
More Passion

-- and more fashion!

Transactions

Transactions:



Their confidential, friendly chatting began again. Maxime 
had lighted a cigar. Renée sipped her coffee and even 
allowed herself a glass of chartreuse. The room grew 
warmer and became filled with bluish smoke. She ended 
by setting her elbows on the table and by resting her chin 
between her two half-closed fists. Under this slight 
pressure her mouth grew smaller, her cheeks were 
slightly raised, and her narrow eyes shone more brightly. 
Thus unsettled, her little face looked adorable, under the 
stream of golden curls which now fell down upon her 
eyebrows. Maxime gazed at her through the smoke of his 
cigar. He found she had an original look. At certain 
moments he was no longer quite sure as to her sex; the 
long wrinkle which crossed her forehead, the pouting 
forwardness of her lips, the undecided air imparted by 
her shortsightedness, made a tall young man of her; the 
more so, as her long black satin blouse rose so high that 
one barely espied a white fatty strip of neck under her 
chin. She let herself be looked at with a smile, no longer 
moving her head, but with her eyes lost in vacancy and 
her lips closed.

•



Then suddenly she woke up, and went to look at the mirror, towards which her dreamy eyes had turned since a few

moments. She raised herself on tip-toe, and leant her hands on the edge of the mantelshelf to read the signatures,

the coarse remarks which had shocked her before supper. She spelt the syllables with some little difficulty,

laughed, and then still read on like a schoolboy who is turning over some pages of Piron in his desk.

"'Ernest and Clara'," said she, "and there is a heart underneath, which looks like a funnel. Ah! this is better, 'I love

men because I like truffles.' Signed, 'Laure.' I say, Maxime, was it that woman d'Aurigny who wrote that?——

Then here are the arms of one of these women, I fancy: a hen smoking a big pipe. And more names, a perfect

calendar of saints: 'Victor, Amélie, Alexandre, Édouard, Marguerite, Paquita, Louise, Renée'—Ah, so there's one

who is named like me—"

Maxime could see her ardent face in the looking-glass. She raised herself up still more, and her domino, drawn

more closely behind, outlined the curve of her figure, the development of her hips. The young fellow's eyes

followed the line of the satin which moulded her form like a chemise. He rose up in his turn and threw away his

cigar. He was ill at ease and nervous. Something usual and accustomed was lacking about him.

"Ah, here's your name, Maxime," exclaimed Renée. "Listen—'I love—'"

But he had seated himself on a corner of the divan, almost at the young woman's feet. And after succeeding in

taking hold of her hands with a prompt movement, and making her turn away from the looking-glass, he said in a

strange voice:

"Pray don't read that."

She struggled, laughing nervously.

"Why not? Am I not your confidante?"



But he insisted in a more husky tone.

"No, no, not this evening."

He was still holding her, and she tried to free herself with little jerks of the wrists.

Their eyes had an expression they were not acquainted with; there was a touch of

shame in their long, constrained smile. She fell upon her knees at the edge of the

divan. They continued struggling although she no longer made an effort to return to

the mirror, and was already surrendering herself. And as the young fellow caught her

round the body, she said with an embarrassed dying laugh:

"Come, leave me. You are hurting me—"

It was the sole murmur that came from her lips. Amid the profound silence of the

room where the gas seemed to shoot up higher, she felt the ground tremble and heard

the crash of a Batignolles omnibus which must have been turning the corner of the

Boulevard. And it was all over. When they again found themselves, seated side-by-

side on the divan, he stammered out, amid their mutual embarrassment:

"Bah! it was bound to happen one day or other."

She said nothing. With an overwhelmed air, she looked at the pattern of the carpet.

"Were you thinking of it?" continued Maxime, stammering more and more. "I wasn't,

not at all. I ought to have mistrusted the private room."

But in a deep voice, as if all the middle-class uprightness of the Bérauds Du Châtel

had been awakened by this supreme sin:

"What we have just done is infamous," she murmured, sobered, her face aged and

very grave.



On the morrow, Renée awoke at a late hour from a heavy dreamless sleep. She had a

large fire lighted, and said that she should spend the day in her room. This was her refuge

in serious moments. Towards noon, as her husband did not see her come down to lunch,

he asked her permission to speak with her a moment. She was already refusing the

request, with a tinge of nervousness, when she decided otherwise. On the day before she

had sent Saccard Worms's bill, amounting to a hundred and thirty-six thousand francs, a

rather high figure, and, no doubt, he wished to indulge in the gallantry of giving her a

receipt in person.

A thought came to her of the little curls of the day before; and she mechanically looked

in the glass at her hair, which Céleste had knotted in large tresses. Then she ensconced

herself in a corner by the fire-place, burying herself in the lace of her dressing-gown.

Saccard, whose rooms also were on the first floor, corresponding with his wife's, came to

see her in his slippers, in the true style of a husband. He barely set foot in Renée's room

once a month, and then only for some delicate pecuniary matter. That morning he had red

eyes, and the wan complexion of a man who has not slept. He kissed the young woman's

hand gallantly.

"You are not well, my dear?" he said, as he sat down on the other side of the chimney-

piece. "A little headache, isn't it? Excuse my coming to worry you with my business

rigmaroles, but the matter is somewhat serious."

From one of the pockets of his dressing-gown he drew forth Worms's bill, the glazed

paper of which Renée recognised.



Renée took a bath of a few minutes' duration every morning, and this bath filled the

dressing-room with moisture, with a perfume of fresh, wet flesh for the whole day. At

times an open scent bottle, a piece of soap left out of its dish, lent a dash of something

stronger to this rather insipid smell. The young woman liked to remain there, almost in a

state of nudity, until noon. The round tent itself was also naked. The pink bath, the pink

tables and basins, the muslin of the ceiling and the walls, beneath which one seemed to

see pink blood coursing, acquired the roundness of flesh, the curves of bare shoulders and

bosoms; and, according to the hour of the day, one would liken the apartment to the

snowy skin of a child or to the warm skin of a woman. It was one vast nudity. When

Renée left her bath her fair form lent but a little more pink to all the rosy flesh of the

room.

It was Maxime who undressed her. He understood that kind of thing, and his nimble

hands divined pins, and glided round her waist with innate science. He let down her

locks, took off her diamonds, and then dressed her hair for the night. And as he mingled

jokes and caresses with his duties of chambermaid and hair-dresser, Renée laughed with a

greasy stifled laugh, while the silk of her dress-body rustled and her petticoats were

loosened one by one. When she saw herself naked, she blew out the tapers of the

candelabrum, caught hold of Maxime round the body and all but carried him into the

bedroom.
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