished for me,
as a husband. Don’t be sorry on his account. I allow him
some liberties now and then, and it’s enough for him.

"What next? Well, there’s Albert, not far from where we
are now. He told me about that Greek statue you three
were in love with. I've been flirting with him. There are
some odd things about him, but he’s got natural authority;
there’s none of that in Fortunio, or Jules. He wants me
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to leave Jules and get married to him. He would take the
two daughters as well as their mother. I feel very friendly
towards him, but that’s all so far. I shall see.

"You've listened to me very nicely. I've talked more than
you did. It’s dawn now. I don’t pretend to have told you
everything, but then neither did you. I expect you think
I’ve had other lovers. Well, that’s my business. I've told
you as much as you told me, and no more. Let’s get back’

There was not much further to go to the villa. Kate must
stay! To what extent was Jim about to act for Jules’s sake,
and to what extent for his own? That was something he
would never know. He was putting off the critical moment.
As they drew level with the last tree in the clump separating
them from the house, only twenty yards from where Jules
lay sleeping, he put his hands on Kate’s shoulders and let
his face approach hers a little. They gazed at one another.
What was going to happen? There was a lengthy pause.
Kate suddenly came very close and let her cheek and her
top lip gently graze his mouth. He felt an inexpressible
sweetness go through him. He lifted his hands from Kate’s
shoulders and she ran to the house.
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Chapter Four:
Albert - The camp fire

Albert was coming to lunch the day after next.

Jim told Jules all about his walk with Kate, including the
final gesture. Jules listened without a word: he was like a

spectator at billiards, watching the balls roll. Jim felt nev-
ertheless that Jules was beginning to side with him against
Albert.

Albert was correct and ordinary. Kate amused herself by
teasing each of the three men in turn, paying them compli-
ments which sounded naif, but weren’t. Nobody answered.
Her smile held the reins of this unruly team. At her ease,
mistress at her own table, she directed the conversation and
showed a touch of tyranny in doing so; it was her turn to
be loquacious now. Being a different person with each of
the three, she couldn’t strike the right note with them all
there at once. She could feel that she wasn’t quite coming
off, was angry with them for it, and forced the pace.

She lit up their three fat cigars for them in her own mouth,
but they all felt this as a lack of tact, a kind of promiscuity.
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Jim wanted to throw away his cigar and walk out; but he
stayed because he wanted to fall out of love with her.

She put on her riding boots and picked up her switch, play-
ing the part of an animal-tamer on a fairground. Animals?
The men were the animals. She exhibited them to them-
selves.

Thought Jim, ’A cock looks silly in the middle of his hens.
And a hen looks just as silly with three cocks — unless they
fight to the death for her. Maybe that’s what Kate wants’

A long walk together dissipated the ill-humour of all four.
They went as far as the camp of some show-people who ran
a little wandering circus. One of the wagons, clean and gay,
held a swarm of seven children, ranging from one to twelve
years old, healthy and merry like their parents.

"That’s real riches, real happiness!’ said Kate, with emotion.
She gave them some sweets and all the money in her bag.
Jim fell under her spell again.

She bestowed her graciousness on each in turn. With Albert
it was on account of a collection of stones in a glass case;
she and he had such a collection when they were at school
together; they bandied strange geological names, and Jim
was jealous.

At the circus performance, watching the children doing their
turns as clowns and acrobats, Kate rediscovered the atmo-
sphere of her own enchanted childhood.

When Albert had gone they discussed him. Jules, who
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was happy and hilarious, asked Kate what she had done to
charm him, and Kate acted a caricature of herself describ-
ing, almost in good faith, what an unhappy life she had at
home. Jules, Jim and Mathilde laughed till the tears ran
down their cheeks. The danger of her going off with Albert
seemed to have been averted for the moment, but not that
of a short adventure. Everyone was on Jim'’s side.

'But,’ Jules told Jim, 'Kate never lets go of anything, once
she’s had a hold of it/

Jim, who was curious, gently and kindly pointed out cer-
tain ways in which Kate’s and Jules’s versions of their story
didn’t tally; he asked them to give him a completer picture.
So it was agreed that they should go for a long walk, during
which Kate and Jules would take up the story alternately.

After a somersaulting competition on the grass with the
little girls, they set out in the direction of a country inn,
some six or seven miles away. Jules, at Kate’s request, spoke
first. He did it with his usual humour and modesty, making
them laugh with his depiction of himself falling in love with
Kate. All this opening passage went well, and Jim was
looking forward to an entertaining joust between these two
master-storytellers. But tension filled the air when Jules
got as far as the marriage and his family, and he gave a
' description of Kate’s jump into the Seine with which neither
she nor Jim agreed; he portrayed it as a mere impulse on
Kate’s part and not as a riposte which he had forced her to
make. Next came their journey round France with 