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=+ BAT DAU CUA SACH PIEN TU PROJECT GUTENBERG HOANG
KIM VUONG ***

THE KING IN YELLOW BY ROBERT W. CHAMBERS Original
publication date: 1895 THE KING IN YELLOW IS DEDICATED
TO MY BROTHER THE REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS I "Ne
raillons pas les fous; leur folie dure plus longtemps que la
notre.... Voila toute la différence."

HOANG KIM VUONG BOT ROBERT W. CHAMBERS Ngay xudt ban
ban dau: 1895 HOANG KIM VUO'NG DUOC DANH CHO ANH EM
TOI NGUJI SUA CHUA DANH TIENG CUA TOI I "Hay khéng ché
nhao nhiing ké dién; sy dién cuéng ctia ho kéo dai 1au hon ciia
chungta... Pdla su khéc biét duy nhat."

The fall from my horse had fortunately left no evil results; on
the contrary it had changed my whole character for the better.
From a lazy young man about town, I had become active,
energetic, temperate, and above all—oh, above all else—
ambitious. There was only one thing which troubled me, I
laughed at my own uneasiness, and yet it troubled me. During
my convalescence I had bought and read for the first time, The
King in Yellow. I remember after finishing the first act that it
occurred to me that I had better stop. I started up and flung the
book into the fireplace; the volume struck the barred grate and
fell open on the hearth in the firelight. If I had not caught a
glimpse of the opening words in the second act I should never



have finished it, but as I stooped to pick it up, my eyes became
riveted to the open page, and with a cry of terror, or perhaps it
was of joy so poignant that I suffered in every nerve, I snatched
the thing out of the coals and crept shaking to my bedroom,
where I read it and reread it, and wept and laughed and
trembled with a horror which at times assails me yet. This is the
thing that troubles me, for I cannot forget Carcosa where black
stars hang in the heavens; where the shadows of men's
thoughts lengthen in the afternoon, when the twin suns sink
into the lake of Hali; and my mind will bear for ever the
memory of the Pallid Mask. I pray God will curse the writer, as
the writer has cursed the world with this beautiful, stupendous
creation, terrible in its simplicity, irresistible in its truth—a
world which now trembles before the King in Yellow. When the
French Government seized the translated copies which had just
arrived in Paris, London, of course, became eager to read it. It is
well known how the book spread like an infectious disease,
from city to city, from continent to continent, barred out here,
confiscated there, denounced by Press and pulpit, censured
even by the most advanced of literary anarchists. No definite
principles had been violated in those wicked pages, no doctrine
promulgated, no convictions outraged. It could not be judged by
any known standard, yet, although it was acknowledged that
the supreme note of art had been struck in The King in Yellow,
all felt that human nature could not bear the strain, nor thrive
on words in which the essence of purest poison lurked. The very
banality and innocence of the first act only allowed the blow to
fall afterward with more awful effect.

Viéc roi tit ngua clia t6i may min khéng giy ra hiu qua té hai;
ngudc lai, né di thay ddi toan b tinh cach ctia téi cho tot hon.
TU mot chang trai ludi biéng 3 thanh phd, t6i di trd thanh mot
ngudi ning déng, nhiét huyét, diéu d6 va hon hét—oh, trén hét
moi thi—day tham vong. Chi c6 mét diéu 1am phién t6i, toi cudi
nhao chinh su khéng yén ctia minh, va tuy nhién, né van lam
phién t6i. Trong qud trinh phuc héi sttc khde, t6i dd mua va doc



lan dau tién cudn sach The King in Yellow. T6i nhd sau khi doc
xong hoi dién dau tién, t6i nghi rang t6t nhat 1a ding lai. Téi
ding day va ném cudn sich vao 16 sudi; cudén sach dap vao ludi
chin va roi mé trén 16 sudi trong anh lita. Néu khong phai vi téi
d3 nhin thay moét phﬁn clia tir dau tién trong hoi dién thu hai,
t6i sé khong bao gid doc hét, nhung khi t6i ctii xuong dé lay no
d6i mit t6i d3 bi mic ket vao trang sadch m3, va véi mot tiéng
kinh hai, hodc cé 18 d6 1a niém vui dén dau dén khién t6i chiu
dau dén & méi day than kinh, t6i v6 1dy thit d6 khéi than va
trudn run ray vao phong ngu cua minh, noi t6i doc va doc lai no,
va khdc va cuoi va run ray v6i mot ndi kinh hoang ma déi khi
vin 4m anh tbi. Pay 1a diéu 1am phién t6i, vi t6i khong thé quén
Carcosa noi nhiing ngdi sao den treo trén bau trdi; noi béng toi
clia suy tu clia con ngudi kéo dai vao budi chiéu, khi hai mit trdi
d6i 1an vao ho Hali; va tAm tri clia t6i sé luén mang trong minh
ky tc vé Mit Na Xam. Téi cau xin Chua sé nguyén réia ngudi
viét, nhu ngudi viét da nguyén ria thé gidi véi su tao ra tuyét
dep, khong 16 nay, kinh khiing trong su don gian ctia né, khong
thé cudng lai trong su thit cia né—mot thé gidi hién gid run
ray trude Hoang Kim Vuong. Khi Chinh phti Phap bit giit cac
ban dich mdi dén Paris, London, tat nhién, trd nén hao hic dé
doc né. Moi ngudi déu biét cich cudn sich lan ra nhu mot cin
bénh 1ay nhiém, tit thanh phd nay sang thanh pho khéc, tit luc
dia nay sang luc dia khac, bi cAm & day, bi tich thu & d6, bi 1én an
bdi Bao chi va buc gidng, bi chi trich tham chi béi nhting nguoi
theo chu nghla vin hoc tién bd nhat. Khong cé nguyen tac cu
thé nao da bi vi pham trong nhitng trang sach ta ac ay, khong cé
tin ngudng nao dude céng bo, khéng cé niém tin nio bi xtc
pham. N6 khéng thé dudc danh gia theo bat ky tiéu chuin nao
da biét, tuy nhién, mic dit moi ngudi déu thita nhin rang not
nhac cuc ky ctia nghé thuit da dugc danh tring trong Hoang
Kim Vuong, tat cd cAm thay rang ban chit clia con ngudi khong
thé chiu dung dudc ap luc, cling nhu khéng thé phat trién trén
nhiing 16i ti ma ban chat cia thudc ddc tinh nhat 1an trong dé.
Su tam thudng va trong sang clia hoéi dién dau tién chi khién
cho cti1 ddnh sau d6 roi véi hiéu qua dang so hon.



It was, I remember, the 13th day of April, 1920, that the first
Government Lethal Chamber was established on the south side
of Washington Square, between Wooster Street and South Fifth
Avenue. The block which had formerly consisted of a lot of
shabby old buildings, used as cafés and restaurants for
foreigners, had been acquired by the Government in the winter
of 1898. The French and Italian cafés and restaurants were torn
down; the whole block was enclosed by a gilded iron railing, and
converted into a lovely garden with lawns, flowers and
fountains. In the centre of the garden stood a small, white
building, severely classical in architecture, and surrounded by
thickets of flowers. Six Ionic columns supported the roof, and
the single door was of bronze. A splendid marble group of the
"Fates" stood before the door, the work of a young American
sculptor, Boris Yvain, who had died in Paris when only twenty-
three years old.

T6i nhd, dé 1a ngay 13 thang 4, 1920, rang Lethal Chamber
Chinh pht dau tién di dudc thanh l4p & phia nam cla
Washington Square, gitta Wooster Street va South Fifth Avenue.
Cum nha cfi ma tiing bao gdm mot loat cac tda nha cil xo xAc,
dudc stt dung nhu cac quan ca phé va nha hang cho ngudi nudc
ngoéi, da dlIQ'C Chinh phtt mua lai vao mua déng nam 1898. Cac
quan ca phé va nha hang Phapva Y da bi pha bd; cd cum nha da
dugc bao quanh bdi mébt hang rao sit ma vang, va b1en thanh
mot khu vuon c’[ep véi bai ¢, hoa va dai phun nu:dc o) trung
tdm cfia khu vudn diing mét tda nha nhd, mau trang, c6 dién
nghiém khic vé kién trtc, va bao quanh bi ring ciy hoa. Sau
cot Ionic chéng nap va canh clta don 13 ddong. M6t nhém tuong
méc thach tuyét voi cla "Than so6 phén" ding trudc canh cta,
cong trinh ctia mét nha diéu khac tré ngudi My, Boris Yvain,
ngudi di qua doi 3 Paris khi chi méi hai muoi ba tudi.

The inauguration ceremonies were in progress as I crossed
University Place and entered the square. I threaded my way
through the silent throng of spectators, but was stopped at



Fourth Street by a cordon of police. A regiment of United States
lancers were drawn up in a hollow square round the Lethal
Chamber. On a raised tribune facing Washington Park stood the
Governor of New York, and behind him were grouped the Mayor
of New York and Brooklyn, the Inspector-General of Police, the
Commandant of the state troops, Colonel Livingston, military
aid to the President of the United States, General Blount,
commanding at Governor's Island, Major-General Hamilton,
commanding the garrison of New York and Brooklyn, Admiral
Buffby of the fleet in the North River, Surgeon-General
Lanceford, the staff of the National Free Hospital, Senators
Wyse and Franklin of New York, and the Commissioner of
Public Works. The tribune was surrounded by a squadron of
hussars of the National Guard.

Céac nghi 1é khai mac dang dién ra khi té6i bang qua University
Place va budc vao quang trudng. T6i di qua dam dong yén lang
ctia khan gid, nhung bi ding lai & dudng Fourth bdi mét vong
canh sat. Mot d6i quan luc lugng danh bd ciia Hoa Ky dd dudc
hinh thanh thanh mét hinh vuéng hét quanh Lethal Chamber.
Trén mot buc cao nhin ra Washington Park ding Théng ddc
New York, va phia sau éng 1a nhém gdém Thi trudng New York
va Brooklyn, Tdng Thanh tra Canh sat, Tu 1énh luc Iugng quan
d6i bang, Pai ta Livingston, c6 van quin su cho Tong thong Hoa
Ky, Tudng Blount, chi huy tai Pdo ctia Théng ddc, Pai tudng
Hamilton, chi huy d6n New York va Brooklyn, P6 déc Buffby
ctia ham d6i & S6ng North River, Tién si Lanceford, nhin vién
cila Bénh vién Mién phi Quc“ic gia, Thuong nghi si Wyse va
Franklin ctia New York, va Uy vién B Céng trinh. Buc cao dudc
bao quanh bdi mdt ddi hussars ctia Luc lugng Du bi Qudc gia.

The Governor was finishing his reply to the short speech of the
Surgeon-General. I heard him say: "The laws prohibiting suicide
and providing punishment for any attempt at self-destruction
have been repealed. The Government has seen fit to
acknowledge the right of man to end an existence which may



have become intolerable to him, through physical suffering or
mental despair. It is believed that the community will be
benefited by the removal of such people from their midst. Since
the passage of this law, the number of suicides in the United
States has not increased. Now the Government has determined
to establish a Lethal Chamber in every city, town and village in
the country, it remains to be seen whether or not that class of
human creatures from whose desponding ranks new victims of
self-destruction fall daily will accept the relief thus provided."
He paused, and turned to the white Lethal Chamber. The silence
in the street was absolute. "There a painless death awaits him
who can no longer bear the sorrows of this life. If death is
welcome let him seek it there." Then quickly turning to the
military aid of the President's household, he said, "I declare the
Lethal Chamber open," and again facing the vast crowd he cried
in a clear voice: "Citizens of New York and of the United States of
America, through me the Government declares the Lethal
Chamber to be open."

Théng doc dang két thic ciu tra 18i clla minh trudc bai phat
biéu ngin ctia Tién si Lanceford. Téi nghe éng ndi: "Nhiing luit
cAm tu ti vA cung cap hinh phat cho moi nd luc tu ti da bi hiy
bd. Chinh phii 43 quyét dinh céng nhin quyén cla con ngudi
két thic mét cude song cé thé di trd nén khong thé chiu dung
vdi anh ta, qua cam gidc dau ddn vé thé chat hoic tuyét vong
tinh than. Tin rang cong dong sé dudc 1gi ich bang cach loai bd
nhitng ngudi nhu vay khdi gitia ho. Ké ti khi luit nay dudc
théng qua, s6 lugng tu ti & Hoa Ky khéng ting 1én. Bay gid
Chinh phti 3 quyét dinh thiét 14p mot Lethal Chamber & méi
thanh pho, thi trin va lang xém trén khip dat nudc, chua rd liéu
hay khong nhom ngudi loai ngudi tit nhiing ngudi suy sup hang
ngay sé chap nhin su gitp d§ dudc cung cap nay." Ong ding lai,
va quay lai Lethal Chamber mau tring. Su yén ling trén dudng
phé 14 tuyét d6i. "G d6, mdt cai chét khong dau dén dang chd doi
ngudi khong thé chiu dung ndi dau cfia cudc séng nay nita. Néu
cai chét dugdc chao ddén, hiy dé anh ta tim né 3 d4." Réi nhanh



chéng quay lai ¢d van quin su clia gla dinh Tong thong, 6ng n01
"T6i tuyén bd Lethal Chamber ma cita," va mot 1an nita hucng vé
ddm déng déng dio dng hét 16n bing mot giong rd rang: "Cac
cdng dan ctia New York va ciia Hoa Ky, thong qua t6i Chinh pht
tuyén bd Lethal Chamber m3 cita."

I glanced in at the doorway and saw Hawberk busy in his little
shop at the end of the hall. He looked up, and catching sight of
me cried in his deep, hearty voice, "Come in, Mr. Castaigne!"
Constance, his daughter, rose to meet me as I crossed the
threshold, and held out her pretty hand, but I saw the blush of
disappointment on her cheeks, and knew that it was another
Castaigne she had expected, my cousin Louis. I smiled at her
confusion and complimented her on the banner she was
embroidering from a coloured plate. Old Hawberk sat riveting
the worn greaves of some ancient suit of armour, and the ting!
ting! ting! of his little hammer sounded pleasantly in the quaint
shop. Presently he dropped his hammer, and fussed about for a
moment with a tiny wrench. The soft clash of the mail sent a
thrill of pleasure through me. I loved to hear the music of steel
brushing against steel, the mellow shock of the mallet on thigh
pieces, and the jingle of chain armour. That was the only reason
I went to see Hawberk. He had never interested me personally,
nor did Constance, except for the fact of her being in love with
Louis. This did occupy my attention, and sometimes even kept
me awake at night. But I knew in my heart that all would come
right, and that I should arrange their future as I expected to
arrange that of my kind doctor, John Archer. However, I should
never have troubled myself about visiting them just then, had it
not been, as I say, that the music of the tinkling hammer had for
me this strong fascination. I would sit for hours, listening and
listening, and when a stray sunbeam struck the inlaid steel, the
sensation it gave me was almost too keen to endure. My eyes
would become fixed, dilating with a pleasure that stretched
every nerve almost to breaking, until some movement of the old
armourer cut off the ray of sunlight, then, still thrilling secretly,



I leaned back and listened again to the sound of the polishing
rag, swish! swish! rubbing rust from the rivets.

T6i liéc qua clta va thay Hawberk dang ban ron trong clta hang
nhd ctia minh & cudi hanh lang. Anh nhin 1én va khi nhin thay
t6i, anh la hét bang giong néng nhiét, "Vio di, 6ng Castaigne!"
Constance, con gai anh, ding 1én dé dén t6i khi t6i budc qua
ngudng cla, va gid ra ban tay xinh xin, nhung t6i thay sy that
vong trén khuén mait clia ¢d, va biét ring c6 di mong dgi mot
Castaigne khac, ngudi em ho Louis ctia téi. T6i mim cudi trudc
su ling ting ctia ¢d va khen ngdi chiéc 14 ¢ ma c6 dang théu ti
mdt biic danh nhiéu mau. Hawberk gid ngdi déng chit nhiing
chiéc nong cii ctia mdt bd gidp co, va tiéng ting! ting! ting! clia
chiéc btia nhé ctia anh ta nghe dé chiu trong cta hang la mit dé.
Chang bao 1au sau, anh tha chiéc bia xudng va nghich nggm vdéi
mdt chiéc ¢d 16 nhd. Am thanh nhe nhang ctia 4o gidp giti mot
cam gidc vui mung qua t6i. Téi yéu thich nghe 4m nhac cta
thép va cham vao thép, tiéng manh mé ctia bia trén manh dui,
va tiéng kéu clia 4o gidp xich. P61 1y do duy nhat khién t6i dén
tham Hawberk. Anh ta chua bao gid khién t6i quan tAm ci
nhéin, va cling khong phai Constance, ngoai tri viéc c6 dang yéu
Louis. Piéu nay di chiém tron sy chi1 y clia t6i, va d6i khi tham
chi khién t6i thiic tring dém. Nhung t6i biét trong 1ong ring
moi viéc sé 6n, va rang toi sé sip xép tuong lai ctia ho nhu t6i
mong ddi sip xép tuong lai clia bac si tdét bung clia téi, John
Archer. Tuy nhién, t6i khong bao gid 1o 1ang vé viéc ghé tham ho
vao lic @6, néu khéng phai vi Am nhac ctia chiéc btia lanh 1anh
da tao ra sttic hap dan manh mé d6i véi toi. Toi sé ngdi hang gid,
nghe va nghe, va khi mot tia ning lac vao manh déng hd, cam
gidc ma né mang lai cho téi gan nhu qua manh mé dé chiu
dung. P6i mat clia toi trd nén cd dinh, mé to véi mot niém vui
kéo cing moi day than kinh gan nhu dén gidi han, cho dén khi
mot clt dong ctia tho gidp gia cat 18p tia nang, sau dd, van cam
thay ho6i hop mot cach bi mit, tdi nghiéng lung lai va nghe lai
am thanh ctia khin lau bong, swish! swish!lau sach gi tit coc.



Constance worked with the embroidery over her knees, now
and then pausing to examine more closely the pattern in the
coloured plate from the Metropolitan Museum. "Who is this
for?" I asked. Hawberk explained, that in addition to the
treasures of armour in the Metropolitan Museum of which he
had been appointed armourer, he also had charge of several
collections belonging to rich amateurs. This was the missing
greave of a famous suit which a client of his had traced to a little
shop in Paris on the Quai d'Orsay. He, Hawberk, had negotiated
for and secured the greave, and now the suit was complete. He
laid down his hammer and read me the history of the suit,
traced since 1450 from owner to owner until it was acquired by
Thomas Stainbridge. When his superb collection was sold, this
client of Hawberk's bought the suit, and since then the search
for the missing greave had been pushed until it was, almost by
accident, located in Paris. "Did you continue the search so
persistently without any certainty of the greave being still in
existence?" I demanded. "Of course," he replied coolly. Then for
the first time I took a personal interest in Hawberk. "It was
worth something to you," I ventured. "No," he replied, laughing,
"my pleasure in finding it was my reward." "Have you no
ambition to be rich?" I asked, smiling. "My one ambition is to be
the best armourer in the world,” he answered gravely.
Constance asked me if I had seen the ceremonies at the Lethal
Chamber. She herself had noticed cavalry passing up Broadway
that morning, and had wished to see the inauguration, but her
father wanted the banner finished, and she had stayed at his
request. "Did you see your cousin, Mr. Castaigne, there?" she
asked, with the slightest tremor of her soft eyelashes. "No," I
replied carelessly. "Louis' regiment is manceuvring out in
Westchester County." I rose and picked up my hat and cane. "Are
you going upstairs to see the lunatic again?" laughed old
Hawberk.

Constance 1am viéc véi viée théu trén dau goi cia minh, d6i khi
ding lai dé xem xét k§ hon mau trén ban vé nhiéu mau ti Bao



tang Metropolitan. "Pay 1a cho ai?" T6i hdi. Hawberk giai thich,
rang ngoai nhitng kho bau vé gidp & Bio tang Metropolitan ma
anh ta da dugc b6 nhiém lam thg giép, anh ta cﬁng phu trach
mdt sd bd suu tap cua nhtIng ngu:dl yéu glap giau cé. Pay la
chiéc nong bi mat ctia médt bod glap ndi tiéng ma mot khach hang
cuia anh ta d3 tim ra trong mot ctta hang nhd & Paris trén Quai
d'Orsay. Anh ta, Hawberk, di thuong luong va bdo dam chiéc
nong, va bay gid bd gidp di hoan chinh. Anh ta dit bda xuéng
va doc cho t6i cau chuyén vé bo gidp, dudc tim ra tif nim 1450
ti cht nhan nay sang cht nhan khac cho dén khi né dugc
Thomas Stainbridge s& hitu. Khi bd suu tip xuit sic clia anh ta
dudc ban, khiach hang ctia Hawberk di mua b gidp, va tu dé
viéc tim kiém chiéc nong bi mat di dudc ddy manh cho dén khi
né, gan nhu theo vo tinh, dudc tim thay & Paris. "Liéu ban cé tiép
tuc tim kiém mot cach kién tri ma khong cé su chic chin rang
chiéc nong van ton tai khéng?" T6i doi hdi. "Tat nhién," anh ta
tra 15i lanh liing. Lan d6 14 1an dau tién t6i quan tAm cd nhin
dén Hawberk. "Diéu d6 dang gia v4i ban," téi doan. "Khoéng," anh
ta tra 18i, cudi, "niém vui ctia t6i khi tim thay né 1a phan thudng
cuia téi." "Liéu ban c6 hoai bdo trd nén giau cé khéng?" Toi hdi,
mim cudi. "Hoai bio duy nhat cfia t6i 1a trd thanh tho gidp gidi
nhat thé gidi," anh tra 16i nghiém ttic. Constance hdi t6i xem cac
nghi 18 tai Phong Chét Chéc. Chinh ¢6 di nhin thay binh doan di
qua Broadway sang hom dé, va muoén xem 1é tuyén chon, nhung
cha c6 mudn chiéc 14 ¢d hoan thanh, va c6 di & lai theo yéu cau
clia 6ng. "Ban di thay ngtidl em ho, ong Castaigne, & do chua?"
c6 hdi, véi su run rdy nhe nhang ctia hing mi mém mai.
"Khéng," t6i tra 16i mét cach 1o ddng. "Tran déng dd cuia Louis
dang dién ra & Quian Westchester." Toi diing day va cam nén va
gdy. "Ban sé 1én trén dé xem ké dién nita 3?" cu Hawberk cudi.

If Hawberk knew how I loathe that word "lunatic," he would
never use it in my presence. It rouses certain feelings within me
which I do not care to explain. However, I answered him quietly:
"I think I shall drop in and see Mr. Wilde for a moment or two."
"Poor fellow," said Constance, with a shake of the head, "it must



be hard to live alone year after year poor, crippled and almost
demented. It is very good of you, Mr. Castaigne, to visit him as
often as you do." "I think he is vicious," observed Hawberk,
beginning again with his hammer. I listened to the golden
tinkle on the greave plates; when he had finished I replied: "No,
he is not vicious, nor is he in the least demented. His mind is a
wonder chamber, from which he can extract treasures that you
and I would give years of our life to acquire." Hawberk laughed.
I continued a little impatiently: "He knows history as no one
else could know it. Nothing, however trivial, escapes his search,
and his memory is so absolute, so precise in details, that were it
known in New York that such a man existed, the people could
not honour him enough." "Nonsense," muttered Hawberk,
searching on the floor for a fallen rivet. "Is it nonsense," I asked,
managing to suppress what I felt, "is it nonsense when he says
that the tassets and cuissards of the enamelled suit of armour
commonly known as the 'Prince's Emblazoned' can be found
among a mass of rusty theatrical properties, broken stoves and
ragpicker's refuse in a garret in Pell Street?" Hawberk's hammer
fell to the ground, but he picked it up and asked, with a great
deal of calm, how I knew that the tassets and left cuissard were
missing from the "Prince's Emblazoned." "I did not know until
Mr. Wilde mentioned it to me the other day. He said they were
in the garret of 998 Pell Street." "Nonsense," he cried, but I
noticed his hand trembling under his leathern apron. "Is this
nonsense too?" I asked pleasantly, "is it nonsense when Mr.
Wilde continually speaks of you as the Marquis of Avonshire
and of Miss Constance—" I did not finish, for Constance had
started to her feet with terror written on every feature.
Hawberk looked at me and slowly smoothed his leathern apron.
"That is impossible," he observed, "Mr. Wilde may know a great
many things—" "About armour, for instance, and the 'Prince's
Emblazoned," I interposed, smiling. "Yes," he continued, slowly,
"about armour also—may be—but he is wrong in regard to the
Marquis of Avonshire, who, as you know, killed his wife's
traducer years ago, and went to Australia where he did not long



survive his wife." "Mr. Wilde is wrong," murmured Constance.
Her lips were blanched, but her voice was sweet and calm. "Let
us agree, if you please, that in this one circumstance Mr. Wilde
is wrong," I said.

Néu Hawberk biét t6i ghé tdm ting tit "ké dién," anh ta sé khong
bao gid st dung nd trudc mit t6i. N6 danh thiic nhiing cdm xuc
nhat dinh trong t6i ma t6i khéng mudn gidi thich. Tuy nhién,
toi trd 16i anh ta mét cach yén lang: "T6i nghi t6i sé ghé thim
6ng Wilde moét chit." "Thuong x4t qua," Constance ndéi, git dau,
"phdi séng mot minh tliing nim, nghéo, tan tit vi gan nhu dién
rd. Rat tot clla ban, 6ng Castaigne, di thim anh ay nhiéu nhu
thé." "T6i nghi anh ta xau xa," Hawberk quan sat, bat dau lai véi
chiéc btia ctia minh. Téi nghe tiéng chudng vang trén cic tam
nong; khi anh ta di hoan thanh, téi trd 16i: "Khéng, anh ta
khéng xau xa, cling khéng hé dién r6. TAm tri anh ta nhu mét
phong ky diéu, tit d6 anh ta cé thé khai thac nhiing kho bau ma
ban va téi sé phai danh nhiéu nim cudc doi dé cé dudgc.”
Hawberk cudi.

When he had double-locked the door and pushed a heavy chest
against it, he came and sat down beside me, peering up into my
face with his little light-coloured eyes. Half a dozen new
scratches covered his nose and cheeks, and the silver wires
which supported his artificial ears had become displaced. I
thought I had never seen him so hideously fascinating. He had
no ears. The artificial ones, which now stood out at an angle
from the fine wire, were his one weakness. They were made of
wax and painted a shell pink, but the rest of his face was yellow.
He might better have revelled in the luxury of some artificial
fingers for his left hand, which was absolutely fingerless, but it
seemed to cause him no inconvenience, and he was satisfied
with his wax ears. He was very small, scarcely higher than a
child of ten, but his arms were magnificently developed, and his
thighs as thick as any athlete's. Still, the most remarkable thing
about Mr. Wilde was that a man of his marvellous intelligence



and knowledge should have such a head. It was flat and pointed,
like the heads of many of those unfortunates whom people
imprison in asylums for the weak-minded. Many called him
insane, but I knew him to be as sane as I was.

Khi anh di khéa cita kép va ddy mot chiéc ruong ning chéng
clta, anh dén va ngdi bén canh t6i, nhin 1én khuén mat t6i véi
d6i mat mau sang nhé. Mot nlta chuc vét tray méi trén mii va
ma4, va diy bac hé tro tai gia ctia anh di bi 1éch. Téi nghi rang tbi
chua bao gid thay anh iy dang sg va cudn hut dén viy. Anh ay
khoéng cé tai. Nhiing chiéc tai gid, gid diing ra mét goc ti sdi
tinh té, 1a diém yéu duy nhat cfia anh ay. Chiing dudc 1am bang
sap va son mau héng sang, nhung phan con lai ctia khudn mit
anh mau vang. Anh 4y cé thé tot hon nén thich sy xa hoa ctia
mdt s6 ngdn tay gia cho tay trai cia minh, ma hoan toan khéng
c6 ngoédn tay, nhung dudng nhu khéng giy bat ky bat tién nao
cho anh 4y, va anh 4y hai 1ong vdéi tai sdp ctia minh. Anh iy rat
nhd, gan nhu cao bing mot dia tréd mudi tudi, nhung canh tay
clia anh 4y phat trién tuyét vdi, va dui ctia anh iy day nhu bat
ky vin ddng vién nao. Tuy nhién, diéu dang cht y nhat vé 6ng
Wilde 12 mot ngudi cé tri théng minh phi thudng va kién thic
nhu anh ay lai c6 mot cai dau nhu vay. N6 phang va nhon, giong
nhu cai dau clia nhiéu ngudi bat hanh ma ngudi ta giam gilt
trong cac trai dudng tAm cho ngudi yéu dudi. Nhiéu ngudi goi
anh ay 13 dién, nhung t6i biét anh ay diing nhu t6i.

I do not deny that he was eccentric; the mania he had for
keeping that cat and teasing her until she flew at his face like a
demon, was certainly eccentric. I never could understand why
he kept the creature, nor what pleasure he found in shutting
himself up in his room with this surly, vicious beast. I
remember once, glancing up from the manuscript I was
studying by the light of some tallow dips, and seeing Mr. Wilde
squatting motionless on his high chair, his eyes fairly blazing
with excitement, while the cat, which had risen from her place
before the stove, came creeping across the floor right at him.



Before I could move she flattened her belly to the ground,
crouched, trembled, and sprang into his face. Howling and
foaming they rolled over and over on the floor, scratching and
clawing, until the cat screamed and fled under the cabinet, and
Mr. Wilde turned over on his back, his limbs contracting and
curling up like the legs of a dying spider. He was eccentric.

T6i khéng phti nhin rang anh 4y 14p di; cdi &m dnh ma anh 4y c6
véi viée gitt con méo dé va choc né cho téi khi né tan coéng vao
khuén mit anh 4y nhu mét con ac quy, chic chan 13 14p di. Téi
khong bao gid hiéu tai sao anh Ay giii loai vt d4, cling nhu niém
vui anh 4y tim thay khi tu khép minh trong phong véi con thi
hung dit, cau ki d6. T6i nhé mot 1an, nhin 1én ti ban thao tbi
dang nghién cttu dudi 4nh sang clia mot sd nén dau, va thay 6ng
Wilde ngdi im 1i trén chiéc ghé cao ctia minh, d6i mit sang lén
véi sy hoi hop, trong khi con meo, di dung day tu cho cla no
trudc bép 10, dén titng budc qua san nha ngay vé phia anh 3 ay
Trudc khi t01 k1p di c:huyen noé nam phang bung xuéng dat, cii
dau, run ray, va nhay vio mit anh ay. Khién cho ho la hét va bot
miéng, ho cudn tron va tron tron trén san nha, cao va xudc, cho
tdi khi con meéo kéu 1én va bd chay dudi ta, va 6ng Wilde 1an
ngtta, cidc chi nhap nhé va cudn tron nhu chin ctia mét con
nhén dang chét. Anh ay 1ap di.

Mr. Wilde had climbed into his high chair, and, after studying
my face, picked up a dog's-eared ledger and opened it. "Henry B.
Matthews," he read, "book-keeper with Whysot Whysot and
Company, dealers in church ornaments. Called April 3rd.
Reputation damaged on the race-track. Known as a welcher.
Reputation to be repaired by August 1st. Retainer Five Dollars."
He turned the page and ran his fingerless knuckles down the
closely-written columns. "P. Greene Dusenberry, Minister of the
Gospel, Fairbeach, New Jersey. Reputation damaged in the
Bowery. To be repaired as soon as possible. Retainer $100." He
coughed and added, "Called, April 6th." "Then you are not in
need of money, Mr. Wilde," I inquired. "Listen," he coughed



again. "Mrs. C. Hamilton Chester, of Chester Park, New York City.
Called April 7th. Reputation damaged at Dieppe, France. To be
repaired by October 1st Retainer $500. "Note.—C. Hamilton
Chester, Captain U.S.S. 'Avalanche’, ordered home from South
Sea Squadron October 1st." "Well," I said, "the profession of a
Repairer of Reputations is lucrative." His colourless eyes sought
mine, "I only wanted to demonstrate that I was correct. You said
it was impossible to succeed as a Repairer of Reputations; that
even if I did succeed in certain cases it would cost me more than
I would gain by it. To-day I have five hundred men in my
employ, who are poorly paid, but who pursue the work with an
enthusiasm which possibly may be born of fear. These men
enter every shade and grade of society; some even are pillars of
the most exclusive social temples; others are the prop and pride
of the financial world; still others, hold undisputed sway among
the 'Fancy and the Talent.' I choose them at my leisure from
those who reply to my advertisements. It is easy enough, they
are all cowards. I could treble the number in twenty days if I
wished. So you see, those who have in their keeping the
reputations of their fellow-citizens, I have in my pay."

Ong Wilde d3 leo 18n chiéc ghé cao cia minh, v, sau khi nghién
cttu khuén mit tdi, dng nhit mdt quyén so bi rach va md ra.
"Henry B. Matthews," 6ng doc, "thta quy véi Whysot Whysot va
Cong ty, daily ban d6 trang tri nha thd. Goi tén vao ngay 3 thang
4. Danh tiéng bi hdng trén dudng dua. Pugc biét dén 13 ngudi
khong chiu trdch nhiém. Danh tiéng can dudc sta chita vao
ngay 1 thiang 8. Tién dit coc Nim D6 la." Ong quay trang va
chay ngén tay khéng cé ngén xudng cac cdt dudce viét ki ludng.
"P. Greene Dusenberry, Muc su ctia Tin Lanh, Fairbeach, New
Jersey. Danh tiéng bi héng & Bowery. Can dugc stta chiia ngay 1ap
tic. Tién dit coc $100." Ong ho ho va thém, "Goi tén, ngly 6
thang 4." "Viy ban khdng can tién, dng Wilde," t6i hdi. "Nghe,"
ong ho ho lai. "Ba C. Hamilton Chester, ctia Chester Park, New
York City. Goi tén vao ngly 7 thiang 4. Danh tiéng bi hdng tai
Dieppe, Phap. Can dudc stta chita vao ngay 1 thang 10 Tién dit



coc $500. "Ghi chii.— C. Hamilton Chester, Pai uy U.S.S.
'Avalanche’, dudc ra 1énh vé nha ti P6i Bién Pong vao ngay 1
thang 10." "Vay," t6i ndi, "nghé Stta chita Danh tiéng 13 loi
nhuin." P6i mat khéng mau ctia 6ng nhin vao téi, "T6i chi
mudn chiing minh rang t6i ding. Ban néi raing khong thé thanh
cong vdi nghé Stta chita Danh tiéng; rang ngay ca khi t6i thanh
cong trong mot sd trudng hop nhat dinh, né sé tdn kém hon so
vdi 16i nhudn ma t6i cé thé dat duge. Hién nay, tdi 6 nim trim
ngudi trong dich vu ctia minh, ho dudc tra luong thip, nhung
ho 1am viéc véi su nhiét huyét cé 18 c6 ngudn gdc tit sg haii.
Nhiing ngudi nay tham gia vao moi mtc va 18p xa hoi; mot s6
tham chi 13 tru c6t ctia nhitng dén thd xi hoi dat gid nhat;
nhiing ngudi khac 1 tru cot va tu hio cla thé gidi tai chinh;
nhiing ngudi khac, gitt quyén luc khong thé tranh cii trong 'Da
hoéi va Tai nang.' T6i chon ho thodi mai tit nhiing ngudi tra 16i
quang cdo cla t6i. Dé dang thoéi, ho déu 1a nhitng ké hén nhat.
T6i cé thé ting gip ba lan s6 lugng trong hai muoi ngay néu tbi
mudn. Vay nén, nhiing ngudi giit danh tiéng cia déng bao, tbi
da c6 trong luong ctia minh.

I started to reply, but a sudden burst of military music from the
street below drowned my voice. The twentieth dragoon
regiment, formerly in garrison at Mount St. Vincent, was
returning from the manceuvres in Westchester County, to its
new barracks on East Washington Square. It was my cousin's
regiment. They were a fine lot of fellows, in their pale blue,
tight-fitting jackets, jaunty busbys and white riding breeches
with the double yellow stripe, into which their limbs seemed
moulded. Every other squadron was armed with lances, from
the metal points of which fluttered yellow and white pennons.
The band passed, playing the regimental march, then came the
colonel and staff, the horses crowding and trampling, while
their heads bobbed in unison, and the pennons fluttered from
their lance points. The troopers, who rode with the beautiful
English seat, looked brown as berries from their bloodless
campaign among the farms of Westchester, and the music of



their sabres against the stirrups, and the jingle of spurs and
carbines was delightful to me. I saw Louis riding with his
squadron. He was as handsome an officer as I have ever seen.
Mr. Wilde, who had mounted a chair by the window, saw him
too, but said nothing. Louis turned and looked straight at
Hawberk's shop as he passed, and I could see the flush on his
brown cheeks. I think Constance must have been at the window.
When the last troopers had clattered by, and the last pennons
vanished into South Fifth Avenue, Mr. Wilde clambered out of
his chair and dragged the chest away from the door.

"Yes," he said, "it is time that you saw your cousin Louis." He
unlocked the door and I picked up my hat and stick and stepped
into the corridor. The stairs were dark. Groping about, I set my
foot on something soft, which snarled and spit, and I aimed a
murderous blow at the cat, but my cane shivered to splinters
against the balustrade, and the beast scurried back into Mr.
Wilde's room. Passing Hawberk's door again I saw him still at
work on the armour, but I did not stop, and stepping out into
Bleecker Street, I followed it to Wooster, skirted the grounds of
the Lethal Chamber, and crossing Washington Park went
straight to my rooms in the Benedick. Here I lunched
comfortably, read the Herald and the Meteor, and finally went to
the steel safe in my bedroom and set the time combination. The
three and three-quarter minutes which it is necessary to wait,
while the time lock is opening, are to me golden moments. From
the instant I set the combination to the moment when I grasp
the knobs and swing back the solid steel doors, I live in an
ecstasy of expectation. Those moments must be like moments
passed in Paradise. I know what I am to find at the end of the
time limit. I know what the massive safe holds secure for me,
for me alone, and the exquisite pleasure of waiting is hardly
enhanced when the safe opens and I lift, from its velvet crown,
a diadem of purest gold, blazing with diamonds. I do this every
day, and yet the joy of waiting and at last touching again the
diadem, only seems to increase as the days pass. It is a diadem



fit for a King among kings, an Emperor among emperors. The
King in Yellow might scorn it, but it shall be worn by his royal
servant.

I held it in my arms until the alarm in the safe rang harshly, and
then tenderly, proudly, I replaced it and shut the steel doors. I
walked slowly back into my study, which faces Washington
Square, and leaned on the window sill. The afternoon sun
poured into my windows, and a gentle breeze stirred the
branches of the elms and maples in the park, now covered with
buds and tender foliage. A flock of pigeons circled about the
tower of the Memorial Church; sometimes alighting on the
purple tiled roof, sometimes wheeling downward to the lotos
fountain in front of the marble arch. The gardeners were busy
with the flower beds around the fountain, and the freshly
turned earth smelled sweet and spicy. A lawn mower, drawn by
a fat white horse, clinked across the green sward, and watering-
carts poured showers of spray over the asphalt drives. Around
the statue of Peter Stuyvesant, which in 1897 had replaced the
monstrosity supposed to represent Garibaldi, children played in
the spring sunshine, and nurse girls wheeled elaborate baby
carriages with a reckless disregard for the pasty-faced
occupants, which could probably be explained by the presence
of half a dozen trim dragoon troopers languidly lolling on the
benches. Through the trees, the Washington Memorial Arch
glistened like silver in the sunshine, and beyond, on the eastern
extremity of the square the grey stone barracks of the dragoons,
and the white granite artillery stables were alive with colour
and motion.

I looked at the Lethal Chamber on the corner of the square
opposite. A few curious people still lingered about the gilded
iron railing, but inside the grounds the paths were deserted. I
watched the fountains ripple and sparkle; the sparrows had
already found this new bathing nook, and the basins were
covered with the dusty-feathered little things. Two or three



white peacocks picked their way across the lawns, and a drab
coloured pigeon sat so motionless on the arm of one of the
"Fates," that it seemed to be a part of the sculptured stone. As I
was turning carelessly away, a slight commotion in the group of
curious loiterers around the gates attracted my attention. A
young man had entered, and was advancing with nervous
strides along the gravel path which leads to the bronze doors of
the Lethal Chamber. He paused a moment before the "Fates,"
and as he raised his head to those three mysterious faces, the
pigeon rose from its sculptured perch, circled about for a
moment and wheeled to the east. The young man pressed his
hand to his face, and then with an undefinable gesture sprang
up the marble steps, the bronze doors closed behind him, and
half an hour later the loiterers slouched away, and the
frightened pigeon returned to its perch in the arms of Fate.

I put on my hat and went out into the park for a little walk
before dinner. As I crossed the central driveway a group of
officers passed, and one of them called out, "Hello, Hildred," and
came back to shake hands with me. It was my cousin Louis, who
stood smiling and tapping his spurred heels with his riding-
whip. "Just back from Westchester," he said; "been doing the
bucolic; milk and curds, you know, dairy-maids in sunbonnets,
who say 'haeow' and 'I don't think' when you tell them they are
pretty. I'm nearly dead for a square meal at Delmonico's. What's
the news?" "There is none," I replied pleasantly. "I saw your
regiment coming in this morning." "Did you? I didn't see you.
Where were you?" "In Mr. Wilde's window." "Oh, hell!" he began
impatiently, "that man is stark mad! I don't understand why
you—" He saw how annoyed I felt by this outburst, and begged
my pardon. "Really, old chap," he said, "I don't mean to run
down a man you like, but for the life of me I can't see what the
deuce you find in common with Mr. Wilde. He's not well bred, to
put it generously; he is hideously deformed; his head is the head
of a criminally insane person. You know yourself he's been in an
asylum—" "So have I," I interrupted calmly. Louis looked



startled and confused for a moment, but recovered and slapped
me heartily on the shoulder. "You were completely cured," he
began; but I stopped him again.

"I suppose you mean that I was simply acknowledged never to
have been insane." "Of course that—that's what I meant," he
laughed. I disliked his laugh because I knew it was forced, but I
nodded gaily and asked him where he was going. Louis looked
after his brother officers who had now almost reached
Broadway. "We had intended to sample a Brunswick cocktail,
but to tell you the truth I was anxious for an excuse to go and
see Hawberk instead. Come along, I'll make you my excuse." We
found old Hawberk, neatly attired in a fresh spring suit,
standing at the door of his shop and sniffing the air.

"I had just decided to take Constance for a little stroll before
dinner," he replied to the impetuous volley of questions from
Louis. "We thought of walking on the park terrace along the
North River."

"T6i vita quyét dinh din Constance di dao trudc bita téi," 6ng tra
16i trudc loat cau héi hung hiu ti Louis. "Chung t6i nghi sé dao
trén ban cong cong vién doc theo song North."

At that moment Constance appeared and grew pale and rosy by
turns as Louis bent over her small gloved fingers. I tried to
excuse myself, alleging an engagement uptown, but Louis and
Constance would not listen, and I saw I was expected to remain
and engage old Hawberk's attention.

Lic d6 Constance xuat hién va trd nén tai va hong khi Louis cti
xuong trén nhLIng ngon tay nhd dugc gang tay bao vé. Toi co
tim 1f do dé tam rdi, ndi rang cé cudc hen & phia trén thanh pho,
nhung Louis va Constance khéng nghe, va t6i thay minh dugc
ky vong phai &lai va thu hit su chi y cia 6ng Hawberk.



After all it would be just as well if I kept my eye on Louis, I
thought, and when they hailed a Spring Street horse-car, I got in
after them and took my seat beside the armourer.

Cudi cling, t6i nghi sé tot hon néu tdi gilt mat trén Louis, va khi
ho goi mot chiéc xe ngua trén dudng Spring Street, t6i 1én sau
ho va ngbi canh thg ren.

The beautiful line of parks and granite terraces overlooking the
wharves along the North River, which were built in 1910 and
finished in the autumn of 1917, had become one of the most
popular promenades in the metropolis. They extended from the
battery to 190th Street, overlooking the noble river and
affording a fine view of the Jersey shore and the Highlands
opposite. Cafés and restaurants were scattered here and there
among the trees, and twice a week military bands from the
garrison played in the kiosques on the parapets.

Diy cb6ng vién va bic da granite nhin ra cing doc theo séng
North, dugc xay dung vao nam 1910 va hoan thanh vao mua
thu ndm 1917, da trd thanh mét trong nhitng con dudng di bd
phd bién nhat trong thit d6. Chting kéo dai tit bii dau xe dén
dudng 190, nhin ra con séng quy tdc va tao ra mot cAnh dep cta
bd bién Jersey va cac viing cao nguyén déi dién. Cac quan ca phé
va nha hang dudc rai rac khip ndi gilta cic ciy, va hai 1an mot
tuan, cdc ban nhac quan dbi tit don tri choi & kiosques trén hé
thém.

One morning early in May I stood before the steel safe in my
bedroom, trying on the golden jewelled crown. The diamonds
flashed fire as I turned to the mirror, and the heavy beaten gold
burned like a halo about my head. I remembered Camilla's
agonized scream and the awful words echoing through the dim
streets of Carcosa. They were the last lines in the first act, and I
dared not think of what followed—dared not, even in the spring
sunshine, there in my own room, surrounded with familiar



objects, reassured by the bustle from the street and the voices of
the servants in the hallway outside. For those poisoned words
had dropped slowly into my heart, as death-sweat drops upon a
bed-sheet and is absorbed. Trembling, I put the diadem from
my head and wiped my forehead, but I thought of Hastur and of
my own rightful ambition, and I remembered Mr. Wilde as I had
last left him, his face all torn and bloody from the claws of that
devil's creature, and what he said—ah, what he said. The alarm
bell in the safe began to whirr harshly, and I knew my time was
up; but I would not heed it, and replacing the flashing circlet
upon my head I turned defiantly to the mirror. I stood for along
time absorbed in the changing expression of my own eyes. The
mirror reflected a face which was like my own, but whiter, and
so thin that I hardly recognized it. And all the time I kept
repeating between my clenched teeth, "The day has come! the
day has come!" while the alarm in the safe whirred and
clamoured, and the diamonds sparkled and flamed above my
brow. I heard a door open but did not heed it. It was only when I
saw two faces in the mirror:—it was only when another face
rose over my shoulder, and two other eyes met mine. I wheeled
like a flash and seized a long knife from my dressing-table, and
my cousin sprang back very pale, crying: "Hildred! for God's
sake!" then as my hand fell, he said: "It is I, Louis, don't you
know me?" I stood silent. I could not have spoken for my life. He
walked up to me and took the knife from my hand. "What is all
this?" he inquired, in a gentle voice. "Are you ill?" "No," I replied.
But I doubt if he heard me. "Come, come, old fellow," he cried,
"take off that brass crown and toddle into the study. Are you
going to a masquerade? What's all this theatrical tinsel
anyway?" I was glad he thought the crown was made of brass
and paste, yet I didn't like him any the better for thinking so. I
let him take it from my hand, knowing it was best to humour
him. He tossed the splendid diadem in the air, and catching it,
turned to me smiling. "It's dear at fifty cents," he said. "What's it
for?" I did not answer, but took the circlet from his hands, and
placing it in the safe shut the massive steel door. The alarm



ceased its infernal din at once. He watched me curiously, but
did not seem to notice the sudden ceasing of the alarm. He did,
however, speak of the safe as a biscuit box. Fearing lest he might
examine the combination I led the way into my study. Louis
threw himself on the sofa and flicked at flies with his eternal
riding-whip. He wore his fatigue uniform with the braided
jacket and jaunty cap, and I noticed that his riding-boots were
all splashed with red mud. "Where have you been?" I inquired.
"Tumping mud creeks in Jersey," he said. "I haven't had time to
change yet; I was rather in a hurry to see you. Haven't you got a
glass of something? I'm dead tired; been in the saddle twenty-
four hours." I gave him some brandy from my medicinal store,
which he drank with a grimace. "Damned bad stuff," he
observed. "I'll give you an address where they sell brandy that is
brandy." "It's good enough for my needs," I said indifferently. "I
use it to rub my chest with." He stared and flicked at another fly.
"See here, old fellow," he began, "I've got something to suggest to
you. It's four years now that you've shut yourself up here like an
owl, never going anywhere, never taking any healthy exercise,
never doing a damn thing but poring over those books up there
on the mantelpiece." He glanced along the row of shelves.
"Napoleon, Napoleon, Napoleon!" he read. "For heaven's sake,
have you nothing but Napoleons there?" "I wish they were
bound in gold," I said. "But wait, yes, there is another book, The
King in Yellow." I looked him steadily in the eye. "Have you
never read it?" I asked. "I? No, thank God! I don't want to be
driven crazy." I saw he regretted his speech as soon as he had
uttered it. There is only one word which I loathe more than I do
lunatic and that word is crazy. But I controlled myself and asked
him why he thought The King in Yellow dangerous. "Oh, I don't
know," he said, hastily. "I only remember the excitement it
created and the denunciations from pulpit and Press. I believe
the author shot himself after bringing forth this monstrosity,
didn't he?" "I understand he is still alive," I answered. "That's
probably true," he muttered; "bullets couldn't kill a fiend like
that." "It is a book of great truths," I said. "Yes," he replied, "of



'truths' which send men frantic and blast their lives. I don't care
if the thing is, as they say, the very supreme essence of art. It's a
crime to have written it, and I for one shall never open its
pages." "Is that what you have come to tell me?" I asked. "No," he
said, "I came to tell you that I am going to be married." I believe
for a moment my heart ceased to beat, but I kept my eyes on his
face. "Yes," he continued, smiling happily, "married to the
sweetest girl on earth." "Constance Hawberk," I said
mechanically. "How did you know?" he cried, astonished. "I
didn't know it myself until that evening last April, when we
strolled down to the embankment before dinner." "When is it to
be?" I asked. "It was to have been next September, but an hour
ago a despatch came ordering our regiment to the Presidio, San
Francisco. We leave at noon to-morrow. To-morrow," he
repeated. "Just think, Hildred, to-morrow I shall be the happiest
fellow that ever drew breath in this jolly world, for Constance
will go with me." I offered him my hand in congratulation, and
he seized and shook it like the good-natured fool he was—or
pretended to be. "I am going to get my squadron as a wedding
present," he rattled on. "Captain and Mrs. Louis Castaigne, eh,
Hildred?" Then he told me where it was to be and who were to
be there, and made me promise to come and be best man. I set
my teeth and listened to his boyish chatter without showing
what I felt, but— I was getting to the limit of my endurance, and
when he jumped up, and, switching his spurs till they jingled,
said he must go, I did not detain him. "There's one thing I want
to ask of you," I said quietly. "Out with it, it's promised," he
laughed. "I want you to meet me for a quarter of an hour's talk
to-night." "Of course, if you wish," he said, somewhat puzzled.
"Where?" "Anywhere, in the park there." "What time, Hildred?"
"Midnight." "What in the name of—" he began, but checked
himself and laughingly assented. I watched him go down the
stairs and hurry away, his sabre banging at every stride. He
turned into Bleecker Street, and I knew he was going to see
Constance. I gave him ten minutes to disappear and then
followed in his footsteps, taking with me the jewelled crown



and the silken robe embroidered with the Yellow Sign. When I
turned into Bleecker Street, and entered the doorway which
bore the sign— MR. WILDE, REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS. Third
Bell. I saw old Hawberk moving about in his shop, and imagined
I heard Constance's voice in the parlour; but I avoided them
both and hurried up the trembling stairways to Mr. Wilde's
apartment. I knocked and entered without ceremony. Mr. Wilde
lay groaning on the floor, his face covered with blood, his
clothes torn to shreds. Drops of blood were scattered about over
the carpet, which had also been ripped and frayed in the
evidently recent struggle.

"It's that cursed cat," he said, ceasing his groans, and turning his
colourless eyes to me; "she attacked me while I was asleep. I
believe she will kill me yet."

" TR BY N , 2 4 s \ A 2 A <

Do 1a con meo déng phai," anh ta noi, ngung rén ri, va quay mat
khoéng mau ctia minh vé phia t6i; "c6 ay tan céng t6i khi t6i dang
ngu. Téi tin rang co ay sé giét to6i."

This was too much, so I went into the kitchen, and, seizing a
hatchet from the pantry, started to find the infernal beast and
settle her then and there. My search was fruitless, and after a
while I gave it up and came back to find Mr. Wilde squatting on
his high chair by the table.

biéu nay qua du, vi vay tbi vao bép, va, nim le{y mot cai riu tu ta
bép, bat dau tim con thu dit @6 va g1a1 quyet 6 ay ngay lap tuc.
Tim kiém ctia t6i khong mang lai két qua va sau mot luc t6i bd
cudc va quay lai dé thay 6ng Wilde ngbi trén chiéc ghé cao clia
minh bén canh ban.

He had washed his face and changed his clothes. The great
furrows which the cat's claws had ploughed up in his face he
had filled with collodion, and a rag hid the wound in his throat.



Ong da rfta mit va thay dd. Nhiing vét seo 16n ma moéng vuot
ciia meo di tao ra trén mait 6ng, 6ng da 1ap day bang colodion,
va mot mang vai che vét thuong G c6 6ng.

I told him I should kill the cat when I came across her, but he
only shook his head and turned to the open ledger before him.

TG6i nédi vdi o6ng rang toi sé giét con méo khi t01 gap dugce co iy,
nhting 6ng chi lic dau va quay sang cudn so cai md phia trudc
mat ong.

He read name after name of the people who had come to him in
regard to their reputation, and the sums he had amassed were
startling.

Ong doc tén t1Ing ngtidl di dén gip 6ng dé xem xét vé danh
tiéng ctia ho, va so6 tién 6ng da tich lity 1a dang kinh ngac.

"I put on the screws now and then," he explained.
"T6i 4p dat ap luc d6i khi," 6ng gidi thich.

"One day or other some of these people will assassinate you," I
insisted.

"Mot ngay nao dé, mot s6 ngudi trong sd nhitng ngudi nay sé 4m
sat 6ng," t6i nhan manh.

"Do you think so?" he said, rubbing his mutilated ears.

"Ong cé nghi viy khoéng?" 6ng ta néi, nim nhe vao nhiing tai bi
hai cia minh.

It was useless to argue with him, so I took down the manuscript
entitled Imperial Dynasty of America, for the last time I should
ever take it down in Mr. Wilde's study.



Khong cé y nghia dé tranh luan véi 6ng ta, vi vay t6i lay Xuong
ban thio cé tua dé Imperial Dynasty of America, 1an cudi cing
t6i sé 14y né xudng trong phong hoc ctia dng Wilde.

I read it through, thrilling and trembling with pleasure. When I
had finished Mr. Wilde took the manuscript and, turning to the
dark passage which leads from his study to his bed-chamber,
called out in a loud voice, "Vance."

T6i doc tli dau dén cudi, ring minh va run sg véi niém vui. Khi
t6i doc xong, dng Wilde 14y ban thao va, quay sang hanh lang toi
ma dan tit phong hoc ctia 6ng ta dén phong ngti clia éng, goi to
trong tiéng "Vance."

The electric lights were sparkling among the trees, and the new
moon shone in the sky above the Lethal Chamber. It was
tiresome waiting in the square; I wandered from the Marble
Arch to the artillery stables and back again to the lotos
fountain. The flowers and grass exhaled a fragrance which
troubled me. The jet of the fountain played in the moonlight,
and the musical splash of falling drops reminded me of the
tinkle of chained mail in Hawberk's shop. But it was not so
fascinating, and the dull sparkle of the moonlight on the water
brought no such sensations of exquisite pleasure, as when the
sunshine played over the polished steel of a corselet on
Hawberk's knee. I watched the bats darting and turning above
the water plants in the fountain basin, but their rapid, jerky
flight set my nerves on edge, and I went away again to walk
aimlessly to and fro among the trees.

Cac dén dién 1ap lanh gilta nhiing cdy, va mait tring mdi chiéu
sang trén bau trdi phia trén Phong Chét. Chd ddi & quang trudng
that chan chudng; t6i lac tit Cong Marble dén chudng phéo binh
va lai dén dai sen. Hoa cd tda huong ma lam phién t6i. Phun
nudc ti dai phun nudc choi trong anh tring, va tiéng roi ciia
giot nudc nhu Am thanh nhac ctia s cham nhau ctia chubi giap



trong cta hang clla Hawberk. Nhung né khéng hap din nhu
thé, va 4nh sing yéu clia 4nh tring trén mit nudc khéng mang
lai cAm gidc tin hudng tuyét voi nhu khi 4nh ning mat trdi
chiéu trén 16p thép béng loang clia mot 4o giap trén dau gdi clia
Hawberk. T6i nhin nhiing con doi nhdy nhét va xoay trén
nhiing cay thay sinh trong chiu dai sen, nhung chuyén bay
nhanh, r6i loan ctia ching khién t6i cing thang, va t6i lai budc
di v6 dinh giilta cac cay.

The artillery stables were dark, but in the cavalry barracks the
officers' windows were brilliantly lighted, and the sallyport was
constantly filled with troopers in fatigue, carrying straw and
harness and baskets filled with tin dishes. Twice the mounted
sentry at the gates was changed while I wandered up and down
the asphalt walk. I looked at my watch. It was nearly time. The
lights in the barracks went out one by one, the barred gate was
closed, and every minute or two an officer passed in through
the side wicket, leaving a rattle of accoutrements and a jingle of
spurs on the night air. The square had become very silent. The
last homeless loiterer had been driven away by the grey-coated
park policeman, the car tracks along Wooster Street were
deserted, and the only sound which broke the stillness was the
stamping of the sentry's horse and the ring of his sabre against
the saddle pommel. In the barracks, the officers' quarters were
still lighted, and military servants passed and repassed before
the bay windows. Twelve o'clock sounded from the new spire of
St. Francis Xavier, and at the last stroke of the sad-toned bell a
figure passed through the wicket beside the portcullis, returned
the salute of the sentry, and crossing the street entered the
square and advanced toward the Benedick apartment house.

Nhitng chudng phéo binh bi t8i, nhung trong trai ky binh cac
cta s clia quan ddi sang ngdi dén, va cong ra vao ludn day linh
ky binh mét méi, mang rom va yén cudi va rd dung day do in tit
thiéc. Hai 1an bao vé ky binh & cdng dudc thay d6i khi t6i lac vé
di doc con dudng nhua. Té6i nhin déng ho. Gan dén gid rdi. Anh



dén & trai linh tat dan, cong sat déng lai, va mbi mdt phut hay
hai mét si quan di qua 16i vao bén canh, dé lai tiéng lach cach
clia trang bi va tiéng chudng gidy dinh trén khéng trung dém.
Quang trudng trd nén rat yén ling. Ngudi lang thang cudi cing
d4 bi dudi di bdi canh sat cdng vién mic 4o xadm, cic dudng xe di
doc Wooster Street hoang ving, va 4m thanh duy nhat pha v&
su yén binh 13 tiéng dap ctia ngua bao vé va tiéng chudng guom
cuia anh ta cham vao gong yén. Trong trai quin ddi, khu vuc &
cia si quan van sang dén, va ngudi hau quan su di qua lai trudc
ctta s6 16n. Mudi hai gid kéu tit dinh thap méi clia St. Francis
Xavier, va khi tiéng chuéng budn ctia 1an kéu cudi cling, mot
hinh béng di qua 18i vao bén canh clta chin, tra 15i 1& phép ciia
bao vé, va bing qua dudng vao quang trudng va tién vé tda nha
chung cu Benedick.

"Louis," I called. The man pivoted on his spurred heels and came
straight toward me. "Is that you, Hildred?" "Yes, you are on
time." I took his offered hand, and we strolled toward the Lethal
Chamber. He rattled on about his wedding and the graces of
Constance, and their future prospects, calling my attention to
his captain's shoulder-straps, and the triple gold arabesque on
his sleeve and fatigue cap. I believe I listened as much to the
music of his spurs and sabre as I did to his boyish babble, and at
last we stood under the elms on the Fourth Street corner of the
square opposite the Lethal Chamber. Then he laughed and
asked me what I wanted with him. I motioned him to a seaton a
bench under the electric light, and sat down beside him. He
looked at me curiously, with that same searching glance which I
hate and fear so in doctors. I felt the insult of his look, but he did
not know it, and I carefully concealed my feelings.

"Louis," t6i goi. Ngudi dan 6ng quay quanh trén gét giay vdi
dinh va di thang vé phia t6i. "P6 1a anh a, Hildred?" "C6, anh dén
ding gid." T6i nhan 14y tay anh ta dua ra, va ching téi dao budc
vé phia Phong Chét. Anh 4y ndéi vé ddm cudi clia minh va vé
duyén dang ctia Constance, va trién vong tuong lai ctia ho, chu y



t6i dén day dai vai ctia d6i trudng anh ta, va hoa tiét vang balan
trén tay 4o va mii mét mai. Téi tin rang t6i nghe nhac ctia dinh
va guom clia anh ta cfing nhiéu nhu 14 nghe 16i néi tré con ctia
anh ta, va cudi cting chuing t6i ding dudi nhitng ciy duong &
goéc phd Fourth Street d6i dién vdi Phong Chét. Sau d6é anh cudi
va hoi t6i mudn gi tit anh ta. T6i chi tay anh ta dén mot chd ngdi
trén ghé dudi 4nh dén dién, va ngdi xudéng bén canh anh. Anh
nhin t6i mét cach td6 mo, vdi 4nh nhin tim kiém giéng nhu téi
ghét va sd trong bac si. Téi cdm thay su xtic pham tit &nh nhin
ctia anh ta, nhung anh ta khéng biét, va téi can thin che gidu
cam xudc ctia minh.

"Well, old chap," he inquired, "what can I do for you?" I drew
from my pocket the manuscript and notes of the Imperial
Dynasty of America, and looking him in the eye said: "I will tell
you. On your word as a soldier, promise me to read this
manuscript from beginning to end, without asking me a
question. Promise me to read these notes in the same way, and
promise me to listen to what I have to tell later." "I promise, if
you wish it," he said pleasantly. "Give me the paper, Hildred." He
began to read, raising his eyebrows with a puzzled, whimsical
air, which made me tremble with suppressed anger. As he
advanced his, eyebrows contracted, and his lips seemed to form
the word "rubbish." Then he looked slightly bored, but
apparently for my sake read, with an attempt at interest, which
presently ceased to be an effort. He started when in the closely
written pages he came to his own name, and when he came to
mine he lowered the paper, and looked sharply at me for a
moment. But he kept his word, and resumed his reading, and I
let the half-formed question die on his lips unanswered. When
he came to the end and read the signature of Mr. Wilde, he
folded the paper carefully and returned it to me. I handed him
the notes, and he settled back, pushing his fatigue cap up to his
forehead, with a boyish gesture, which I remembered so well in
school. I watched his face as he read, and when he finished I
took the notes with the manuscript, and placed them in my



pocket. Then I unfolded a scroll marked with the Yellow Sign.
He saw the sign, but he did not seem to recognize it, and I called
his attention to it somewhat sharply.

"Vang, cﬁng gia r6i," anh hdi, "anh co thé° giup gi cho anh?" T6i
lay ra tu tai thu ban va ghl chii vé triéu dai Hoa Ky, va nhin
thang vao mat anh ta néi: "T6i sé noi cho anh. Dya vao 10i hia
ctia mot ngudi linh, hiy hita véi téi ring doc thii ban nay tit dau
téi cudi, ma khong héi t6i bat ky cu héi nao. Hlia rang doc cac
ghi chu nay theo cach tuong ty, va hua rang lang nghe nhiing gi
t6i sé ndi sau nay " "T6i hita, néu anh mudn," anh néi mét cach
dé chiu. "Pua gidy téi, Hildred." Anh bat dau doc, nhac 1én 16ng
may véi mot vé bi 4n, hém hinh, 1am t6i run sg vdéi su tiic gidn bi
kim nén. Khi anh tién trién, 16ng may ctia anh co lai, vd méi anh
dudng nhu hinh thanh tung tu "rubbish." Sau d6 anh trong hai
chan chudng, nhung rd rang vi 1gi ich cfia t6i ma doc, véi mét co
gang tao sy quan tim, ma sau d6 khéng con 1a mdt c6 ging niia.
Anh bit dau khi trong nhiing trang viét kin cfia th ban, anh
dén tén ctia minh, va khi anh dén tén t6i, anh ha gidy xuéng, va
nhin téi sic bén trong moét khodnh khic. Nhung anh gitt 16i hita,
va tiép tuc doc, va tdéi dé cau hdi di hinh thanh moét nita trén
mdi anh chét 1ing. Khi anh dén cubi cling va doc chit ky ctia 6ng
Wilde, anh gip can than td gidy va tra lai cho t6i. Téi dua cho
anh nhitng ghi chd, va anh thoai mai ngbi lai, ddy mii mét mai
1én tran, v4i mot ¢t chi tré con, ma t6i nhd ro tu trudng hoc. Téi
nhin khuén mit cia anh khi anh doc, va khi anh két thic, t6i
lay gh1 chti cting tht1 ban, v dé chiing vao tdi cfia minh. Sau do
t6i m& ra mét cudn ghi chu dugc danh d4u véi Hoang Kim An
Ky. Anh nhin thdy biéu tugng, nhung anh khéng dudng nhu
nhin ra né, va t6i goi y anh mot cach kha sic bén.

"Well," he said, "I see it. What is it?" "It is the Yellow Sign," I said
angrily. "Oh, that's it, is it?" said Louis, in that flattering voice,
which Doctor Archer used to employ with me, and would
probably have employed again, had I not settled his affair for
him. I kept my rage down and answered as steadily as possible,



"Listen, you have engaged your word?" "I am listening, old
chap," he replied soothingly. I began to speak very calmly. "Dr.
Archer, having by some means become possessed of the secret
of the Imperial Succession, attempted to deprive me of my
right, alleging that because of a fall from my horse four years
ago, I had become mentally deficient. He presumed to place me
under restraint in his own house in hopes of either driving me
insane or poisoning me. I have not forgotten it. I visited him last
night and the interview was final." Louis turned quite pale, but
did not move. I resumed triumphantly, "There are yet three
people to be interviewed in the interests of Mr. Wilde and
myself. They are my cousin Louis, Mr. Hawberk, and his
daughter Constance." Louis sprang to his feet and I arose also,
and flung the paper marked with the Yellow Sign to the ground.
"Oh, I don't need that to tell you what I have to say," I cried, with
a laugh of triumph. "You must renounce the crown to me, do
you hear, to me." Louis looked at me with a startled air, but
recovering himself said kindly, "Of course I renounce the—what
is it I must renounce?" "The crown," I said angrily. "Of course,"
he answered, "I renounce it. Come, old chap, I'll walk back to
your rooms with you." "Don't try any of your doctor's tricks on
me," I cried, trembling with fury. "Don't act as if you think I am
insane."

"Vang," anh noéi, "T6i nhin thay né. N4 14 gi?" "D 14 Hoang Kim
An Ky," t6i néi gidn dit. "Oh, d6 3, phai khéng?" Louis néi, bang
giong néi 1dy 1ong 1am yéu cia anh, ma Bac si Archer d3 tiing s
dung vdi t6i, va cd 1é anh ta sé lai stt dung



"What nonsense," he replied. "Come, it's getting late, Hildred."
"Ldinao," anh ta dap. "Pi di, 3 mudn rdi, Hildred."

"No," I shouted, "you must listen. You cannot marry, I forbid it.
Do you hear? I forbid it. You shall renounce the crown, and in
reward I grant you exile, but if you refuse you shall die."

"Khong," t6i la hét, "anh phai ling nghe. Anh khong thé két hon,
t6i cAm. Anh nghe chua? T6i cAm. Anh sé tit bd vuong mién, va
nhu phan thudng, t6i ban cho anh su luu day, nhung néu anh tit
chéi, anh sé chét."

He tried to calm me, but I was roused at last, and drawing my
long knife barred his way.

Anh c6 ging lam t6i binh tinh, nhung cudi cing t6i bi kich
dong, va vé con dao dai cia minh chan dudng anh ta.

Then I told him how they would find Dr. Archer in the cellar
with his throat open, and I laughed in his face when I thought
of Vance and his knife, and the order signed by me.

Sau @96, t6i ndi véi anh vé viée ho sé tim thay Tién si Archer
trong ham vdi c6 mé, va téi cudi trude mat anh khi nghi dén
Vance va con dao ctia anh ay, va 1énh dugc ky bdi toi.

"Ah, you are the King," I cried, "but I shall be King. Who are you
to keep me from Empire over all the habitable earth! I was born
the cousin of a king, but I shall be King!"

"Ah, anh 1a Vua," t6i hét 1én, "nhung t6i sé la Vua. Anh 1a ai ma
ngin can toi tu viéc trd thanh Dé ché trén toan coi dat song! Toi
sinh ra 1a anh em ho cia mét vi vua, nhung t6i sé 1a Vua!"



Louis stood white and rigid before me. Suddenly a man came
running up Fourth Street, entered the gate of the Lethal Temple,
traversed the path to the bronze doors at full speed, and
plunged into the death chamber with the cry of one demented,
and I laughed until I wept tears, for I had recognized Vance, and
knew that Hawberk and his daughter were no longer in my way.

Louis ding trudc mit tdi, tring béch va cling nhic. BAt ngd mot
ngudi dan 6ng chay 1én Pudng Thi Tu, vao cdng clia Pén Chét
Chéc, di qua 16i vao clta dong mach véi tdc d6 day, va lao vao
phong chét vdéi tiéng kéu clia mot ké dién loan, va téi cudi dén
khi roi nudc mat, vi tdi d3 nhan ra Vance, va biét rang Hawberk
va con gai ciia 6ng ta khéng con & gilia dudng cta t6i niia.

"Go," I cried to Louis, "you have ceased to be a menace. You will
never marry Constance now, and if you marry any one else in
your exile, I will visit you as I did my doctor last night. Mr.
Wilde takes charge of you tomorrow." Then I turned and darted
into South Fifth Avenue, and with a cry of terror Louis dropped
his belt and sabre and followed me like the wind. I heard him
close behind me at the corner of Bleecker Street, and I dashed
into the doorway under Hawberk's sign.

"Di di," t6i hét véi Louis, "anh d3 khéng con 1a moi de doa nita.
Anh sé& khéng bao gid két hdn véi Constance nita, va néu anh két
hoén véi ai khéc trong su luu day cia minh, tdi sé dén thim anh
nhu t6i da 1Am véi bac si ctia minh dém qua. Ong Wilde sé tiép
quan anh vao ngiy mai." Sau d6, tbi quay dau va lao vao Pai 16
Nam Thit Nam, va vdi tiéng kéu kinh hoang, Louis danh roi thit
lung va kiém cia minh va theo t6i nhu con gié. Téi nghe thay
anh dudi sat sau lung t6i 3 géc pho Bleecker, va toi lao vao clia
ham dudi bién hiéu ctia Hawberk.

He cried, "Halt, or I fire!" but when he saw that I flew up the
stairs leaving Hawberk's shop below, he left me, and I heard him



hammering and shouting at their door as though it were
possible to arouse the dead.

Anh hét 1én, "Ping lai, hoic t6i s& ban!" nhung khi anh thay
rang t6i chay 1én cau thang, d€ lai ctta hang ctia Hawberk dudi
dé, anh ta bd t6i di va toi nghe thay anh ta dip va hé hao & clia
ho nhu thé cé thé danh thiic nhiing ngudi da chét.

Mr. Wilde's door was open, and I entered crying, "It is done, it is
done! Let the nations rise and look upon their King!" but I could
not find Mr. Wilde, so I went to the cabinet and took the
splendid diadem from its case. Then I drew on the white silk
robe, embroidered with the Yellow Sign, and placed the crown
upon my head.

Clta cia 6ng Wilde dang md, va tdi vao trong vdi tiéng khéc, "Da
xong réi, di xong réi! Hiy dé cac din tdc ndi 1én va nhin théiy
Vua ctia ho!" nhung t6i khéng thé tim tha{y éng Wilde, vi vdy i
di dén t1 va lay chiéc vuong mién tuyét voi ti hop ctia nd. Sau
dé, t6i mic chiéc 4o lua trang, dugc théu véi Hoang Kim An Ky,
va dit vuong mién 1én dau.

At last I was King, King by my right in Hastur, King because I
knew the mystery of the Hyades, and my mind had sounded the
depths of the Lake of Hali. I was King!

Cudi ciing t8i dé 1a Vua, Vua theo quyén ctia minh trong Hastur,
Vua vi t6i biét bi mat ctia Hyades, va tAm hon t6i d3 kham phé
sau tham ctia H6 Hali. T6i 14 Vua!

The first grey pencillings of dawn would raise a tempest which
would shake two hemispheres. Then as I stood, my every nerve
pitched to the highest tension, faint with the joy and splendour
of my thought, without, in the dark passage, a man groaned.

Nhiing nét vé xam dau tién ctia ldc binh minh sé gy ra mét
tran bado manh mé lam rung chuyén hai ban cau. Sau @6 khi t6i



dUng d6, mbi tia than kinh ctia toi cang dén cyc diém, yéu 6t véi
niém vui va su ruc rd cua suy nghl ciia minh, ngoai kia, trong
hanh lang t6i tim, mot ngudi dan éng rén 1én.

I seized the tallow dip and sprang to the door. The cat passed me
like a demon, and the tallow dip went out, but my long knife
flew swifter than she, and I heard her screech, and I knew that
my knife had found her.

T6i ndm 13y ciy nén sap va nhay dén ctta. Con méo chay qua tbi
nhu mot con quy, va ciy nén sap tit, nhung con dao dai ctia tbi
bay nhanh hon 6 ta, va téi nghe thay c6 ta kéu rén, va t6i biét
rang con dao clia toi di tim thay ¢ ta.

For a moment I listened to her tumbling and thumping about in
the darkness, and then when her frenzy ceased, I lighted a lamp
and raised it over my head. Mr. Wilde lay on the floor with his
throat torn open.

Trong mot khoanh khac, t6i nghe ¢6 ta 1an 16n va dap vao trong
béng tdi, va sau d6 khi con dién cudng clia cb ta ding lai, toi
thap mot ciy dén va gic 1én dau. Ong Wilde nim trén san vdi cd
bi xé rach.

[EDITOR'S NOTE.—Mr. Castaigne died yesterday in the Asylum
for Criminal Insane.]

[GHI CHU CUA BIEN TAP.—Ong Castaigne qua ddi vao ngay hém
qua tai Bénh vién TAm than T6i pham.]
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Although I knew nothing of chemistry, I listened fascinated. He
picked up an Easter lily which Geneviéve had brought that
morning from Notre Dame, and dropped it into the basin.
Instantly the liquid lost its crystalline clearness. For a second
the lily was enveloped in a milk-white foam, which disappeared,
leaving the fluid opalescent. Changing tints of orange and
crimson played over the surface, and then what seemed to be a
ray of pure sunlight struck through from the bottom where the
lily was resting. At the same instant he plunged his hand into
the basin and drew out the flower. "There is no danger," he
explained, "if you choose the right moment. That golden ray is
the signal."

Mic di1 téi khéng biét gi vé hda hoc, nhung t6i nghe rat hap dan.
Anh ta nhit mot canh hoa lily Phuc Sinh ma Genevieve da mang
vao budi sang tit Nha thd Piic Ba, va rdi né vao chau. Ngay 1ap
titc chat 16ng mat di sy trong sudt tinh khiét. Trong mot gidy,
béng hoa dudc bao phii bdi mdt 18p bot tring siia, sau d bién
mat, dé€ lai chat 16ng nhat mau. Cac téng mau cam va dé chuyén
d6i trén bé mit, va sau d6 nhiing gi dudng nhu 1a mét tia ning
thuan khiét 16e sang tit phia dudi noi bédng hoa dang nam. Cling
mot lic, anh ta dua tay vao chiu va rut hoa ra. "Khong c6 nguy
hiém," anh ta giai thich, "néu ban chon dung thoi diém. Tia
nang vang dé1a dau hiéu."

He held the lily toward me, and I took it in my hand. It had
turned to stone, to the purest marble.

Anh gic bédng hoa lily vé phia t6i, va t6i 1ay né vao tay. N6 di
bién thanh d4, thanh moét vién thach cao tinh khiét.

"You see," he said, "it is without a flaw. What sculptor could
reproduce it?"

"Anh xem," anh ta ndi, "né khéng cé 16i. Nha diéu khac nao cé
thé tai tao dugc né?"



The marble was white as snow, but in its depths the veins of the
lily were tinged with palest azure, and a faint flush lingered
deep in its heart.

Hong thach trang nhu tuyét, nhung trong 18i ctia né cac dudng
gan cta hoa lily dugc t6 mau xanh da trdi nhat, va mot tia do
nhat van con siu trong trai tim cta né.

"Don't ask me the reason of that,” he smiled, noticing my
wonder. "I have no idea why the veins and heart are tinted, but
they always are. Yesterday I tried one of Genevieve's gold-fish,—
there it is."

"Bitng hoi téi 1y do clia diéu dé," anh ta cudi, nhin ra sy ngac
nhién clia t6i. "T6i khong biét tai sao cadc dudng gin va trai tim
dudc t6 mau, nhung ching luén nhu viy. Hom qua t6i thit mot
con cé vang ctia Geneviéve,—nd day."

The fish looked as if sculptured in marble. But if you held it to
the light the stone was beautifully veined with a faint blue, and
from somewhere within came a rosy light like the tint which
slumbers in an opal. I looked into the basin. Once more it
seemed filled with clearest crystal.

Con ci trong nhu dude diéu khic trong d4 caim thach. Nhung
néu ban gitt né vao anh sang, da dugdc t6 mau xanh nhat vdi cac
dudng gan dep, va ti noi d6 phat ra mot anh sang hong nhu
mau cta vién ngoc opal. Téi nhin vao chiu. Mét 1an niia, né
dudng nhu day nhiing vién thach luc sang.

"If I should touch it now?" I demanded.

"Néu t6i nén cham vio bay gi¢?" t6i doi hoi.

"I don't know," he replied, "but you had better not try."

"T6i khong biét," anh ta tra 16i, "nhung ban nén khéng tht."



"There is one thing I'm curious about," I said, "and that is where
the ray of sunlight came from."

"Cé mdt diéu ti td mo," téi ndi, "dd 14 tia ndng dén tir dau."

"It looked like a sunbeam true enough," he said. "I don't know, it
always comes when I immerse any living thing. Perhaps," he
continued, smiling, "perhaps it is the vital spark of the creature
escaping to the source from whence it came."

"Né trong gidng nhu tia ning that," anh ta néi. "Td

Perhaps my being in love with Geneviéve had something to do
with his affection for me. Not that it had ever been
acknowledged between us. But after all was settled, and she had
told me with tears in her eyes that it was Boris whom she loved,
I went over to his house and congratulated him. The perfect
cordiality of that interview did not deceive either of us, I always
believed, although to one at least it was a great comfort. I do not
think he and Geneviéve ever spoke of the matter together, but
Boris knew.

C6 1é t6i yéu Geneviéve da gbp phan vao tinh cdm ctia anh 4y d6i
véi téi. Khong phai 1a diéu dé bao gid dugc cong nhén gitia
chung toi. Nhu:ng sau khi moi thu dugc g1a1 quyet va co ay da
noi véi t01 v6i nude mat trong mat rang cO ay yéu Boris, t6i dén
nha anh 4y va chiic mitng anh 4y. Sit hoa thuin hoan hio trong
cudc phdng van dé khong lita d6i bat ky ai trong chung ta, toi
ludn tin, mic diu véi it nhat mot ngudi, @6 14 mot sy an Gi 16n.
T6i khong nghi rang anh 4y va Geneviéve bao gid di néi vé van
dé nay cting nhau, nhung Boris biét.

Genevieve was lovely. The Madonna-like purity of her face
might have been inspired by the Sanctus in Gounod's Mass. But I
was always glad when she changed that mood for what we
called her "April Manceuvres." She was often as variable as an
April day. In the morning grave, dignified and sweet, at noon



laughing, capricious, at evening whatever one least expected. I
preferred her so rather than in that Madonna-like tranquillity
which stirred the depths of my heart. I was dreaming of
Genevieve when he spoke again.

Geneviéve xinh dep. Su trong sidng gidng nhu DPlic Me trén
guong mit c6 cé thé di dudc truyén cam hiing tit ban Sanctus
trong Thanh L& clia Gounod. Nhung t6i luén vui khi c6 ay thay
d6i tAm trang d6 dé ching ta goi 12 "Chién lugc thdng Tu" ctia c6
ay C6 ay thudng thay doéi nhu mét ngay trong thang Tu. Budi
sang nghlem tuc, trang trong va ngot ngao, budi trua cudi, that
thu’dng, vao budi tdi moi thit ma ai cung it mong dgi. T6i thich
c6 y nhu vay hon la trong su yén binh glong nhu Dic Me d6 da
khuay dong tan day long t6i. T6i dang mao vé Geneviéve khi anh
ay noi lai.

"What do you think of my discovery, Alec?" "I think it
wonderful." "I shall make no use of it, you know, beyond
satisfying my own curiosity so far as may be, and the secret will
die with me." "It would be rather a blow to sculpture, would it
not? We painters lose more than we ever gain by photography."
Boris nodded, playing with the edge of the chisel. "This new
vicious discovery would corrupt the world of art. No, I shall
never confide the secret to any one," he said slowly.

"Ban nghi gi vé phat hién chia tdi, Alec?" "T6i nghi ring né tuyét
voi." "T6i sé khong stt dung né, ban biét diy, ngoai viéc 1am hai
16ng su to mo chia riéng minh mién 13 cé thé, va bi mit sé chét
cling véi t6i." "Piéu d6 sé 14 mot don cho diédu khic, phai khéng?
Chung ta hoa si mat nhiéu hon ching ta bao gid dugc bang viéc
chup anh." Boris git dau, dlia nghich véi ludi cit. "Phat hién mdi
nay ac ddc sé 1am hdng thé gidi nghé thuit. Khong, t6i sé khong
bao gid tiét 16 bi mat cho bat ky ai," anh 4y néi cham chim.

It would be hard to find any one less informed about such
phenomena than myself; but of course I had heard of mineral



springs so saturated with silica that the leaves and twigs which
fell into them were turned to stone after a time. I dimly
comprehended the process, how the silica replaced the
vegetable matter, atom by atom, and the result was a duplicate
of the object in stone. This, I confess, had never interested me
greatly, and as for the ancient fossils thus produced, they
disgusted me. Boris, it appeared, feeling curiosity instead of
repugnance, had investigated the subject, and had accidentally
stumbled on a solution which, attacking the immersed object
with a ferocity unheard of, in a second did the work of years.
This was all I could make out of the strange story he had just
been telling me. He spoke again after a long silence.

Khé dé tim ai it hiéu biét vé nhitng hién tugng nhu vay hon ti;
nhung di nhién t6i d4 nghe vé cac su6i khodng bio hoa vdéi silica
dén muc 14 va canh ciy rdi vao d6 bi bién thanh d4 sau mét thdi
gian. T6i md hd hiéu qua trinh, cach silica thay thé chat thuc
vit, nguyén ti tiing nguyén t{, va két qua 12 mot ban sao ciia
d6i tugng trong da. Piéu ndy, tdi phai thd nhén, chua bao gid
lam t6i quan tdm 18n, va do6i véi hda thach ¢d xua duge tao ra
nhu vy, chting 1am t6i kinh t&m. Boris, dudng nhu, cdm thay su
td mo thay vi sy chan ghét, d3 diéu tra chti dé, va di v tinh vap
phai mét gidi phép, tin céng doi tugng ngdm trong mot cich
chua tung nghe dén, trong mot glay 1am cbéng viéc clia nhiéu
nam. Do la tat ca nhiing gitbico the hiéu dudc tit cau chuyén ky
la ma anh ay via ké cho t6i. Anh ay néi lai sau mét khoang im
lang dai.

"I am almost frightened when I think what I have found.
Scientists would go mad over the discovery. It was so simple
too; it discovered itself. When I think of that formula, and that
new element precipitated in metallic scales—" "What new
element?" "Oh, I haven't thought of naming it, and I don't
believe I ever shall. There are enough precious metals now in
the world to cut throats over." I pricked up my ears. "Have you
struck gold, Boris?" "No, better;—but see here, Alec!" he laughed,



starting up. "You and I have all we need in this world. Ah! how
sinister and covetous you look already!" I laughed too, and told
him I was devoured by the desire for gold, and we had better
talk of something else; so when Genevieve came in shortly after,
we had turned our backs on alchemy.

"T6i gan nhu so hii khi nghi vé diéu ma t6i d3 tim thay. Cac nha
khoa hoc sé& dién dai véi phat hién nay. N6 ciing rat don gian; né
tu phat hién ra minh. Khi t6i nghi vé cong thiic dé, va yéu td
mdi déng két trong hat kim loai—" "Yéu t& mdi nao?" "Oh, t6i
chua nghi dén viéc dit tén cho né, va tdi khdng tin rang t6i bao
gid sé 1am diéu dé. Hién nay da cé dd kim loai quy trén thé gidi
dé cit c6 1an nhau rdi." Téi nhay 1én. "Anh di tim dudc vang
chua, Boris?" "Khéng, t6t hon,—nhung xem day, Alec!" anh cudi,
ding day. "Ban va t6i dd cé di moi thi can thiét trén thé gidi
nay. A! ban tréong di den t6i va thém khat rdil" Téi cling cudi, va
néi véi anh rang t6i bi &m anh bdi mong muén cé vang, va
chiing ta nén noéi vé diéu khac; vi vay khi Geneviéve dén sau dé,
chung t6i da quay lung véi gid kim hoc.

Of course I dismissed him for the day, and of course I paid him
for the full time, that being the way we spoil our models.

Tat nhién t6i d cho anh ta vé trong ngay, va tat nhién toi d3 tra
cho anh ta toan b thdi gian lam viéc, d6 1a cach chung téi
nudng chiéu ngudi mau ctia minh.

After the young imp had gone, I made a few perfunctory daubs
at my work, but was so thoroughly out of humour, that it took
me the rest of the afternoon to undo the damage I had done, so
at last I scraped my palette, stuck my brushes in a bowl of black
soap, and strolled into the smoking-room. I really believe that,
excepting Geneviéve's apartments, no room in the house was so
free from the perfume of tobacco as this one. It was a queer
chaos of odds and ends, hung with threadbare tapestry. A
sweet-toned old spinet in good repair stood by the window.



There were stands of weapons, some old and dull, others bright
and modern, festoons of Indian and Turkish armour over the
mantel, two or three good pictures, and a pipe-rack. It was here
that we used to come for new sensations in smoking. I doubt if
any type of pipe ever existed which was not represented in that
rack. When we had selected one, we immediately carried it
somewhere else and smoked it; for the place was, on the whole,
more gloomy and less inviting than any in the house. But this
afternoon, the twilight was very soothing, the rugs and skins
on the floor looked brown and soft and drowsy; the big couch
was piled with cushions—I found my pipe and curled up there
for an unaccustomed smoke in the smoking-room. I had chosen
one with a long flexible stem, and lighting it fell to dreaming.
After a while it went out, but I did not stir. I dreamed on and
presently fell asleep.

Sau khi chang trai tré di di, t6i vé mét vai nét vbi va vao cong
viéc clia minh, nhung t6i rat khdng vui, mat cd budi chiéu dé
stia chita nhitng hdng héc da gay ra, cudi cting t6i 1am sach bang
mau, dit co vao mot t6 xa phong den, va dao vao phong hut
thudc. Téi thuc sy tin rang, ngoai trit phong clia Geneviéve,
khéng phong nao trong nha lai khéng cé6 mui thudc 14 nhu
phong nay. P 12 m6t hon tap ky la ctia dh th, treo vai tapestry
rach rudi. Mgt cay dan spinet ¢4 véi Am thanh ngot ngao va con
nguyén ven dIIng bén ctta s6. C cac ké vii khi, mot so ci va triu
tLIdng, mot s6 sang bong va hién dai, day hoa ctia 4o giap AnDo
va Tho Nhi Ky trén biic 16 sudi, hai hoidc ba btic tranh tot, va mot
ké dung dng hut. Pay 1a noi chtung téi thudng dén dé tin hudng
cam gidc mdi mé khi hiit thudce. T6i nghi ngd liéu cé bat ky kiéu
ong hut ndo ting ton tai ma khéng dugc dai dién trén ké dé. Khi
chiing t6i i chon mét chiéc, chting téi ngay l4p tiic mang né di
dau @6 va hut; vi ndi diy, néi chung, u 4m hon va it hap dan hon
bat ky phong nao trong nha. Nhung chiéu nay, hoang hén rat dé
chiu, nhiing chiéc thdm va da trén san nhin mau niu vi mém
mai, day gbi trén chiéc ghé sofa 16n—t6i tim thay éng hut clia
minh va cudn 1én dé dé hit thudc trong phong hut thude. T6i da



chon mot chiéc cé can 6ng déo dai, va khi thip nd, téi bat dau
md mong. Sau mot 1dc thi né tat, nhung t6i khong déng. T6i mo
mong va sau dé roi vao giac nga.

I awoke to the saddest music I had ever heard. The room was
quite dark, I had no idea what time it was. A ray of moonlight
silvered one edge of the old spinet, and the polished wood
seemed to exhale the sounds as perfume floats above a box of
sandalwood. Some one rose in the darkness, and came away
weeping quietly, and I was fool enough to cry out "Geneviéve!"
She dropped at my voice, and, I had time to curse myself while I
made a light and tried to raise her from the floor. She shrank
away with a murmur of pain. She was very quiet, and asked for
Boris. I carried her to the divan, and went to look for him, but he
was not in the house, and the servants were gone to bed.
Perplexed and anxious, I hurried back to Genevieve. She lay
where I had left her, looking very white. "I can't find Boris nor
any of the servants," I said. "I know," she answered faintly, "Boris
has gone to Ept with Mr. Scott. I did not remember when I sent
you for him just now." "But he can't get back in that case before
to-morrow afternoon, and—are you hurt? Did I frighten you
into falling? What an awful fool I am, but I was only half
awake." "Boris thought you had gone home before dinner. Do
please excuse us for letting you stay here all this time." "I have
had a long nap," I laughed, "so sound that I did not know
whether I was still asleep or not when I found myself staring at
a figure that was moving toward me, and called out your name.
Have you been trying the old spinet? You must have played very
softly."

T6i tinh ddy véi Am nhac budn nhat ma t6i tiing nghe. Phong
hoan toan tdi 6m, t6i khong biét 1a may gid. Mot tia 4nh tring
bac mot bén clia ciy dan spinet ¢6, va gd béng loang dudng nhu
thé ra nhitng &m thanh nhu huong thom tréi luét trén mot hdp
gd tram huong. Ai @6 ding diy trong béng t6i, va rdi di khéc
tham, va t6i ngdc nghéch dén mtic goi tén "Geneviéve!" C6 iy so



hai khi nghe giong t8i, va, trong lic téi thép sdng va cb géng
nang c6 ay tu san. C6 ay 1ui lai véi t1eng rén nhe. C6 ay rat im
lang, va yéu cau gip Boris. T6i dua cb ay dén chiéc guidng dai, va
di tim anh ta, nhung anh ta khéng c6 trong nha, va nhiing
ngudi hau di di ngh. ROi ram va lo lang, t6i voi vang trd lai véi
Geneviéve. C6 Ay nam tai noi t6i dé cd Ay, trong rat trang. "To6i
khong thé tim thay Boris hoic bat ky ngudi hau nao," tdi néi.
"T6i biét," ¢o 4y tra 15i yéu &t, "Boris di di Ept véi 6ng Scott. Toi
khong nhd khi t6i glti ban dén tim anh ta vita réi." "Nhung trong
trudng hop dé anh ta khéng thé trd vé trude chiéu mai, va— cé
bi thuong khéng? Téi da 1am c6 s¢ ma ngi phai khong? To6i that
ngdc nghéch, nhung t6i chi méi tinh mdi." "Boris nghi rang ban
da vé nha trudc bita t6i. Xin 16i vi dé ban & lai day sudt thoi gian
nay." "T6i da ngtt mot giac dai," téi cudi, "dén muiic khong biét
liéu t6i van con dang ngt hay khong khi téi thay minh nhin
chim chi vao mét hinh dnh dang dén gin va goi tén c6. Ban di
th ciy dan spinet cd 4? Ban chic chin d3 chdi rat nhe nhang."

I would tell a thousand more lies worse than that one to see the
look of relief that came into her face. She smiled adorably, and
said in her natural voice: "Alec, I tripped on that wolf's head,
and I think my ankle is sprained. Please call Marie, and then go
home."

T6i s& néi mot nghin 16i déi hon 16i dé @é thay anh nhin nhe
nhém trén khuén mit c6. C6 &y mim cudi ddng yéu, va ndi bang
giong tu nhién cia minh: "Alec, t6i vap phai cai dau séi d6, va tbi
nghi 13 ¢ chin cda t6i bi trat. Xin hiy goi Marie, va sau @6 vé
nha."

At noon next day when I called, I found Boris walking restlessly
about his studio. "Geneviéve is asleep just now," he told me, "the
sprain is nothing, but why should she have such a high fever?
The doctor can't account for it; or else he will not," he muttered.
"Genevieve has a fever?" I asked. "I should say so, and has
actually been a little light-headed at intervals all night. The



ideal—gay little Genevieve, without a care in the world,—and
she keeps saying her heart's broken, and she wants to die!"

Vao budi trua hém sau khi t6i goi, téi thay Boris dang di loanh
quanh trong phong lam viéc cia minh. "Geneviéve dang ngt lic
nay," anh ta néi véi toi, "su trat cd chan khoéng cé gi, nhung tai
sao co ay lai cd sdt cao nhu vay? Bac si khong thé giai thich dudc;
hoic khéng mudn giai thich," anh néi tham. "Geneviéve bi sot
32" t6i héi. "T6i nghi 13 vay, va thuc su c6 dy di hoi mat tinh tdo
vao nhitng khoanh khic sudt cd dém. Y tudngl—c6 bé
Geneviéve vui vé, khong lo 1ang vé bat ct diéu gi,—va c6 ay ludn
ndi rang tim cé dy tan v, va cd &y mudn chét!"

My own heart stood still. Boris leaned against the door of his
studio, looking down, his hands in his pockets, his kind, keen
eyes clouded, a new line of trouble drawn "over the mouth's
good mark, that made the smile." The maid had orders to
summon him the instant Genevieve opened her eyes. We waited
and waited, and Boris, growing restless, wandered about,
fussing with modelling wax and red clay. Suddenly he started
for the next room. "Come and see my rose-coloured bath full of
death!" he cried.

Trdi tim cta t6i ding im. Boris tya vao clta phong lam viéc cta
minh, nhin xuéng, tay trong tdi, anh mat tot bung, sac sao clia
anh bi m¢g, mot vét ran mdi clia ndi lo "trén dau vét tét clia
miéng, 1dm mat di nu cudi." Ngudi hau dugc ra 1énh goi anh ta
ngay l4p tic khi Geneviéve m& mat. Chung t6i dgi va dgi, va
Boris, trd nén bén chén, lang thang xung quanh, lo ling véi sap
md hinh va dat sét dd. Bat ngd anh bat dau budc vao phong ké
tiép. "Hiy dén va xem chiéc bdn mau héng clia t6i day chét
chéc!" anh hét 1én.

I was very ill, for the strain of two years which I had endured
since that fatal May morning when Geneviéve murmured, "I
love you, but I think I love Boris best," told on me at last. I had



never imagined that it could become more than I could endure.
Outwardly tranquil, I had deceived myself. Although the inward
battle raged night after night, and I, lying alone in my room,
cursed myself for rebellious thoughts unloyal to Boris and
unworthy of Geneviéve, the morning always brought relief, and
I returned to Genevieve and to my dear Boris with a heart
washed clean by the tempests of the night.

T6i rat 6m, vi cing thing kéo dai hai nim tit sing thang Nam
dinh ménh d6 khi Geneviéve thi tham, "T6i yéu anh, nhung t6i
nghi t6i yéu Boris nhat," cudi ciing di dnh hudng dén tbi. Téi
chua bao gid tudng tugng rang diéu dé cé thé trd nén khé chiu
hon t6i cé thé chiu dung. Bé ngoai binh tinh, t6i tu lita déi ban
than. Mic dit cudc chién ndi tam biing né tiing dém, va t6i, nim
mot minh trong phong, chli minh vi nhitng suy nghi néi loan
khéng trung thanh véi Boris va khong xing dang vdéi
Geneviéve, budi sang luén mang lai su nhe nhém, va t6i trd lai
Vi Geneviéve va vdéi Boris dau bang trai tim dudc rta sach bédi
con bdo cia dém.

Never in word or deed or thought while with them had I
betrayed my sorrow even to myself. The mask of self-deception
was no longer a mask for me, it was a part of me. Night lifted it,
laying bare the stifled truth below; but there was no one to see
except myself, and when the day broke the mask fell back again
of its own accord. These thoughts passed through my troubled
mind as I lay sick, but they were hopelessly entangled with
visions of white creatures, heavy as stone, crawling about in
Boris' basin,—of the wolf's head on the rug, foaming and
snapping at Geneviéve, who lay smiling beside it.

Khong bao gid trong 16i néi hodc hanh déng hoic suy nghi khi &
bén ho tdi di phan bdi ndi dau ctia minh ngay ca véi chinh ban
than minh. Mit na tu lita déi khong con 12 moét mit na déi véi
t6i, né da trd thanh mot phan clia toi. Pém di nhac 1én nd, 46 16
su that bi 4t dudi; nhung khoéng ai nhin thay ngoai trit chinh téi,



va khi ban ngay dén mait na lai tu roi trd lai. Nhiing suy nghi nay
luét qua tam tri roi loan clia téi khi t6i ndm 6m, nhung chiing
da bi vudng bdi nhitng tudng tudng vé nhiing sinh vat tring,
ning nhu d4, bd xung quanh trong bat ctia Boris,—vé cai dau séi
trén tham, dang sti bot va cin tai Geneviéve, ngudi nim cudi
bén canh né.

I thought, too, of the King in Yellow wrapped in the fantastic
colours of his tattered mantle, and that bitter cry of Cassilda,
"Not upon us, oh King, not upon us!" Feverishly I struggled to
put it from me, but I saw the lake of Hali, thin and blank,
without a ripple or wind to stir it, and I saw the towers of
Carcosa behind the moon. Aldebaran, the Hyades, Alar, Hastur,
glided through the cloud-rifts which fluttered and flapped as
they passed like the scolloped tatters of the King in Yellow.
Among all these, one sane thought persisted. It never wavered,
no matter what else was going on in my disordered mind, that
my chief reason for existing was to meet some requirement of
Boris and Genevieve.

T6i cfing nghi vé Hoang Kim Vuong boc trong nhiing mau sic
tuyét voi clia chiée 4o cii rach cia minh, va tiéng kéu dang ctia
Cassilda, "Khong trén chung t6i, 6ng Vua di, khong trén ching
t6il" T6i dd dau tranh manh 1liét dé loai bdé né khdi tam tri,
nhung t6i nhin thay H6 Hali, manh va trong tron, khéng cé
séng nudc hoic gié dé khudy ddng nd, va téi nhin thay nhitng
thap clia Carcosa dang sau mit tring. Aldebaran, Hyades, Alar,
Hastur, ludt qua nhiing ddm may ma nhu canh vet nhap nho
khi chting di qua gidng nhu nhiing manh vun ctia Hoang Kim
Vuong. Trong tit ca nhitng diéu nay, mot suy nghi tinh tio vin
ton tai. N6 khéng bao gid lang trdnh, du1 c6 chuyén gi khac dang
d1en ra trong tAm tri hon loan cda t6i, rang ly do chinh cta su
ton tai clia toi 14 dé dap ting mot s6 yéu cau clia Boris va
Genevieve.



"Well, he worked and I watched him in silence, and we went on
that way until nearly midnight. Then we heard the door open
and shut sharply, and a swift rush in the next room. Boris
sprang through the doorway and I followed; but we were too
late. She lay at the bottom of the pool, her hands across her
breast. Then Boris shot himself through the heart." Jack stopped
speaking, drops of sweat stood under his eyes, and his thin
cheeks twitched. "I carried Boris to his room. Then I went back
and let that hellish fluid out of the pool, and turning on all the
water, washed the marble clean of every drop. When at length I
dared descend the steps, I found her lying there as white as
snow. At last, when I had decided what was best to do, I went
into the laboratory, and first emptied the solution in the basin
into the waste-pipe; then I poured the contents of every jar and
bottle after it. There was wood in the fireplace, so I built a fire,
and breaking the locks of Boris' cabinet I burnt every paper,
notebook and letter that I found there. With a mallet from the
studio I smashed to pieces all the empty bottles, then loading
them into a coal-scuttle, I carried them to the cellar and threw
them over the red-hot bed of the furnace. Six times I made the
journey, and at last, not a vestige remained of anything which
might again aid in seeking for the formula which Boris had
found. Then at last I dared call the doctor. He is a good man, and
together we struggled to keep it from the public. Without him I
never could have succeeded. At last we got the servants paid
and sent away into the country, where old Rosier keeps them
quiet with stories of Boris' and Genevieve's travels in distant
lands, from whence they will not return for years. We buried
Boris in the little cemetery of Sevres. The doctor is a good
creature, and knows when to pity a man who can bear no more.
He gave his certificate of heart disease and asked no questions
of me."

"Vang, anh ta lam viéc va t6i nhin anh ta trong im lang, va
ching t6i t1ep tuc nhu viy cho dén gan nita dém. Sau do, chung
t6i nghe thay cianh clta m& va déng chit, va mot tiéng 6n ao



nhanh chéng trong phong ké tiép. Boris nhay qua canh clia va
t6i theo sau; nhung ching t6i ¢4 mudn. C6 4y nam dudi day ho,
hai tay chong nguc. Sau d6, Boris ban vao trai tim minh." Jack
ngiing néi, giot moé hoéi chdy dudi mit anh, va ma giy cia anh
run 1én. "T6i dua Boris vao phong cta anh ta. Sau d6 téi quay lai
va d6 chat 16ng ddc hai khéi hd, va md nudc, rta sach d4 cam
thach méi giot. Khi cudi cting t6i ddm budc xudng cau thang, toi
thay c6 4y nim @6 trang nhu tuyét. Cudi cling, khi t6i quyét
dinh diéu gi 12 tot nhat, t6i vao phong thi nghiém, va trudc tién
d6 dung dich trong chiu vao ong thoat nudc; sau dé téi d6 ndi
dung ctia mdi lo va chai sau dé. Cé gb trong 16 sudi, vi vay toi dot
11, va phd khoa tl ctia Boris t6i dot méi td gidy, so tay va 14 thu
ma t6i tim thay & d6. Véi mot cai bua tit phong thi nghiém, tbi
dap v tat ca cac chai réng, sau dé chat cht’mg vao mot cai xéng
than, t6i mang chung xudng tang ham va vit chung qua gludng
Itrta dé nong Sau lan t6i thuc hién chuyen di, va cudi cung,
khong con dau vét ndo con lai clia bat et thit gi ¢ thé gitp tim
kiém cong thitc ma Boris di tim thay. Rdi cudi cung t6i ddm goi
béc si. Ong ta 12 mot ngudi dan éng tot, va cing nhau chiing t6i
di ¢ ging gidu noé khoi cdng chiing. Néu khéng cé 6ng ta, tbi
khong bao gid cé thé thanh cong. Cudi cling ching téi di tra
tién cho ngudi hau va glii ho di vao qué, ndi dng Rosier giit ho
yén binh véi nhiing cau chuyén vé Boris va Geneviéve di du lich
& nhiing vung dat xa x6i, tit @6 ho sé khong trd vé trong nhiéu
nam. Chung t6i chdn Boris 8 nghia trang nhéd ctia Sévres. Bac si
12 mot ngudi tot, va biét khi ndo nén thuong cam vdi mot ngudi
khong thé chiu dung dudc nita. Ong ta cip gidy ching nhan vé
bénh tim va khéng hdi téi bat ky cau hdi nao."

Then, lifting his head from his hands, he said, "Open the letter,
Alec; it is for us both."

Sau d6, anh nhac dau ti tay minh 1én va néi, "M& thu ra, Alec; né
danh cho c4 hai ching ta."



I tore it open. It was Boris' will dated a year before. He left
everything to Genevieve, and in case of her dying childless, I
was to take control of the house in the Rue Sainte-Cécile, and
Jack Scott the management at Ept. On our deaths the property
reverted to his mother's family in Russia, with the exception of
the sculptured marbles executed by himself. These he left to
me.

T6i xé nat chiéc thu. D6 1a di chiic clia Boris viét cadch ddy mot
nim. Anh dé lai tat ca cho Geneviéve, va trong trudng hap c6 dy
chét khong con cai, t6i sé kiém soat ngdi nha & dudng Rue
Sainte-Cécile, va Jack Scott quan 1y tai Ept. Khi ching t6i chét,
tai sdn sé trd lai gia dinh me ctia anh ta & Nga, ngoai trit nhiing
tdc pham diéu khic thuc hién bdi chinh anh ta. Nhitng tac
pham nay anh délai cho téi.

The page blurred under our eyes, and Jack got up and walked to
the window. Presently he returned and sat down again. I
dreaded to hear what he was going to say, but he spoke with the
same simplicity and gentleness.

Trang glay md dan trudc mat chung t6i, va Jack dung day va di
dén ctta so. Chang bao ldu anh trdlai va ng01 xuong To6i sg nghe
diéu anh sé néi, nhung anh néi véi sy don gidn va tinh cAm nhu
vay.

She stammered something about a white rabbit that had been
caught in the house, and asked what should be done with it. I
told her to let it loose in the walled garden behind the house,
and opened my letter. It was from Jack, but so incoherent that I
thought he must have lost his reason. It was nothing but a
series of prayers to me not to leave the house until he could get
back; he could not tell me why, there were the dreams, he said—
he could explain nothing, but he was sure that I must not leave
the house in the Rue Sainte-Cécile.



C6 ay ndi lap bap vé mot con thd tring di bi bit trong nha, va
héi nén 1am gi véi né. T6i bao b6 dé nd thoat ra vudn cé tudng
phia sau nha, va md thu cfia t6i. Thu ti Jack, nhung md ho dén
mtic t6i nghi anh dy phai d3 mat 1y tri. Chi1a mot loat 16i cau xin
t6i khong roi khoéi nha cho dén khi anh iy quay lai; anh Ay
khong thé néi cho tbi biét tai sao, cé nhiing gidc md, anh iy néi
—anh 4y khong thé giai thich gi, nhung anh iy chic chin rang
t6i khéng dugc roi khéi nha 8 dudng Rue Sainte-Cécile.

As I finished reading I raised my eyes and saw the same maid-
servant standing in the doorway holding a glass dish in which
two gold-fish were swimming: "Put them back into the tank and
tell me what you mean by interrupting me," I said.

Khi t6i doc xong, t6i nhin 1én va thay c6 hau gai cil ding & cita,
cam mot cai dia thiy tinh trong dé cé hai con c4 vang dang boi:
"Dit ching trd lai bé va néi cho tdi biét v ¢6 1a gi khi 1am phién
to6i," t6i noi.

With a half-suppressed whimper she emptied water and fish
into an aquarium at the end of the conservatory, and turning to
me asked my permission to leave my service. She said people
were playing tricks on her, evidently with a design of getting
her into trouble; the marble rabbit had been stolen and a live
one had been brought into the house; the two beautiful marble
fish were gone, and she had just found those common live
things flopping on the dining-room floor. I reassured her and
sent her away, saying I would look about myself. I went into the
studio; there was nothing there but my canvases and some
casts, except the marble of the Easter lily. I saw it on a table
across the room. Then I strode angrily over to it. But the flower I
lifted from the table was fresh and fragile and filled the air with
perfume.

Vi moét tiéng rén nhe, cd d6 nudc va cd vao mot ho ca & cudi
vuon mua doéng, va quay lai hdi tdi cho phép cb rdi khdi viéc



phuc vu ctia tdi. C6 ndi rang moi ngudi dang choi trd trén b, rd
rang véi mot ké hoach dé 1am cho c6 gip rac roi; con thdé da da bi
1dy mat va mot con thd thit did dudc mang vao nha; hai con ci
d4 xinh dep d3a bién mat, va cb vua tim thay nhitng thu sc“)'ng
thong thuang do dang dip vb trén san phong an. Téi an 0i cb va
yéu cau cb di, noi rang t6i sé tu xem xét. T6i di vao phong hoc;
khong cé gi ngoai cac bic tranh clia toi va mot sd bic tudng,
ngoai trit tuong hoa lily Phuc Sinh. Téi thay né trén mot cai ban
bén kia phong. Sau d6, t6i di bd mdt cach tic gidn dén dé.
Nhung bong hoa téi nhac 1én tit ban 13 tudi méi va mong manh
va 1am day khong khi véi huong thom.

Then suddenly I comprehended, and sprang through the
hallway to the marble room. The doors flew open, the sunlight
streamed into my face, and through it, in a heavenly glory, the
Madonna smiled, as Geneviéve lifted her flushed face from her
marble couch and opened her sleepy eyes.

R01 d6t nhién t6i hiéy, va nhay qua hanh lang dén phong da
cam thach. Nhiing canh ctta md ra, &nh nang mit trdi tran vao
mit t6i, va qua dé, trong anh hao quang thién than, Piic Me
mim cudi, khi Geneviéve nhic 1én khuén mat ing h6ng ti chiéc
giudng d4 cAm thach cia minh va mdé mit mét mai.

IN THE COURT OF THE DRAGON In the Church of St. Barnabé
vespers were over; the clergy left the altar; the little choir-boys
flocked across the chancel and settled in the stalls. A Suisse in
rich uniform marched down the south aisle, sounding his staff
at every fourth step on the stone pavement; behind him came
that eloquent preacher and good man, Monseigneur C——. My
chair was near the chancel rail, I now turned toward the west
end of the church. The other people between the altar and the
pulpit turned too. There was a little scraping and rustling while
the congregation seated itself again; the preacher mounted the
pulpit stairs, and the organ voluntary ceased.



I had always found the organ-playing at St. Barnabé highly
interesting. Learned and scientific it was, too much so for my
small knowledge, but expressing a vivid if cold intelligence.
Moreover, it possessed the French quality of taste: taste reigned
supreme, self-controlled, dignified and reticent. To-day,
however, from the first chord I had felt a change for the worse, a
sinister change. During vespers it had been chiefly the chancel
organ which supported the beautiful choir, but now and again,
quite wantonly as it seemed, from the west gallery where the
great organ stands, a heavy hand had struck across the church
at the serene peace of those clear voices. It was something more
than harsh and dissonant, and it betrayed no lack of skill. As it
recurred again and again, it set me thinking of what my
architect's books say about the custom in early times to
consecrate the choir as soon as it was built, and that the nave,
being finished sometimes half a century later, often did not get
any blessing at all: I wondered idly if that had been the case at
St. Barnabé, and whether something not usually supposed to be
at home in a Christian church might have entered undetected
and taken possession of the west gallery. I had read of such
things happening, too, but not in works on architecture.

Then I remembered that St. Barnabé was not much more than a
hundred years old, and smiled at the incongruous association of
mediaeval superstitions with that cheerful little piece of
eighteenth-century rococo. But now vespers were over, and
there should have followed a few quiet chords, fit to accompany
meditation, while we waited for the sermon. Instead of that, the
discord at the lower end of the church broke out with the
departure of the clergy, as if now nothing could control it.

I belong to those children of an older and simpler generation
who do not love to seek for psychological subtleties in art; and I
have ever refused to find in music anything more than melody
and harmony, but I felt that in the labyrinth of sounds now
issuing from that instrument there was something being



hunted. Up and down the pedals chased him, while the manuals
blared approval. Poor devil! whoever he was, there seemed small
hope of escape!

My nervous annoyance changed to anger. Who was doing this?
How dare he play like that in the midst of divine service? I
glanced at the people near me: not one appeared to be in the
least disturbed. The placid brows of the kneeling nuns, still
turned towards the altar, lost none of their devout abstraction
under the pale shadow of their white head-dress. The
fashionable lady beside me was looking expectantly at
Monseigneur C——. For all her face betrayed, the organ might
have been singing an Ave Maria.

But now, at last, the preacher had made the sign of the cross,
and commanded silence. I turned to him gladly. Thus far I had
not found the rest I had counted on when I entered St. Barnabé
that afternoon. I was worn out by three nights of physical
suffering and mental trouble: the last had been the worst, and it
was an exhausted body, and a mind benumbed and yet acutely
sensitive, which I had brought to my favourite church for
healing. For I had been reading The King in Yellow.

"The sun ariseth; they gather themselves together and lay them
down in their dens." Monseigneur C—— delivered his text in a
calm voice, glancing quietly over the congregation. My eyes
turned, I knew not why, toward the lower end of the church.
The organist was coming from behind his pipes, and passing
along the gallery on his way out, I saw him disappear by a small
door that leads to some stairs which descend directly to the
street. He was a slender man, and his face was as white as his
coat was black. "Good riddance!" I thought, "with your wicked
music! I hope your assistant will play the closing voluntary."

With a feeling of relief—with a deep, calm feeling of relief, I
turned back to the mild face in the pulpit and settled myself to



listen. Here, at last, was the ease of mind I longed for.

"My children," said the preacher, "one truth the human soul
finds hardest of all to learn: that it has nothing to fear. It can
never be made to see that nothing can really harm it." "Curious
doctrine!" I thought, "for a Catholic priest. Let us see how he will
reconcile that with the Fathers." "Nothing can really harm the
soul," he went on, in, his coolest, clearest tones, "because——"
But I never heard the rest; my eye left his face, I knew not for
what reason, and sought the lower end of the church. The same
man was coming out from behind the organ, and was passing
along the gallery the same way. But there had not been time for
him to return, and if he had returned, I must have seen him. I
felt a faint chill, and my heart sank; and yet, his going and
coming were no affair of mine. I looked at him: I could not look
away from his black figure and his white face. When he was
exactly opposite to me, he turned and sent across the church
straight into my eyes, a look of hate, intense and deadly: I have
never seen any other like it; would to God I might never see it
again! Then he disappeared by the same door through which I
had watched him depart less than sixty seconds before.

I sat and tried to collect my thoughts. My first sensation was like
that of a very young child badly hurt, when it catches its breath
before crying out.

To suddenly find myself the object of such hatred was
exquisitely painful: and this man was an utter stranger. Why
should he hate me so?>—me, whom he had never seen before?
For the moment all other sensation was merged in this one
pang: even fear was subordinate to grief, and for that moment I
never doubted; but in the next I began to reason, and a sense of
the incongruous came to my aid.

Dot ngdt phat hién minh 13 d6i tugng clia su cim ghét nhu vay
12 mét cdm gidc cuc ky dau dén: va ngudi dan 6ng nay 1a mét



ngudi hoan toan xa la. Tai sao anh ta lai cim ghét t6i nhu vay? -
t6i, ma anh ta chua bao gid gip trudc day? Trong khoanh khic
d6, moi cam gidc khac déu tan bién vao cadm gidc dau dén nay:
tham chi sg hai cling bi day xudng dudi bdi néi dau, va trong
khoanh khic @6 t6i khong bao gid nghi ngd; nhung & 1an sau tbi
bat dau suy luan, va mot cAm giac vé su khong hop 1y da dén
clu giup toi.

As I have said, St. Barnabé is a modern church. It is small and
well lighted; one sees all over it almost at a glance. The organ
gallery gets a strong white light from a row of long windows in
the clerestory, which have not even coloured glass.

Nhu t6i da néi, St. Barnabé 1a mét nha thd hién dai. N6 nhé va
dugc chiéu sang tot; ngudi ta cé thé nhin thay toan bd né chi
qua mot cai nhin. Thu vién dng 4m nhin dudc 4nh sang tring
manh tit mot ddy ctra sd dai & tang cao, ma khong cé kinh mau
sac.

The pulpit being in the middle of the church, it followed that,
when I was turned toward it, whatever moved at the west end
could not fail to attract my eye. When the organist passed it was
no wonder that I saw him: I had simply miscalculated the
interval between his first and his second passing. He had come
in that last time by the other side-door. As for the look which
had so upset me, there had been no such thing, and I was a
nervous fool.

Vi buc gidng & gitta nha thd, nén khi téi nhin vé phia dé, bat ky
diéu gi di chuyén & phia tay khong thé khéng thu hut anh nhin
ctia t6i. Khi ngudi choi dan dng qua, khong co gi la khi t6i nhin
thay anh ta: t6i chi don gidn 13 tinh sai khoang thoi glan gitta
lan di qua dau tién va lan thi hai cua anh ta. Lan cudi cung anh
ta d3 dén tl clta bén kia. Con vé d4nh nhin khién tdi boi 164,
khong c6 su viée dd, va t6i chila mét ké hén nhat.



I looked about. This was a likely place to harbour supernatural
horrors! That clear-cut, reasonable face of Monseigneur C—,
his collected manner and easy, graceful gestures, were they not
just a little discouraging to the notion of a gruesome mystery? I
glanced above his head, and almost laughed. That flyaway lady
supporting one corner of the pulpit canopy, which looked like a
fringed damask table-cloth in a high wind, at the first attempt
of a basilisk to pose up there in the organ loft, she would point
her gold trumpet at him, and puff him out of existence! I
laughed to myself over this conceit, which, at the time, I
thought very amusing, and sat and chaffed myself and
everything else, from the old harpy outside the railing, who had
made me pay ten centimes for my chair, before she would let me
in (she was more like a basilisk, I told myself, than was my
organist with the anaemic complexion): from that grim old
dame, to, yes, alas! Monseigneur C—— himself. For all
devoutness had fled. I had never yet done such a thing in my
life, but now I felt a desire to mock.

T6i nhin xung quanh. Piy 12 mdt noi c6 kha ning chia dung
nhiing kinh hoang siéu nhién! Khu6én mait r6 rang, hgp ly ctia
Monseigneur C——, clt chi binh tinh va dé dang, nhe nhang, liéu
chiing c6 khéng chit ndo 1am mat hing tha véi khai niém vé
mdt bi 4n dang s khong? T6i nhin 1én phia trén dau anh ta, va
gan nhu cudi. Ngudi phu nit mic vay bay béng & géc blic man
buc gidng, tréong giong nhu mdt chiéc tAm ban phd lua vién
trong gié manh, 3 1an th nghiém dau tién cia mét con rong
nui 1én d6 & tAng cao clia thu vién dng Am, cb ay sé chi chién véi
ong kén va thdi anh ta mat! T6i cudi véi ban than vé y tudng
ndy, ma lic d6 tdi nghi rat hai hudc, va ngdi va choc tiic ban
than va moi thit khéc, tit ba cu cling ngoai hang rao, di khién t6i
phai trd mudi xu cho chiéc ghé cia minh, trudc khi cb ay dé to6i
vao (t6i néi véi ban thin, cb ay giong mot con rong nui hon 1a
ngudi choi dan 6ng ctia tdi v4i 1an da G ri): tit ba cu gia grim,
dén, vang, thao nao! Monseigneur C—— chinh minh. Vi tat ca sy



sting dao da bién mat. Trong ci cudc ddi, tdi chua bao gid 1am
mot diéu nhu vay, nhung bay gid t6i cdm thay mudn ché nhao.

As for the sermon, I could not hear a word of it for the jingle in
my ears of keeping time to the most fantastic and irreverent
thoughts.

Con vdi bai gidng, t6i khong thé nghe duge mdt tit nio vi tiéng
chudng trong tai to6i dang gitt thdi gian cho nhiing suy nghi
phong pht va thiéu ton trong nhat.

It was no use to sit there any longer: I must get out of doors and
shake myself free from this hateful mood. I knew the rudeness I
was committing, but still I rose and left the church.

Viéc ngdi d6 khong con y nghia nita: téi phai ra ngoai va giai
thodt ban than khéi tdm trang ddng ghét nay. T6i biét t6i dang
pham phai su thé 16, nhung van t6i ditng diy va rdi nha tho.

A spring sun was shining on the Rue St. Honoré, as I ran down
the church steps. On one corner stood a barrow full of yellow
jonquils, pale violets from the Riviera, dark Russian violets, and
white Roman hyacinths in a golden cloud of mimosa. The street
was full of Sunday pleasure-seekers. I swung my cane and
laughed with the rest. Some one overtook and passed me. He
never turned, but there was the same deadly malignity in his
white profile that there had been in his eyes. I watched him as
long as I could see him. His lithe back expressed the same
menace; every step that carried him away from me seemed to
bear him on some errand connected with my destruction.

M6t binh minh mua xuin chiéu sang trén dudng Rue St.
Honoré, khi téi chay xudng bic thang nha thd. G mét géc dudng
ding mot chiéc xe diy day hoa loa kén mau vang, hoa violet
nhat tu Riviera, hoa violet Nga dam, va hoa hue xanh la mi
trang trong mot ddm maAy vang clia cdy mimoza. Dudng pho day
ngudi tim kiém niém vui ctia Chda Nhat. Téi vung roi va cudi



cling véi moi ngudi. Mot ngudi dudi theo va vugt qua téi. Anh ta
khong bao gid quay lai, nhung van cé su ddc hai chét chéc trong
ho so trang clia anh ta ma di tiing & trong d6i mit ctia anh ta.
T6i nhin anh ta cang 1au cang tot. Lung linh hoat cia anh ta
biéu hién cting mdt mdi de doa; mdi bude di xa téi dudng nhu
déu dua anh ta dén mét nhiém vu lién quan dén sy hiiy hoai ctia
toi.

I was creeping along, my feet almost refusing to move. There
began to dawn in me a sense of responsibility for something
long forgotten. It began to seem as if I deserved that which he
threatened: it reached a long way back—a long, long way back.
It had lain dormant all these years: it was there, though, and
presently it would rise and confront me. But I would try to
escape; and I stumbled as best I could into the Rue de Rivolj,
across the Place de la Concorde and on to the Quai. I looked with
sick eyes upon the sun, shining through the white foam of the
fountain, pouring over the backs of the dusky bronze river-
gods, on the far-away Arc, a structure of amethyst mist, on the
countless vistas of grey stems and bare branches faintly green.
Then I saw him again coming down one of the chestnut alleys
of the Cours la Reine.

T6i bd dan, d6i chan clia t6i gin nhu tit choi di chuyén. Bit dau
trong t6i xuat hién mdt cAm giac trach nhiém ddi véi mot diéu
dd quén 1au. Bat dau cé vé nhu t6i xting dang vdi diéu ma anh ta
de doa: né di xa vé sau - mot cach rat xa. N6 di im ling sudt
nhiing nim qua: né & @4, tuy nhién, va sé sém trdi diy va ddi
mat vdi toi. Nhlmg t6i sé ¢d gang tron thoat; va tdi vap ngi cang
tot c6 thé vao duang Rue de Rivolj, qua Place de la Concorde va
dén Quai. T6i nhin vdi anh mat mét madi vio mit trdi, chiéu qua
bot trang cua phun nudc, tran qua 111ng cua nhLIng vi than sdng
dong den tdi, trén Arc xa x6i, mot cau truc ctia suong mau tim,
trén nhiing tam nhin vo sd clia cic canh cdy xdm va nhiing canh
cay tran nhe nhang xanh nhat. Sau d6 téi thay anh ta lai dang di
xudng mdt trong nhitng con hém déo ctia Cours la Reine.



I left the river-side, plunged blindly across to the Champs
Elysées and turned toward the Arc. The setting sun was sending
its rays along the green sward of the Rond-point: in the full
glow he sat on a bench, children and young mothers all about
him. He was nothing but a Sunday lounger, like the others, like
myself. I said the words almost aloud, and all the while I gazed
on the malignant hatred of his face. But he was not looking at
me. I crept past and dragged my leaden feet up the Avenue. I
knew that every time I met him brought him nearer to the
accomplishment of his purpose and my fate. And still I tried to
save myself.

T6i roi xa bd soéng, lao mu quiang qua dén Champs Elysées va
quay vé phia Arc. Anh mit tr&i dang gt tia sdng ctia né doc theo
bii ¢d xanh clia Rond-point: trong dnh sang chéi loi, anh ta ngdi
trén moét chiéc ghé, xung quanh anh cé tré em va cic ba me tré.
Anh ta khong phai 1a gi ngoai mé6t ngudi dao choi Chua Nhit,
giong nhu nhitng ngudi khac, gidng nhu téi. Téi néi nhitng tl
gan nhu to 1én, va sudt thoi gian dé téi nhin chim chd vao sy
cam ghét dbc hai trén khubén mat cta anh ta. Nhung anh ta
khoéng nhin téi. T6i bd qua va kéo d6i chan ning né 1én dai 16.
T6i biét ring méi 1an gip anh ta lai dua anh ta gin hon dén viéc
hoan thanh muc dich va s phan cfia t6i. Va vain t6i c6 ging cttu
minh.

The last rays of sunset were pouring through the great Arc. I
passed under it, and met him face to face. I had left him far
down the Champs Elysées, and yet he came in with a stream of
people who were returning from the Bois de Boulogne. He came
so close that he brushed me. His slender frame felt like iron
inside its loose black covering. He showed no signs of haste, nor
of fatigue, nor of any human feeling. His whole being expressed
one thing: the will, and the power to work me evil.

Nhiing tia ning cudi cting ctia hoang hén d6 qua Arc 1én. Téi di
dudi d6, va gip anh ta mit déi mit. Téi di rdi xa anh ta & dudi



Champs Elysées, va tuy nhién anh ta di cung véi mot dong
ngudi trd lai tit Bois de Boulogne. Anh ta di rat gan, dén néi anh
ta lau qua t6i. Co thé manh mai cfia anh ta cAm thay nhu sit bén
trong 16p 4o den 1dng 1éo cia minh. Anh ta khéng cho thiy dau
hiéu véi vd, khong mét mdi, khéng cdm xtc ctia con ngudi nao.
Toan

My apartment was at the top of a house, halfway down the
court, reached by a staircase that descended almost into the
street, with only a bit of passage-way intervening, I set my foot
on the threshold of the open door, the friendly old ruinous
stairs rose before me, leading up to rest and shelter. Looking
back over my right shoulder, I saw him, ten paces off. He must
have entered the court with me.

Cin hd clia t6i ndm & ting trén cia mot cin nha, nla dudng
trong sin, qua mdt bac cau thang ha xudéng gan nhu ra dudng,
chi c6 mot chut hanh lang & gitia, t6i dat chan 1én ngudng cla
md, nhiing bic cau thang cii hdng héc md ra trudc mit t6i, din
1én noi nghi ngoi va tri 4n. Nhin lai qua vai phai, t6i thdy anh
ta, cich t6i mudi budc. Anh ta phai dd vao sin cung toi.

He was coming straight on, neither slowly, nor swiftly, but
straight on to me. And now he was looking at me. For the first
time since our eyes encountered across the church they met
now again, and I knew that the time had come.

Anh ta dang di thang, khéng chim cling khéng nhanh, ma
thﬁng téi gan toi. Va bay gid anh ta dang nhin t6i. Lan dau tién
ké tit khi 4nh mat clia chung ta gap nhau qua nha thg, ching
gip lai nhau 1an nita, va t6i biét rang thdi gian da dén.

Retreating backward, down the court, I faced him. I meant to
escape by the entrance on the Rue du Dragon. His eyes told me
that I never should escape.



Rut lui vé phia sau, xudng san, t6i d6i dién anh ta. Téi dinh trén
qua 16i vao trén dudng Rue du Dragon. Anh mat ctia anh ta ndi
vGi t6i rang toi sé khong bao gic tron dugc.

It seemed ages while we were going, I retreating, he advancing,
down the court in perfect silence; but at last I felt the shadow of
the archway, and the next step brought me within it. I had
meant to turn here and spring through into the street. But the
shadow was not that of an archway; it was that of a vault. The
great doors on the Rue du Dragon were closed. I felt this by the
blackness which surrounded me, and at the same instant I read
it in his face.

Dudng nhu da qua rat nh1eu thaoi glan khi chung t6i di, t6i rut
lui, anh ta tién 1én, Xuong san trong im ldng hoan héo; nhung
cudi cling t6i cAm thay béng clia hanh lang, va budc tiép theo
dua t6i vao d6. Téi di dinh quay dau & ddy va nhdy qua ra
duong Nhung bong dé khong phai cia mot hanh lang; dé1a cta
md&t hAm. Canh cta 16n trén duang Rue du Dragon da dong cla.
T6i cAm nhan diéu nay qua su tdi om xung quanh t0i, va cung
luc dé téi doc dugce né trén guong mit clia anh ta.

How his face gleamed in the darkness, drawing swiftly nearer!
The deep vaults, the huge closed doors, their cold iron clamps
were all on his side. The thing which he had threatened had
arrived: it gathered and bore down on me from the fathomless
shadows; the point from which it would strike was his infernal
eyes. Hopeless, I set my back against the barred doors and defied
him.

Lam sao gudng mit anh ta lée sang trong bdéng t6i, vé nhanh
chéng gan tdi! Nhitng ham siu, canh cita 16n déng clia, nhiing
chiéc gai st lanh 18o déu & ph1a anh ta. Piéu ma anh ta da de
doa di dén: né tu lai va 4p xudng 61 tut nhtIng béng t6i khong
day; diém ma né sé danh 1a doi mat ma quai cia anh ta. Khéng
hy vong, t6i @it Iung vao clta cAm va thach thic anh ta.



There was a scraping of chairs on the stone floor, and a rustling
as the congregation rose. I could hear the Suisse's staff in the
south aisle, preceding Monseigneur C—— to the sacristy.

Co tiéng kéo ghé trén san d4, va tiéng xdo xat khi cong dong
ding 1én. T6i c6 thé nghe thay giy cta Suisse trén 16i di phia
nam, di trudc Monseigneur C—— vao phong tho.

The kneeling nuns, roused from their devout abstraction, made
their reverence and went away. The fashionable lady, my
neighbour, rose also, with graceful reserve. As she departed her
glance just flitted over my face in disapproval.

Nhiing nit tu quy, bi danh thic khéi su tp trung sung kinh cta
ho, ctii dau va di di. Ngudi phu nii thdi trang, hang xém ciia tbi,
cling ding day, véi su dé dit duyén dang. Khi cé ay rdi di, anh
nhin ctia cé ay chi luét qua khudén mit t6i mot cach khéng hai
long.

Half dead, or so it seemed to me, yet intensely alive to every
trifle, I sat among the leisurely moving crowd, then rose too and
went toward the door.

Ntia chet hodc it nhat vdi toi 13 vay, nhung rat séng dong vOi
moi van dé nhd, tbi ng01 glu'a dam déng di chuyén chim rii, sau
dé cling diing day va di vé phia clta ra.

I had slept through the sermon. Had I slept through the
sermon? I looked up and saw him passing along the gallery to
his place. Only his side I saw; the thin bent arm in its black
covering looked like one of those devilish, nameless
instruments which lie in the disused torture-chambers of
mediaeval castles.

T6i d4 ngl qua bai thuyét gidng. Liéu t6i dd ngh qua bai thuyét
giang khéng? T4i nhin 1én va thay anh ta di doc theo hanh lang
dén cho ngbdi cia minh. Chi thiy phia bén clia anh ta; canh tay



manh mai udn cong trong 18p vai den clia né trong giéng nhu
mot trong nhitng dung cu ma quy, khéng tén nam trong nhiing
phong tra tan khéng con st dung ctia 1du dai thdi trung co.

But I had escaped him, though his eyes had said I should not.
Had I escaped him? That which gave him the power over me
came back out of oblivion, where I had hoped to keep it. For I
knew him now. Death and the awful abode of lost souls,
whither my weakness long ago had sent him—they had
changed him for every other eye, but not for mine.

Nhung t6i d3 thoat khéi anh ta, mic dit 4nh mit clia anh ta da
noéi rang t6i sé khong thoat dudc. Liéu t6i di thoat khdi anh ta
khong? Piéu ma di cho anh ta quyén luc trén téi trd lai tit quén
lang, noi t6i da hy vong giii cho né. Vi tdi biét anh ta bay gid. Su
chét va noi & khiing khiép ctia nhiing linh hén bi lac, noi ma su
yéu dudi clia t6i di giti anh ta di tir ldu—ho di thay dé6i anh ta
d6i véi moi 4nh mat khéic, nhung khong doi vdi téi.

I had recognized him almost from the first; I had never doubted
what he was come to do; and now I knew while my body sat safe
in the cheerful little church, he had been hunting my soul in the
Court of the Dragon.

T6i @3 nhan ra anh ta gan nhu tit Idc dau; téi chua bao gid nghi
ngd diéu anh ta di dén dé lam; va bay gid tbi biét trong khi cd
thé cfia t6i ngdi an toan trong nha thd nhd vui vé, anh ta di di
sian linh hon cta toi trong San cia Rong.

I crept to the door: the organ broke out overhead with a blare. A
dazzling light filled the church, blotting the altar from my eyes.
The people faded away, the arches, the vaulted roof vanished. I
raised my seared eyes to the fathomless glare, and I saw the
black stars hanging in the heavens: and the wet winds from the
lake of Hali chilled my face.



T6i bo dén clta: dan dng phat ra tiéng Am am tit trén cao. Anh
sang 14p 1lanh 14p day nha thd, 1am md ban thd khéi tAim nhin
clia t6i. Moi ngudi tan bién, nhiing vom cung, mai vom bién
mat. T6i nhac 4nh mit dau nhtc 1én 4nh sang khong day, va tbi
thay nhiing vi sao den treo trén bau trdi: va gié 4m tit ho Hali
lanh ngudi t6i.

And now, far away, over leagues of tossing cloud-waves, I saw
the moon dripping with spray; and beyond, the towers of
Carcosa rose behind the moon.

Va bay gid, xa xa, qua nhiing dai séng may dang 1an tin, toi thay
mat trang rdi giot suong; va phia sau, nhiing thap Carcosa néi
1én phia sau mat trang.

Death and the awful abode of lost souls, whither my weakness
long ago had sent him, had changed him for every other eye but
mine. And now I heard his voice, rising, swelling, thundering
through the flaring light, and as I fell, the radiance increasing,
increasing, poured over me in waves of flame. Then I sank into
the depths, and I heard the King in Yellow whispering to my
soul: "It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living
God!"

Su chét va noi & khiing khiép ctia nhiing linh hon bi lac, noi ma
su yéu dudi cua t6i da gui anh ta di tu14u, da thay d6i anh ta doi
v6i moi anh mit tru adnh mat cta t6i. Va bay gig toi nghe thay
glong ctla anh ta, ndi 1én, phong to, vang rén qua anh sang bung
1én, va khi t6i ngd, anh sang ngay cang tang, tang, trao qua toi
dudi dang séng lfta. Sau d6 t6i chim vao sau tham, va tdi nghe
thady Hoang Kim Vuong thi tham vao linh hon tbi: "Roi vao tay
ctia Thuong Dé sdng 13 mot viée dang sg!"

THE YELLOW SIGN

I



There are so many things which are impossible to explain! Why
should certain chords in music make me think of the brown
and golden tints of autumn foliage? Why should the Mass of
Sainte Cécile bend my thoughts wandering among caverns
whose walls blaze with ragged masses of virgin silver? What
was it in the roar and turmoil of Broadway at six o'clock that
flashed before my eyes the picture of a still Breton forest where
sunlight filtered through spring foliage and Sylvia bent, half
curiously, half tenderly, over a small green lizard, murmuring:
"To think that this also is a little ward of God!"

C6 qué nhiéu diéu khoéng thé giai thich! Tai sao nhiing hgp Am
nhat dinh trong 4m nhac khién t6i nghi dén sic niu va vang clia
14 muia thu? Tai sao Thanh Caecilia lai khién suy nghi ctia tdi lac
16ng gitta hang dong vdi nhiing btc tuong 16e 1én bang nhumg
khoi bac sach? Piéu gi trong tiéng 6n a0 ciia Broadway lac sau
gid chiéu khién hinh 4nh mét khu ritng Breton yén binh ndi 4nh
nang loc qua tan 14 mila xudn va Sylvia ctii xudng, nita td mo,
ntia 4n can, trudc moét con than lan xanh nhd, thi tham: "Suy
nghi rang cting 12 mét phan nhé cia Thién Chua!"

When I first saw the watchman his back was toward me. I
looked at him indifferently until he went into the church. I paid
no more attention to him than I had to any other man who
lounged through Washington Square that morning, and when I
shut my window and turned back into my studio I had
forgotten him. Late in the afternoon, the day being warm, I
raised the window again and leaned out to get a sniff of air. A
man was standing in the courtyard of the church, and I noticed
him again with as little interest as I had that morning. I looked
across the square to where the fountain was playing and then,
with my mind filled with vague impressions of trees, asphalt
drives, and the moving groups of nursemaids and holiday-
makers, I started to walk back to my easel. As I turned, my
listless glance included the man below in the churchyard. His
face was toward me now, and with a perfectly involuntary



movement I bent to see it. At the same moment he raised his
head and looked at me. Instantly I thought of a coffin-worm.
Whatever it was about the man that repelled me I did not know,
but the impression of a plump white grave-worm was so
intense and nauseating that I must have shown it in my
expression, for he turned his puffy face away with a movement
which made me think of a disturbed grub in a chestnut.

Khi 1an dau tién t6i nhin thiy ngudi canh gic, lung anh ta
hudng vé phia t6i. T6i nhin anh ta mot cach 1anh dam cho dén
khi anh ta vao nha thg. T6i khong cha

"What a horrible colour it is now," she continued. "Do you think
my flesh resembles green cheese?"

"Mau né dang sg qua," cd tiép tuc. "Anh nghi da tbi c6 gidng pho
mai xanh khéng?"

"No, I don't," I said angrily; "did you ever know me to paint like
that before?"

"Khoéng, t6i khong," t6i ndi gidn dif; "anh titng thay t6i vé nhu
vay bao gid chua?"

"No, indeed!"

"Khéng, chic chan khéng!"

"Well, then!"

"Vay thi sao nita!"

"It must be the turpentine, or something," she admitted.
"Chac 12 tap chat, hoic ci gi d6," c6 thita nhan.

She slipped on a Japanese robe and walked to the window. I
scraped and rubbed until I was tired, and finally picked up my



brushes and hurled them through the canvas with a forcible
expression, the tone alone of which reached Tessie's ears.

C6 mic mét chiéc 4o choang Nhat Ban va di dén clta s6. Toi co va
lau cho dén khi mét méi, roi cudi cung lay co va ném chung qua
btc vé v8i moét biéu hién manh mé, am thanh duy nhat dén tai
Tessie.

Nevertheless she promptly began: "That's it! Swear and act silly
and ruin your brushes! You have been three weeks on that
study, and now look! What's the good of ripping the canvas?
What creatures artists are!"

Tuy nhién ¢ ngay 1ap ttc bat dau: "PS! Chiti riia va hanh dong
ngdc nghéch va 1dm hdng co cia anh! Anh di danh ba tuan cho
btc tranh d9, va gio nhin! Viéc gi ¢ 1gi khi xé rach buc vé? Hoa
sithat la nhiing sinh vat ky la!"

I felt about as much ashamed as I usually did after such an
outbreak, and I turned the ruined canvas to the wall. Tessie
helped me clean my brushes, and then danced away to dress.
From the screen she regaled me with bits of advice concerning
whole or partial loss of temper, until, thinking, perhaps, I had
been tormented sufficiently, she came out to implore me to
button her waist where she could not reach it on the shoulder.

T6i cAm thay xau hd tuong tu nhu sau mdi 1an buing phat nhu
vdy, va tbéi quay btc tranh hdng vao tudng. Tessie giup t6i lau
sach co, r6i nhay mua di thay quan 4o. Tit khu vuc che man, c6
chia sé véi tdi mot so 16i khuyén vé viéc kiém soat cam xtc, cho
dén khi, cé 18, c¢6 nghi ring di quay rdi tdi dh, c¢d ra ngoai van
xin t6i nut 4o cho c6 § chd c6 khong thé cham tdi trén vai.



II The next morning, Thomas, the bell-boy, brought me the
Herald and a bit of news. The church next door had been sold. I
thanked Heaven for it, not that being a Catholic I had any
repugnance for the congregation next door, but because my
nerves were shattered by a blatant exhorter, whose every word
echoed through the aisle of the church as if it had been my own
rooms, and who insisted on his r's with a nasal persistence
which revolted my every instinct. Then, too, there was a fiend in
human shape, an organist, who reeled off some of the grand old
hymns with an interpretation of his own, and I longed for the
blood of a creature who could play the doxology with an
amendment of minor chords which one hears only in a quartet
of very young undergraduates. I believe the minister was a good
man, but when he bellowed: "And the Lorrrrd said unto Moses,
the Lorrrd is a man of war; the Lorrrd is his name. My wrath
shall wax hot and I will kill you with the sworrrrd!" I wondered
how many centuries of purgatory it would take to atone for
such a sin. "Who bought the property?" I asked Thomas.
"Nobody that I knows, sir. They do say the gent wot owns this
'ere 'Amilton flats was lookin' at it. 'E might be a bildin' more
studios." I walked to the window. The young man with the
unhealthy face stood by the churchyard gate, and at the mere
sight of him the same overwhelming repugnance took
possession of me. "By the way, Thomas," I said, "who is that
fellow down there?" Thomas sniffed. "That there worm, sir? 'Es
night-watchman of the church, sir. 'E maikes me tired a-sittin'
out all night on them steps and lookin' at you insultin' like. I'd a
punched 'is 'ed, sir—beg pardon, sir—" "Go on, Thomas." "One
night a comin' 'ome with 'Arry, the other English boy, I sees 'im a
sittin' there on them steps. We 'ad Molly and Jen with us, sir, the
two girls on the tray service, an' 'e looks so insultin' at us that I
up and sez: 'Wat you looking hat, you fat slug?'—beg pardon, sir,
but that's 'ow I sez, sir. Then 'e don't say nothin' and I sez: 'Come
out and I'll punch that puddin' 'ed.' Then I hopens the gate an'
goes in, but 'e don't say nothin', only looks insultin' like. Then I



'its 'im one, but, ugh!'is 'ed was that cold and mushy it ud sicken
you to touch 'im." "What did he do then?" I asked curiously.
"Im? Nawthin'." "And you, Thomas?" The young fellow flushed
with embarrassment and smiled uneasily. "Mr. Scott, sir, I ain't
no coward, an' I can't make it out at all why I run. I was in the
5th Lawncers, sir, bugler at Tel-el-Kebir, an' was shot by the
wells." "You don't mean to say you ran away?" "Yes, sir; I run."
"Why?" "That's just what I want to know, sir. I grabbed Molly an'
run, an' the rest was as frightened as 1." "But what were they
frightened at?" Thomas refused to answer for a while, but now
my curiosity was aroused about the repulsive young man below
and I pressed him. Three years' sojourn in America had not only
modified Thomas' cockney dialect but had given him the
American's fear of ridicule. "You won't believe me, Mr. Scott,
sir?" "Yes, I will." "You will lawf at me, sir?" "Nonsense!" He
hesitated. "Well, sir, it's Gawd's truth that when I 'it 'im 'e
grabbed me wrists, sir, and when I twisted 'is soft, mushy fist
one of 'is fingers come off in me 'and." The utter loathing and
horror of Thomas' face must have been reflected in my own, for
he added: "It's orful, an' now when I see 'im I just go away. 'E
maikes me hill." When Thomas had gone I went to the window.
The man stood beside the church-railing with both hands on
the gate, but I hastily retreated to my easel again, sickened and
horrified, for I saw that the middle finger of his right hand was
missing.

It was foolish and thoughtless of me to say this, but you know
how little tact the average painter has. "I must have fallen asleep
about ten o'clock," I continued, "and after a while I dreamt that I
awoke. So plainly did I hear the midnight bells, the wind in the
tree-branches, and the whistle of steamers from the bay, that
even now I can scarcely believe I was not awake. I seemed to be
lying in a box which had a glass cover. Dimly I saw the street
lamps as I passed, for I must tell you, Tessie, the box in which I
reclined appeared to lie in a cushioned wagon which jolted me
over a stony pavement. After a while I became impatient and



tried to move, but the box was too narrow. My hands were
crossed on my breast, so I could not raise them to help myself. I
listened and then tried to call. My voice was gone. I could hear
the trample of the horses attached to the wagon, and even the
breathing of the driver. Then another sound broke upon my ears
like the raising of a window sash. I managed to turn my head a
little, and found I could look, not only through the glass cover of
my box, but also through the glass panes in the side of the
covered vehicle. I saw houses, empty and silent, with neither
light nor life about any of them excepting one. In that house a
window was open on the first floor, and a figure all in white
stood looking down into the street. It was you."

Piéu nay 14 ngu ngdc va thiéu suy nghi khi t6i néi diéu nay,
nhung ban biét cich ma cic hoa si théng thudng thiéu té nhi.
"T6i nén di ngt vio khodng mudi gid," toi tiép tuc, "va sau mot
thdi gian t6i mo thay minh tinh gidc. That rd rang ma t6i nghe
thay tiéng chudng nlta dém, tiéng gié trong nhitng canh ciy, va
tiéng coi tau hoi tit vinh, dén miic ngay ca bay gid t6i van khé
tin rang minh khéng tinh gidc. Dudng nhu t6i dang nim trong
md&t hop cé nap kinh. MY mi téi nhin thay dén dudng khi t6i di
qua, vi toi phai néi véi ban, Tessie, chiéc hép ma tdi nam trong
giong nhu nam trong mdt chiéc xe ngya d¢m ma dudng x4 gob
ghé 1am t6i bi ldc. Sau moét thoi gian, téi trd nén nén néng va cd
di chuyén, nhung chiéc hoép qud chit. Tay tdi bi gip chéo trén
nguc, nén t6i khong thé nang ching 1én dé gitip minh. T6i lang
nghe va sau d6 cd goi. Tiéng ndi clia toi d3 mat. T6i cd thé nghe
thay tiéng ngua kéo chiéc xe ngua, va thim chi con nghe thay
hai thd ctia tai xé. Sau ¢4, mo6t Am thanh khéc vang 1én trong tai
t6i nhu tiéng ma cita sd. T6i xoay dau mdt chut va phat hién
minh cé thé nhin, khéng chi qua nip kinh cfia chiéc hop clia
minh, ma con qua cic tAm kinh & bén ctia phuong tién che kin.
T6i thay nhitng cin nhj, tréng trdi va yén tinh, khéng cé anh
sang hay su séng nao xung quanh ngoai trit mét cin. Trong cin
nha dé, mot ctta sd md & tang mdt, va mot hinh anh toan bod
mic tring dang nhin xuéng dudng. P61a ban."



Tessie had turned her face away from me and leaned on the
table with her elbow. "I could see your face," I resumed, "and it
seemed to me to be very sorrowful. Then we passed on and
turned into a narrow black lane. Presently the horses stopped. I
waited and waited, closing my eyes with fear and impatience,
but all was silent as the grave. After what seemed to me hours, I
began to feel uncomfortable. A sense that somebody was close
to me made me unclose my eyes. Then I saw the white face of
the hearse-driver looking at me through the coffin-lid—" A
sob from Tessie interrupted me. She was trembling like a leaf. I
saw I had made an ass of myself and attempted to repair the
damage. "Why, Tess," I said, "I only told you this to show you
what influence your story might have on another person's
dreams. You don't suppose I really lay in a coffin, do you? What
are you trembling for? Don't you see that your dream and my
unreasonable dislike for that inoffensive watchman of the
church simply set my brain working as soon as I fell asleep?" She
laid her head between her arms, and sobbed as if her heart
would break. What a precious triple donkey I had made of
myself! But I was about to break my record. I went over and put
my arm about her. "Tessie dear, forgive me," I said; "I had no
business to frighten you with such nonsense. You are too
sensible a girl, too good a Catholic to believe in dreams."

Tessie d4 quay mit ra xa t6i va tua vao ban vdi canh tay. "T6i co
thé nhin thiy khuén mit cia ban," toi tiép tuc, "va dudng nhu
né rat budn. Sau d6 ching ta di tiép va ré vao mot con hém den
hep. Chéc 14t, ngua ditng lai. T6i chd dgi va chd dgi, nham mit
vdi ndi sg hii va ndn néng, nhung moi thit im 1ing nhu md c6i.
Sau cai gid gidc trong tAm t6i, tdi bit dau cAm thay khong thoai
mai. Mot cdm gidc rang cé ai d6 gan t6i khién tdi m& mit. Sau d6
t6i nhin thay khuén mit tring clia tai xé xe tang nhin t6i qua
nap quan tai—" Tiéng khdc tit Tessie 1dm gidn doan t6i. C6 run
1én nhu mot chiée 14. T6i nhin ra minh da 1am mdt con 1ita ba
16p va c6 giang khic phuc hiu qui. "Thé nay, Tess," toi néi, "Téi
chi néi cho ban nghe diéu nay dé cho ban biét danh hudng ctia



cdu chuyén cua ban c6 thé giy ra trong gidc md clia nguoi khac.

Ban khéng nghi rang t6i that su nim trong mdt chiéc quan ta1

phai khong? Tai sao ban run 1én viy? Ban khong thiy rang giac
mo cda ban va su khoéng thich cta téi véi ngudi bdo vé nha tho
v0 t6i don gidn chi khién cho nio t6i hoat déng ngay sau khi tbi
ngt?" C6 dit dau vao giita tay va khéc nhu trai tim c6 sap vd ra.
TGi da tu lam minh thanh mot con ltrta ba 18p quy gia! Nhung to6i
sap phd v& ky luc ctia minh. T6i dén va 6m co. "Tessie yéu quy,
hiy tha thu cho t6i," t6i néi; "T6i khdng cé quyén 1am ban sg hii
bang nhitng diéu vé Iy nhu vay. Ban 1a mot cb gii qua thong
minh, mot ngudi Cong gido qua tot dé tin vao nhitng gidc mo."

That evening I took my usual walk in Washington Park,
pondering over the occurrences of the day. I was thoroughly
committed. There was no back out now, and I stared the future
straight in the face. I was not good, not even scrupulous, but I
had no idea of deceiving either myself or Tessie. The one
passion of my life lay buried in the sunlit forests of Brittany.
Was it buried for ever? Hope cried "No!" For three years I had
been listening to the voice of Hope, and for three years I had
waited for a footstep on my threshold. Had Sylvia forgotten?
"No!" cried Hope. I said that I was no good. That is true, but still I
was not exactly a comic opera villain. I had led an easy-going
reckless life, taking what invited me of pleasure, deploring and
sometimes bitterly regretting consequences. In one thing alone,
except my painting, was I serious, and that was something
which lay hidden if not lost in the Breton forests. It was too late
for me to regret what had occurred during the day. Whatever it
had been, pity, a sudden tenderness for sorrow, or the more
brutal instinct of gratified vanity, it was all the same now, and
unless I wished to bruise an innocent heart, my path lay marked
before me. The fire and strength, the depth of passion of a love
which I had never even suspected, with all my imagined
experience in the world, left me no alternative but to respond or
send her away. Whether because I am so cowardly about giving
pain to others, or whether it was that I have little of the gloomy



Puritan in me, I do not know, but I shrank from disclaiming
responsibility for that thoughtless kiss, and in fact had no time
to do so before the gates of her heart opened and the flood
poured forth. Others who habitually do their duty and find a
sullen satisfaction in making themselves and everybody else
unhappy, might have withstood it. I did not. I dared not. After
the storm had abated I did tell her that she might better have
loved Ed Burke and worn a plain gold ring, but she would not
hear of it, and I thought perhaps as long as she had decided to
love somebody she could not marry, it had better be me. I, at
least, could treat her with an intelligent affection, and
whenever she became tired of her infatuation she could go none
the worse for it. For I was decided on that point although I knew
how hard it would be. I remembered the usual termination of
Platonic liaisons, and thought how disgusted I had been
whenever I heard of one. I knew I was undertaking a great deal
for so unscrupulous a man as I was, and I dreamed the future,
but never for one moment did I doubt that she was safe with
me. Had it been anybody but Tessie I should not have bothered
my head about scruples. For it did not occur to me to sacrifice
Tessie as I would have sacrificed a woman of the world. I looked
the future squarely in the face and saw the several probable
endings to the affair. She would either tire of the whole thing, or
become so unhappy that I should have either to marry her or go
away. If I married her we would be unhappy. I with a wife
unsuited to me, and she with a husband unsuitable for any
woman. For my past life could scarcely entitle me to marry. If I
went away she might either fall ill, recover, and marry some
Eddie Burke, or she might recklessly or deliberately go and do
something foolish. On the other hand, if she tired of me, then
her whole life would be before her with beautiful vistas of Eddie
Burkes and marriage rings and twins and Harlem flats and
Heaven knows what. As I strolled along through the trees by the
Washington Arch, I decided that she should find a substantial
friend in me, anyway, and the future could take care of itself.
Then I went into the house and put on my evening dress, for the



little faintly-perfumed note on my dresser said, "Have a cab at
the stage door at eleven,” and the note was signed "Edith
Carmichel, Metropolitan Theatre."

Budi t6i d6, t6i di dao nhu moi khi trong Cong vién Washington,
suy ngdm vé nhiing sy kién ctia ngay. T6i da hoan toan cam két.
Gio khdéng thé rit lui, va toi nhin thang vao tudng lai. To6i khong
tot, thAm chi khong can thin, nhung ti khdng cé v dinh lita doi
ban thin hay Tessie. Niém dam mé duy nhat clla cudc ddi toi
nam chén siu trong nhiing khu riing nang & Brittany. Liéu né
da chdn sau mai mii? Hy vong kéu gao "Khong!" Trong ba nam,
tdi di 1ang nghe giong néi ctia Hy vong, va trong ba nim, t6i da
doi chd mét budc chin trén ngudng clia. Sylvia da quén khéng?
"Khéng!" kéu gao Hy vong. T6i néi ring t6i khong tot. Pidu dé
dung, nhung téi van khéng phai 12 mot ké phan dién hai kich.
T6i d4 ddn mdt cudc song thodi mai, mao hiém, thudng thic
nhiing gi ma niém vui mdi goi, than phién va dbi khi héi tiéc
ding cay vé hiu qua. Trit cdng viéc vé tranh, téi chi nghiém tuc
trong mot diéu, va dé 1a diéu gi d6 ndm an gidu, néu khong phai
13 d3 mat trong ring Brittany. P4 qua mudn dé hoi tiéc nhiing gi
da xay ra trong ngay. Du d6 13 su thuong hai, mét su mém long
dot ngdt cho nodi dau, hodc ban ning tan nhan cia su tu min,
gid day tat ca déu giong nhau, va trit khi t6i mudn lam tén
thuong moét trdi tim trong sang, con dudng cta téi di dudc
danh dau trudc mit. Su minh 1iét va manh mé, siu sic clia mot
tinh yéu ma t6i chua bao gid nghi tdi, véi tat cd kinh nghiém
tudng tudng clia tdi trong thé gidi, khdng dé lai cho t6i lua chon
nao khac ngoai viée dép lai hodc dudi cé di. C6 1& vi téi qua hén
nhét khi gay dau khé cho ngudi khac, hoidc cé 18 13 vi tdi thidu
phan Puritan den t6i trong téi, t6i khéng biét, nhung to6i rat lui
khoi viéc khong chiu trach nhiém vdéi cd hén khong suy nghi do,
va thuc té khong cé thdi gian dé 1am diéu d6 trudc khi canh clia
trai tim ¢ md ra va dong i tran ra. Nhiing ngudi khac thudng
1am nhiém vu cia minh va tim thay su hai 1dng u 4m trong viéc
khién ban thin va moi ngudi kh



I took supper that night, or rather we took supper, Miss
Carmichel and I, at Solari's, and the dawn was just beginning to
gild the cross on the Memorial Church as I entered Washington
Square after leaving Edith at the Brunswick. There was not a
soul in the park as I passed along the trees and took the walk
which leads from the Garibaldi statue to the Hamilton
Apartment House, but as I passed the churchyard I saw a figure
sitting on the stone steps. In spite of myself a chill crept over me
at the sight of the white puffy face, and I hastened to pass. Then
he said something which might have been addressed to me or
might merely have been a mutter to himself, but a sudden
furious anger flamed up within me that such a creature should
address me. For an instant I felt like wheeling about and
smashing my stick over his head, but I walked on, and entering
the Hamilton went to my apartment. For some time I tossed
about the bed trying to get the sound of his voice out of my ears,
but could not. It filled my head, that muttering sound, like thick
oily smoke from a fat-rendering vat or an odour of noisome
decay. And as I lay and tossed about, the voice in my ears
seemed more distinct, and I began to understand the words he
had muttered. They came to me slowly as if I had forgotten
them, and at last I could make some sense out of the sounds. It
was this: "Have you found the Yellow Sign?" "Have you found
the Yellow Sign?" "Have you found the Yellow Sign?" I was
furious. What did he mean by that? Then with a curse upon
him and his I rolled over and went to sleep, but when I awoke
later I looked pale and haggard, for I had dreamed the dream of
the night before, and it troubled me more than I cared to think.

T6i hom dé, téi di an tdi, hoic chinh x4c hon 14 chiing t6i d3 an
tdi, cling vdi ¢d Carmichel tai Solari's, va binh minh méi bat dau
chiéu vang 1én cay thip tu trén Nhi thd Tudng Niém khi téi
budc vao Washington Square sau khi dé lai Edith tai Brunswick.
Khong ai 8 cong vién khi téi di qua nhiing ciy va di theo con
dudng din tit tugng Garibaldi dén Hamilton Apartment House,
nhung khi t6i di qua nghia dia, t6i thay mdt hinh dang ngbi trén



bac d4. Mic di1 t6i dd c6 v di qua, cAm gidc lanh bao trum 14y t6i
khi nhin thay khuén mit phong trang, va toi voi va di qua. Sau
dd, anh ta néi mot diéu cé thé di danh cho t6i hodc cé thé chila
mdt tiéng 1am bam cho chinh minh, nhung mot con gian dii bat
chot bung 1én trong t6i khi nhu vay mot sinh vat lai néi chuyén
vdi t6i. Trong mot thodng t6i cAm thiy mudén quay lai va dap
gdy vao dau anh ta, nhung t6i tiép tuc di, va sau khi vao
Hamilton, t6i di vao can hd cia minh. M6t thdi gian sau dd, to6i
1an qua lin lai trén giudng cd ging xua tan Am thanh cfla anh ta
khoi tai téi, nhung khong thé. Am thanh 1am bam &6 1ap kin
dau t6i, nhu khéi dau dic tit thung chita chat béo hoic mui héi
thdi. Va khi t6i nam va lin qua lin lai, giong néi trong tai toi tré
nén rd hon, va t6i bat dau hiéu nhiing tit anh ta da 1am bam.
Chung dén véi toi tir tit nhu thé t6i da quén ching, va cudi ciing
t6i cé thé hiéu dudc mot sd y nghia ti nhting am thanh d6. bé la
diéu nay: "Ban da tim thay Hoang Kim An Ky chua?" "Ban di tim
thay Hoang Kim An Ky chua?" "Ban da tim thay Hoang Kim An
Ky chua?" Téi ttic gidn. Anh ta mudn néi gi bang cach dé? Sau dé
vdi 18i nguyén réia ddi vdi anh ta va clia anh ta, t6i 1in qua va di
ngud, nhung khi t6i thic diy sau do, téi nhin xanh xao va mét
moai, vi t6i dd md gidc mo clia dém trudc, va né 1am phién tbi
nhiéu hon 14 t6i nghi.

I dressed and went down into my studio. Tessie sat by the
window, but as I came in she rose and put both arms around my
neck for an innocent kiss. She looked so sweet and dainty that I
kissed her again and then sat down before the easel. "Hello!
Where's the study I began yesterday?" I asked. Tessie looked
conscious, but did not answer. I began to hunt among the piles
of canvases, saying, "Hurry up, Tess, and get ready; we must
take advantage of the morning light." When at last I gave up the
search among the other canvases and turned to look around the
room for the missing study I noticed Tessie standing by the
screen with her clothes still on. "What's the matter," I asked,
"don't you feel well?" "Yes." "Then hurry." "Do you want me to
pose as—as I have always posed?" Then I understood. Here was a



new complication. I had lost, of course, the best nude model I
had ever seen. I looked at Tessie. Her face was scarlet. Alas! Alas!
We had eaten of the tree of knowledge, and Eden and native
innocence were dreams of the past—I mean for her. I suppose
she noticed the disappointment on my face, for she said: "I will
pose if you wish. The study is behind the screen here where I
put it." "No," I said, "we will begin something new;" and I went
into my wardrobe and picked out a Moorish costume which
fairly blazed with tinsel. It was a genuine costume, and Tessie
retired to the screen with it enchanted. When she came forth
again I was astonished. Her long black hair was bound above
her forehead with a circlet of turquoises, and the ends, curled
about her glittering girdle. Her feet were encased in the
embroidered pointed slippers and the skirt of her costume,
curiously wrought with arabesques in silver, fell to her ankles.
The deep metallic blue vest embroidered with silver and the
short Mauresque jacket spangled and sewn with turquoises
became her wonderfully. She came up to me and held up her
face smiling. I slipped my hand into my pocket, and drawing
out a gold chain with a cross attached, dropped it over her head.
"It's yours, Tessie." "Mine?" she faltered. "Yours. Now go and
pose," Then with a radiant smile she ran behind the screen and
presently reappeared with a little box on which was written my
name. "I had intended to give it to you when I went home to-
night," she said, "but I can't wait now." I opened the box. On the
pink cotton inside lay a clasp of black onyx, on which was inlaid
a curious symbol or letter in gold. It was neither Arabic nor
Chinese, nor, as I found afterwards, did it belong to any human
script. "It's all I had to give you for a keepsake," she said timidly.
I was annoyed, but I told her how much I should prize it, and
promised to wear it always. She fastened it on my coat beneath
the lapel. "How foolish, Tess, to go and buy me such a beautiful
thing as this," I said. "I did not buy it," she laughed. "Where did
you get it?" Then she told me how she had found it one day
while coming from the Aquarium in the Battery, how she had
advertised it and watched the papers, but at last gave up all



hopes of finding the owner. "That was last winter," she said, "the
very day I had the first horrid dream about the hearse." I
remembered my dream of the previous night but said nothing,
and presently my charcoal was flying over a new canvas, and
Tessie stood motionless on the model-stand.

T6i mic quan 4o va xudng phong 1am viéc. Tessie ngdi bén clia
s6, nhung khi t6i vao, ¢d ding 1én va 6m ca hai canh tay quanh
6 t6i dé hon trong su trong sang. C6 wy tuyét vdi va dé thuong
dén miic t6i hoén c6 thém mdt 1an va sau dé ngdi xudng trudc
btic tranh. "Xin chao! Btic tranh tdi bit dau hém qua & dau?" T6i
héi. Tessie td ra nhan biét, nhung khéng tra 16i. T6i bit dau tim
kiém gi{ia cac btc tranh, ndi, "Nhanh 1én, Tess, va chuin bi;
chiing ta phai tdn dung anh sang budi sang." Khi cudi cling t6i
tlt bd viée tim kiém gifta cac biic tranh khac va quay dau nhin
xung quanh cin phong dé tim btic tranh bi thiéu, t6i nhin thiy
Tessie diing bén canh man che véi quan 4o vin con trén ngudi.
"Cé chuyén gi vay," t6i hoi, "cau c¢é cdm thay khéng 6n khong?"
"C4." "Vay thi nhanh 1én." "Cau mudn tdi déng vai nhu—nhu t6i
da tiing déng?" Sau @6 tbi hiéu. Pay 13 mot van dé mdi. Toi da
mat, tit nhién, ngudi mau nude t6t nhat ma toi tiing thay. Téi
nhin Tessie. Khuén mit cé dy d4 bimng. Oi! Oi! Ching t6i d3 an
trai cla tri thic, va Eden va sy trong sing ban ning 1a gidc mao
clla qua khi—y t6i 1a ddi véi cd ay. T6i doan cb ay dd nhan thay
su that vong trén khudén mit t6i, vi c6 ay néi: "Néu cdu mudn,
t6i s& déng vai. Blic tranh & sau man che & day noi t6i dé né."
"Khéng," t6i ndi, "chiing ta sé bat dau cai mdi;" va téi vao t
quan 4o clia téi va chon ra mét bd trang phuc Maure ma toan
béng 1ap lanh véi vang. DS 13 mot bd trang phuc thuc sy, va
Tessie rit lui vao man che véi né mé hoic. Khi c6 ay lan nita
xuat hién, t6i kinh ngac. Téc den dai ctia ¢ dy dudc budc phia
trén tran véi mot vong deo da lapis, va cac dudi, cudén quanh
chiéc that lung 14p lanh cia ¢6 ay. P6i chan clia c6 ay dudc boc
trong nhitng d6i dép mili nhon dudc théu va va vdi hoa tiét
arabesque bang bac, vay ctia bd trang phuc, dudc lam ti mi véi
hoa tiét arabesque bang bac, roi t8i mit ca chin. Ao gile mau



xanh sic manh dugc théu bang bac va 4o khodc Maure ngin
dugc trang tri va théu véi d4 lapis trd nén tuyét voi véi cd dy. Co
ay dén gan tbi va gio 1én khudn mit vdi nu cudi. Téi dua tay vao
tti va, rat ra mot day chuyén vang dinh mét cay thap, tha qua
dau c6 dy. "Pay 1a cla c6, Tessie." "Clia to6i?" ¢ dy néi lap bap.
"Cha cd. Bay gid cd di va déng vai," Sau d6 véi mot nu cudi rang
1d, c6 4y chay sau man che va sau d6 xuat hién véi mot hop nhd
trén do viét tén toi. "T6i dut dinh sé ting né cho cd khi t6i vé nha
vA0 t0i nay," c6 ay ndi, "nhung t6i khong thé chd doi bay gid." Téi
ma& hop. Trén béng cotton mau h6ng bén trong nam moét khuy
cai da onyx den, trén dé dugc khac mot biéu tuong hoic chit ky
la bang vang N6 khong phai tiéng A Rap cling khéng pha1 tiéng
Trung, va nhu t6i sau nay phat hién, né khéng thudc bat ky kich
bdn nao cuia con ngufji "Day 13 tat cd nhiing gi tdi c6 dé ting cd
cho mot vat ky niém," cd z?{y ndi nhat nhat. T6i buc tuc, nhtIng
t6i noi vdi co ay rang tdi sé trin trong né nhu thé nao, va hua sé
ludn deo né. €6 Ay cai nd vao 4o khoac clia t6i dudi nap co. "Toi
ngdc qua, Tess, vi dd di mua cho t6i mdt thit dep nhu thé nay,"
t6i néi. "T6i khong mua nd," ¢d ay cudi. "Co ay 1dy & dau?" Sau @
6 4y ké cho t6i biét c6 ay da tim thay né mdt ngay khi di tit H6
ci & Battery, cach day vai thang, cadch day vai thang, ngay cb ay
c6 con 4c mdng dau tién vé xe tang." T6i nhd gide mo clia dém
trudc nhung khong néi gi, va sau dé thanh thanh t6i bat dau vé
trén mot buc tranh mdi, va Tessie ding yén trén cai ghé ngudi
mau.

The day following was a disastrous one for me. While moving a
framed canvas from one easel to another my foot slipped on the
polished floor, and I fell heavily on both wrists. They were so
badly sprained that it was useless to attempt to hold a brush,
and I was obliged to wander about the studio, glaring at
unfinished drawings and sketches, until despair seized me and I
sat down to smoke and twiddle my thumbs with rage. The rain
blew against the windows and rattled on the roof of the church,
driving me into a nervous fit with its interminable patter. Tessie
sat sewing by the window, and every now and then raised her



head and looked at me with such innocent compassion that I
began to feel ashamed of my irritation and looked about for
something to occupy me. I had read all the papers and all the
books in the library, but for the sake of something to do I went
to the book

"Tessie!" I cried, entering the library, "listen, I am serious. Put
that book away. I do not wish you to open it!" The library was
empty. I went into both drawing-rooms, then into the
bedrooms, laundry, kitchen, and finally returned to the library
and began a systematic search. She had hidden herself so well
that it was half-an-hour later when I discovered her crouching
white and silent by the latticed window in the store-room
above. At the first glance I saw she had been punished for her
foolishness. The King in Yellow lay at her feet, but the book was
open at the second part. I looked at Tessie and saw it was too
late. She had opened The King in Yellow. Then I took her by the
hand and led her into the studio. She seemed dazed, and when I
told her to lie down on the sofa she obeyed me without a word.
After a while she closed her eyes and her breathing became
regular and deep, but I could not determine whether or not she
slept. For a long while I sat silently beside her, but she neither
stirred nor spoke, and at last I rose, and, entering the unused
store-room, took the book in my least injured hand. It seemed
heavy as lead, but I carried it into the studio again, and sitting
down on the rug beside the sofa, opened it and read it through
from beginning to end.

"Tessie!" t6i gao 1én, budc vao thu vién, "nghe néy, t6i nghiém
tuc Pit cudn sach dé di. T6i khong mudn ban ma& né!" Thu vién
trong tron. To6i vao ca hai phong khach, rdi vao cac phong ngu
phong giat, nha bép, va cudi cung quay tré lai thu vién va bat
dau tim kiém mot cach cé hé thong. C6 di che gidu minh rat ki
dén miic mat nita gid sau tdi mdi phat hién 6 dang ngdi tring
bén clta s6 treo ludi & phong trit hang phia trén. Ngay ti cai nhin
dau tién, t6i thay c6 di bi tritng phat vi su ngu ngdc cia minh.



Hoang Kim Vuong nim & chan c6, nhung cuén sich di md &
phﬁn thit hai. T6i nhin vao Tessie va thay d3 qua muén. Co ﬁy da
ma& The King in Yellow. Sau dé, téi ndm la{y tay c6 va dan cd vao
phong lam viéc. CO ay tréng md mang, va khi t6i bdo c6 nim
xuong sofa, co ay vang 16i ma khong noi moét 16i. Sau mot thai
gian, c6 4y déng mat va hdi thd clia c6 trd nén déu din va sau,
nhung t6i khong thé xic dinh ¢6 ay cé ngt hay khong. Mot thdi
gian dai, t6i ngdi yén ling bén canh c6 iy, nhung c6 dy khong
vung 1én hoic nédi, va cudi cung t6i ding day, va, bude vao
phong trit hang khong st dung, 1ay cudn sach bang tay it bi tén
thuong nhat ctia minh. N6 ning nhu chi, nhung t6i mang né
vao phong 1am viéc moét 1an nita, va ngdi xudng trén tam tham
bén canh sofa, m3 ra va doc tit dau dén cudi.

When, faint with excess of my emotions, I dropped the volume
and leaned wearily back against the sofa, Tessie opened her eyes
and looked at me.... We had been speaking for some time in a
dull monotonous strain before I realized that we were
discussing The King in Yellow. Oh the sin of writing such
words,—words which are clear as crystal, limpid and musical as
bubbling springs, words which sparkle and glow like the
poisoned diamonds of the Medicis! Oh the wickedness, the
hopeless damnation of a soul who could fascinate and paralyze
human creatures with such words,—words understood by the
ignorant and wise alike, words which are more precious than
jewels, more soothing than music, more awful than death! We
talked on, unmindful of the gathering shadows, and she was
begging me to throw away the clasp of black onyx quaintly
inlaid with what we now knew to be the Yellow Sign. I never
shall know why I refused, though even at this hour, here in my
bedroom as I write this confession, I should be glad to know
what it was that prevented me from tearing the Yellow Sign
from my breast and casting it into the fire. I am sure I wished to
do so, and yet Tessie pleaded with me in vain. Night fell and the
hours dragged on, but still we murmured to each other of the
King and the Pallid Mask, and midnight sounded from the



misty spires in the fog-wrapped city. We spoke of Hastur and of
Cassilda, while outside the fog rolled against the blank window-
panes as the cloud waves roll and break on the shores of Hali.

Khi, mét mdi véi cdm xtc qua mc, to6i danh roi cudn sich va
tua mét moi lai vao sofa, Tessie m& mat va nhin t6i.... Chting t6i
da ndi chuyén trong moét thoi gian dai theo mét nhip d6 don
diéu trudc khi nhén ra rang chung toi dang thao luan vé The
King in Yellow. Oi 15i lac ctia viéc viét nhiing tu ngu nhu vay,—
nhiing tit ngli rd ring nhu kinh, trong suét va 4m nhac nhu
nhiing suéi nudc ngam, nhiing ti ngit 1ap lanh va tda sing nhu
nhiing vién kim cuong doéc hai ctia dong Medicis! Oi su 4c ddc,
su tuyét vong ctia mot linh hon ¢ thé quyén ril va té liét nhiing
sinh vat ngudi bang nhiing tit ngit nhu vidy,—nhiing tit ngit ma
cd ngudi ngu dot va théng thai déu hiéu, nhitng tit ngit quy gia
hon ca vién ngoc, dé chiu hon ca 4m nhac, dang sg hon ca cai
chét! Chiing t6i tiép tuc néi chuyén, khong dé y dén nhiing béng
t6i dang hdi tu, va ¢ dy da van xin tdi viit bd chiéc khuy 6nix
den lanh 160 dudc inlay véi nhiing gi chung toi gid day biét 1a
Hoang Kim An Ky TOi sé khong bao gio biét tai sao t6i tit chdi,
mac du ngay ca vao thdi diém nay, & day trong phong ngu clia
t6i khi t6i viét bai thu tdi ny, toi sé rat vui néu biét diéu gi da
ngan can toi khéi viéc xé bo Hoang Kim An Ky tu nguc toi va
ném né vao lta. T6i chic chin ring téi mudn lam nhu viy,
nhung Tessie van xin t6i v6 ich. Pém dén va gid phut kéo dai,
nhung chiing tdi van thi tham véi nhau vé Vua va Mit Na Xam,
va ntia dém vang 1én tu nhumg thap mao trong thanh pho bi
sudng mu bao pht. Chting téi néi vé Hastur va Cassilda, trong
khi bén ngoai suong lin qua céac cla sé tring nhu nhiing con
song may l4n va v4 trén bg ctia Hali.

The house was very silent now, and not a sound came up from
the misty streets. Tessie lay among the cushions, her face a grey
blot in the gloom, but her hands were clasped in mine, and I
knew that she knew and read my thoughts as I read hers, for we
had understood the mystery of the Hyades and the Phantom of



Truth was laid. Then as we answered each other, swiftly,
silently, thought on thought, the shadows stirred in the gloom
about us, and far in the distant streets we heard a sound. Nearer
and nearer it came, the dull crunching of wheels, nearer and yet
nearer, and now, outside before the door it ceased, and I dragged
myself to the window and saw a black-plumed hearse. The gate
below opened and shut, and I crept shaking to my door and
bolted it, but I knew no bolts, no locks, could keep that creature
out who was coming for the Yellow Sign. And now I heard him
moving very softly along the hall. Now he was at the door, and
the bolts rotted at his touch. Now he had entered. With eyes
starting from my head I peered into the darkness, but when he
came into the room I did not see him. It was only when I felt
him envelope me in his cold soft grasp that I cried out and
struggled with deadly fury, but my hands were useless and he
tore the onyx clasp from my coat and struck me full in the face.
Then, as I fell, I heard Tessie's soft cry and her spirit fled: and
even while falling I longed to follow her, for I knew that the
King in Yellow had opened his tattered mantle and there was
only God to cry to now.

Ng01 nha gid day rat yén ling, va khong t1eng déng nao troi lén
tu nhiing con du’dng suong mu. Tessie nam gifta nhiing goi
dém, khuén mat c6 la mét vét ban xam trong bong to1 nhumg
d6i tay c6 ay dan chit trong tay t6i, va toi biét rang c6 dy hiéu va
doc dudc suy nghi ctia toi giong nhu t6i doc dugc suy nghl ciia
6 ay, vi chuing t6i da hiéu bi 4n cla Hyades va Ao Anh ctia Su
Théat di dugc 16 ra. Sau d6 khi chiing téi tra 16i 1an nhau, nhanh
chéng, yén lang, suy tu theo suy tu, nhiing béng t6i bit ddu hap
dan trong béng toi quanh chung toi, va xa & nhfing con ducng
xa X061 chung t6i nghe thay mot t1eng Ganva gan hon nélai dén,
tiéng 6n 6n ctia banh xe dan don, gan hon va cang gan va gld
day, bén ngoai trudc clta né ngung lai, va téi vat vo dén clia sd va
nhin thiay mot chiéc xe tang vdi 16ng den. Cong bén dudi mé va
déng, va t6i 1o ddo dén cita va khéa né, nhung téi biét ring
khong cé cai nao, khong khéa nao, cé thé giit chiing ra khdi con



quéi vat dang tdéi vi Hoang Kim An Ky. Va gid diy tdi nghe thay
anh ta di chuyén rat nhe nhang doc theo hanh lang. Gid diy anh
ta di dén clta, va nhiing chiéc 6c vit muc rita dudi ban tay ctia
anh ta. Gi§ diy anh ta d3 vao. V4i d6i mat nho ra khéi dau toi
nhin vao béng tdi, nhung khi anh ta budc vao phong, t6i khong
nhin thay anh ta. Chi khi t6i cdm thay anh ta bao boc tbi trong
vong tay lanh ling mém mai ctia minh ma t6i kéu 1én va dau
tranh véi su gian dit chét ngudi, nhung d6i tay clia toi vo ich va
anh ta xé chiéc khuy 6nix tit 40 clia tdi va d4p manh vio mat toi.
Sau d6, khi t6i nga, toi nghe thay tiéng kéu dé thuong clia Tessie
va linh hon ¢6 bd chay: va ngay ca khi ngi, t6i ao udc theo co 3y,
vi t6i biét rang Hoang Kim Vuong di md 4o lua td tang cliia
minh va chi con c6 Chtia mdéi cé thé kéu cau gid day.

I could tell more, but I cannot see what help it will be to the
world. As for me, I am past human help or hope. As I lie here,
writing, careless even whether or not I die before I finish, I can
see the doctor gathering up his powders and phials with a
vague gesture to the good priest beside me, which I understand.
They will be very curious to know the tragedy—they of the
outside world who write books and print millions of
newspapers, but I shall write no more, and the father confessor
will seal my last words with the seal of sanctity when his holy
office is done. They of the outside world may send their
creatures into wrecked homes and death-smitten firesides, and
their newspapers will batten on blood and tears, but with me
their spies must halt before the confessional. They know that
Tessie is dead and that I am dying. They know how the people
in the house, aroused by an infernal scream, rushed into my
room and found one living and two dead, but they do not know
what I shall tell them now; they do not know that the doctor
said as he pointed to a horrible decomposed heap on the floor—
the livid corpse of the watchman from the church: "I have no
theory, no explanation. That man must have been dead for
months!"



T6i cé thé ké nhiéu hon, nhung t6i khong thé thay diéu dé sé
gitp gi cho thé gidi. Con vdi tdi, téi @i vudt qua su gitip dd hoic
hy vong clia con ngudi. Khi t6i nam day, viét, khong quan tdm
rang t6i c6 chét trude khi hoan thanh hay khong, toi c6 thé thay
béc si dang thu thip bdt va lo cia minh véi mot ctt chi md ho
dén linh muc tot bén canh t6i, diéu ma t6i hiéu. Ho sé rat tdo mo
mudn biét vé tham kich—ho cia thé gidi bén ngoai viét sach va
in hang triéu t& bdo, nhung t6i sé khong viét thém, va cha

There was little use in following any of the brawling streams
which every now and then crossed my path, for, instead of
flowing into the sea, they ran inland to reedy pools in the
hollows of the moors. I had followed several, but they all led me
to swamps or silent little ponds from which the snipe rose
peeping and wheeled away in an ecstasy of fright. I began to feel
fatigued, and the gun galled my shoulder in spite of the double
pads. The sun sank lower and lower, shining level across yellow
gorse and the moorland pools.

Khong cé nhiéu 1gi ich khi theo d&i bat ky dong sudi nio ma déi
khi biang qua dudng di ctia tdi, vi thay vi chdy vao bién, chiing
chay vao phia trong dén cac ho cé trong long ctia déng cd. Toi da
theo déi mdt s6, nhung tat cd déu din t6i dén bai lay hoic cic ao
nho yén tinh tit dé con snipe bay 1én nhin va xoay minh ra xa
trong mot trang thai kinh hoang. T6i bat dau cAm thay mét mai,
va sting 1am dau vai t6i dit 6 dém kép. Mit trdi 1an thap hon va
thap hon, chiéu sang ngang qua cay cé va cac ho cd mau vang.

As I walked my own gigantic shadow led me on, seeming to
lengthen at every step. The gorse scraped against my leggings,
crackled beneath my feet, showering the brown earth with
blossoms, and the brake bowed and billowed along my path.
From tufts of heath rabbits scurried away through the bracken,
and among the swamp grass I heard the wild duck's drowsy
quack. Once a fox stole across my path, and again, as I stooped
to drink at a hurrying rill, a heron flapped heavily from the



reeds beside me. I turned to look at the sun. It seemed to touch
the edges of the plain. When at last I decided that it was useless
to go on, and that I must make up my mind to spend at least one
night on the moors, I threw myself down thoroughly fagged
out. The evening sunlight slanted warm across my body, but the
sea-winds began to rise, and I felt a chill strike through me from
my wet shooting-boots. High overhead gulls were wheeling and
tossing like bits of white paper; from some distant marsh a
solitary curlew called. Little by little the sun sank into the plain,
and the zenith flushed with the after-glow. I watched the sky
change from palest gold to pink and then to smouldering fire.
Clouds of midges danced above me, and high in the calm air a
bat dipped and soared. My eyelids began to droop. Then as I
shook off the drowsiness a sudden crash among the bracken
roused me. I raised my eyes. A great bird hung quivering in the
air above my face. For an instant I stared, incapable of motion;
then something leaped past me in the ferns and the bird rose,
wheeled, and pitched headlong into the brake.

Khi ti di, béng 16n ctia chinh minh dan téi di, dudng nhu kéo
dai 8 moi budc. Cay cd gorse xudc vao quan tay cia tdi, kéu rit
dudi chan t6i, roi hoa trén mit dat nau, va ciy cd cong vi séng
da day doc theo con dudng ctia téi. Tit bui cdy thap, thd chay vut
qua qua cay cd, va trong c6 lay t6i nghe thay tiéng kéu budn nght
ctia vit hoang. Mot 1an mot con c4o chay qua con dudng ciia t6i,
va lai, khi t6i ctii xudéng dé udng nudc 3 mot dong sudi voi v4,
mdt con hac v6 canh ning né ti bén canh bai cd. Téi quay lai
nhin mit trdi. Dudng nhu né cham vao mép ctia déng bang. Khi
cudi cliing t6i quyét dinh 13 v6 ich dé tiép tuc, va toi phai quyét
dinh phai danh it nhat mét dém trén déng cd, tdi ném minh
xudng véi cAm gidc mét maéi. Anh nang chiéu am dan qua co thé
t6i, nhung gié bién biat dau thdi 1én, va t6i cAm thay lanh xam
nhip vao tbi tu d6i ting dang udt. Trén cao, cac loai hai u xoay
va tung ting nhu td gidy trang; tit mot dam lay xa x6i mot con
mdi duy nhat goi. Dan dan mat trdi 1in vao ddng bing, va thién
dudng do Itta. T6i nhin bau trdi chuyén tit vang nhat sang hong



va sau d6 13 1fta chdy. PAm mudi nhdy mua trén dau tdi, va cao
trén khong khi yén binh, moét con doi nhap va bay. Mi mat toi
bat dau ngli guc. Roi khi t6i gidm bd con budn ngli, mot tiéng
doéng @6t ngodt gitta cay cd dua tdi tinh gide. T6i nhin 1én. Mot
con chim 16n run ray trong khéng khi trén khuén mat cfia t6i.
Trong mdt khodnh khic t6i nhin chim chim, khéng thé di
chuyén; sau d6 mot cai gi dé nhay qua tdi trong rdm cay cd va
con chim bay 1én, quay va lao dau vao bui cay.

I was on my feet in an instant peering through the gorse. There
came the sound of a struggle from a bunch of heather close by,
and then all was quiet. I stepped forward, my gun poised, but
when I came to the heather the gun fell under my arm again,
and I stood motionless in silent astonishment. A dead hare lay
on the ground, and on the hare stood a magnificent falcon, one
talon buried in the creature's neck, the other planted firmly on
its limp flank. But what astonished me, was not the mere sight
of a falcon sitting upon its prey. I had seen that more than once.
It was that the falcon was fitted with a sort of leash about both
talons, and from the leash hung a round bit of metal like a
sleigh-bell. The bird turned its fierce yellow eyes on me, and
then stooped and struck its curved beak into the quarry. At the
same instant hurried steps sounded among the heather, and a
girl sprang into the covert in front. Without a glance at me she
walked up to the falcon, and passing her gloved hand under its
breast, raised it from the quarry. Then she deftly slipped a small
hood over the bird's head, and holding it out on her gauntlet,
stooped and picked up the hare.

T6i ding diy ngay lap tiic nhin qua ciy cd gorse. Tiéng dau
tranh dén ti mot ddm cAy heather gan @6, va sau dé tat ca trd
nén yén ling. T6i budc vé phia trudc, sing toi sin sang, nhung
khi t6i dén gan cay heather, sting lai roi dudi canh tay t6i, va tbi
ding im ling trong su ngac nhién. Mot con thd chét ndm trén
mait dat, va trén con thd diing mdt con chim ung tuyét vdi, mot
moéng chén siu vao cd clia sinh vat, méng kia dit chac chin trén



bén canh yéu dudi cia né. Nhung diéu lam t6i ngac nhién,
khong phai chi 1a viéc nhin thay mdt con chim ung ngbdi trén
con mdi ctia nd. T6i dd thay diéu d6 nhiéu hon mdt 1an. biéu dé
14 con chim ung dudc trang bi mot loai day cét xung quanh ca
hai méng, va tit day treo mot miéng kim loai tron gidng nhu
moét chudng xe truct. Con chim quay d6i mat mau vang hung
dit clia né vé phia t6i, va sau d6 cti xuéng va dam mé cong vao
mdi. Cing moét lic, nhitng bude chay voi va vang 1én giita cay
heather, va mot ¢d gai nhdy vao bi mat phia trudc. Khéng mét
cai nhin nao vé phia t6i, c¢6 ay di dén con chim ung, va vudt nhe
tay ging tay qua nguc ctia nd, ning né ti moi. Sau d6 c6 ay khéo
1éo dua mdt chiéc mil nhd qua dau con chim, va giit né trén
ging tay cla minh, ctii xudng va nhit con thé 1én.

She passed a cord about the animal's legs and fastened the end
of the thong to her girdle. Then she started to retrace her steps
through the covert. As she passed me I raised my cap and she
acknowledged my presence with a scarcely perceptible
inclination. I had been so astonished, so lost in admiration of
the scene before my eyes, that it had not occurred to me that
here was my salvation. But as she moved away I recollected that
unless I wanted to sleep on a windy moor that night I had better
recover my speech without delay. At my first word she
hesitated, and as I stepped before her I thought a look of fear
came into her beautiful eyes. But as I humbly explained my
unpleasant plight, her face flushed and she looked at me in
wonder.

C6 ay dua mot soi ddy xung quanh chan ctia con vat va budc dau
day vao day lung cia minh. Sau dé c6 iy bat dau di ngudc lai
qua bi mit. Khi ¢6 ay di qua t6i, t6i nang cd mii va cd ay git dau
nhan ra su hién dién ctia t6i v8i mot su nghiéng dau khé nhan
biét. Téi di bi séc, mé mai trong su ngudng md ctia canh trude
mat, nén khéng nghi rang day 1a cttu canh ctia tdi. Nhung khi ¢6
ay budc di, t6i nhd lai rang trit khi t6i mudn ngh trén mot dong
cb gi6 16n vao dém dé, téi nén khéi phuc 16i ndi cia minh ngay



lap tiic. Khi néi 18i dau tién, 6 ay do du, va khi tdi budc trude
mit c6 4y, toi nghi mot 4nh mat sg hii hién ra trong d6i mat
xinh dep cfia c6 ay. Nhung khi t6i khiém ton giai thich tinh canh
khong dé chiu clia minh, khuén mit ¢ iy d6 biing va ¢ nhin
t6i vdi sungac nhién.

"These are my piqueurs," said the girl, turning to me with a
gentle dignity. "Raoul is a good fauconnier, and I shall some day
make him grand veneur. Hastur is incomparable." The two
silent men saluted me respectfully. "Did I not tell you, monsieur,
that I should prove you wrong?" she continued. "This, then, is
my revenge, that you do me the courtesy of accepting food and
shelter at my own house."

"Pay 1a nhiing ngudi dan dudng ctia t6i," ¢d gai néi, quay lai véi
t6i véi vé dep nhe nhang. "Raoul 1a mét fauconnier gidi, va mét
ngay nao do tbi sé 1am cho anh trd thanh grand veneur. Hastur
khong thé sanh kip." Hai ngudi dan 6ng im ling chao t6i mot
cach 18 phép. "T6i da khong néi véi anh, thua 6ng, rang toi sé
chiing minh anh sai sao?" ¢6 tiép tuc. "Viy nén, day 1 cach téi
tra thiy, rang anh d4 ton trong d6 4n va cho & tai nha t6i."

Before I could answer she spoke to the falconers, who started
instantly across the heath, and with a gracious gesture to me
she followed. I don't know whether I made her understand how
profoundly grateful I felt, but she seemed pleased to listen, as
we walked over the dewy heather. "Are you not very tired?" she
asked.

Trudc khi téi kip tra 18i, c6 di néi v4i nhiing ngudi dan dudng,
ho l4p tiic bit dau bing qua thio nguyén, va sau mdt ct chi lich
su v4i t6i, ¢ theo sau. T6i khéng biét liéu t6i dd 1am cho c6 hiéu
dugc t6i cAm on dén dau sau sic, nhung c6 dudng nhu vui long
lang nghe, khi chuing t6i budc qua thao nguyén 4m udt. "Anh
khéng mét 1am chit?" ¢6 hai.



I had clean forgotten my fatigue in her presence, and I told her
so. "Don't you think your gallantry is a little old-fashioned?" she
said; and when I looked confused and humbled, she added
quietly, "Oh, I like it, I like everything old-fashioned, and it is
delightful to hear you say such pretty things."

T6i d3 quén hoan toan vé su mét mai trong su hién dién ciia c6,
va tdi di ndi véi cd vé diéu dé. "Anh khéng nghi su diing cdm
cta anh hoi cli kj sao?" ¢6 néi; va khi téi nhin lung ting va
khiém ton c6 thém nhe nhang, "0, t6i thich diéu d4, toi thich
moi thi c6 dién, va thit tuyét khi nghe anh néi nhitng diéu dep
dé nhu vay."

The moorland around us was very still now under its ghostly
sheet of mist. The plovers had ceased their calling; the crickets
and all the little creatures of the fields were silent as we passed,
yet it seemed to me as if I could hear them beginning again far
behind us. Well in advance, the two tall falconers strode across
the heather, and the faint jingling of the hawks' bells came to
our ears in distant murmuring chimes.

Ving dat ngip nudc xung quanh ching téi gié day rat yén binh
dudi 16p suong mu ma mi cia nd. Cac chich bong da ngung goi;
nhiing con dé vi tat ca cac sinh vit nhd clia canh déng déu yén
lang khi chting t6i di qua, nhung d6i véi t6i dudng nhu nhu thé
toi ¢ thé nghe thay chung bit dau lai & phia xa phia sau ching
t6i. Trudc rat xa, hai ngudi dan ducng cao to budc qua thao
nguyén, va tiéng kéu nhe nhang ctia chudng ctia chim ung vong
dén tai ching t6i trong nhiing tiéng chtim chiim xa xam.

Suddenly a splendid hound dashed out of the mist in front,
followed by another and another until half-a-dozen or more
were bounding and leaping around the girl beside me. She
caressed and quieted them with her gloved hand, speaking to
them in quaint terms which I remembered to have seen in old
French manuscripts.



Bat ngd mot con ché sin tuyét vdi lao ra khoi suong mi phia
trudc, theo sau bdi mot con khac va mot con khac cho dén khi cé
ntia ta hoic nhiéu hon dlmg nhay nhét xung quanh c6 gai bén
canh t6i. C6 gal vuot ve va 1lam yén bang ban tay deo ging tay
ctia minh, néi chuyén véi chung bang cac thuét ngit la mait ma
t6i nhd tiing thay trong cac ban thao tiéng Phap co.

Then the falcons on the circlet borne by the falconer ahead
began to beat their wings and scream, and from somewhere out
of sight the notes of a hunting-horn floated across the moor.
The hounds sprang away before us and vanished in the twilight,
the falcons flapped and squealed upon their perch, and the girl,
taking up the song of the horn, began to hum.

Sau dé, cac chim ung trén vong tron dugc mang bdi ngudi dan
dudng phia trude bat dau dap canh va kéu la, va ti mot ndi nao
d6 ngoai tAm nhin, nhitng nét nhac ctia moét chiéc kén sin trdi
qua thdo nguyén. Nhiing con chd san bt 1én trudc mat ching
t6i va bién mat trong hoang hdén, nhiing con chim ung dip canh
va kéu rén trén ngon dinh cta chiing, va cd gai, 1ay lai bai hat
ctia kén, bat dau ngin nga.

I stripped, and rubbed myself from head to foot in the huge
earthen basin of icy water which stood upon the stone floor at
the foot of my bed. Then I looked about for my clothes. They
were gone, but on a settle near the door lay a heap of garments
which I inspected with astonishment. As my clothes had
vanished, I was compelled to attire myself in the costume which
had evidently been placed there for me to wear while my own
clothes dried. Everything was there, cap, shoes, and hunting
doublet of silvery grey homespun; but the close-fitting costume
and seamless shoes belonged to another century, and I
remembered the strange costumes of the three falconers in the
courtyard. I was sure that it was not the modern dress of any
portion of France or Brittany; but not until I was dressed and
stood before a mirror between the windows did I realize that I



was clothed much more like a young huntsman of the middle
ages than like a Breton of that day. I hesitated and picked up the
cap. Should I go down and present myself in that strange guise?
There seemed to be no help for it, my own clothes were gone
and there was no bell in the ancient chamber to call a servant;
so I contented myself with removing a short hawk's feather
from the cap, and, opening the door, went downstairs.

T6i cBi quan 4o va lau sach tit dau dén chin trong cai bon dat
16n chita nudc lanh dat trén san d4 3 chin giudng ctia minh. Sau
dé, t6i nhin xung quanh dé tim quan 4o cia minh. Chung da
bién mat, nhung trén mot cii ban gan ctta nam mot ddéng quan
40 ma t6i kiém tra véi su ngac nhién. Vi quan 4o clia toi 3 bién
mat, t6i budc phai mic bd trang phuc ma rd rang di duge dit &
dé dé t6i mic trong khi quﬁn 40 clia minh khé. Moi tht déu cé,
mi, giay va 4o khoac sin mau xam bac khéng cé dudng may,
nhung bé trang phuc Om sat va giay khong duong may thudc vé
mdt thé ky khéc, va téi nhd lai nhitng bd trang phuc la cfia ba
ngudi huan luyén chim ung & san trong. T6i chic chan ring d6
khong phai 13 trang phuc hién dai cia bat ky khu vuc nao ciia
Phap hoic Bretagne; nhung khéng cho dén khi t6i mic xong va
ding trudc guong giia hai clta s thi t6i mdi nhan ra rang t6i
mic giong nhu mot thg sin tré thdi trung c6 hon 14 mot ngu(ji
Bretagne ngay nay. Toi hIGng Iy va nhat mii. Liéu t6i cé nén di
xudng va tu gldl thiéu vdi bd trang phuc la 6 khong? Ducng
nhu khéng cé su gitip d& ndo, quan 4o ctia minh da bién mat va
khong c6 chudng nao trong cian phong c6 dé goi mdt ngudi hau;
vi vay t6i hai long véi viéc g& mét 16ng chim ung ngan ti chiéc
mii, va, md clia, di xudng tang dudi.

By the fireplace in the large room at the foot of the stairs an old
Breton woman sat spinning with a distaff. She looked up at me
when I appeared, and, smiling frankly, wished me health in the
Breton language, to which I laughingly replied in French. At the
same moment my hostess appeared and returned my salutation
with a grace and dignity that sent a thrill to my heart. Her



lovely head with its dark curly hair was crowned with a head-
dress which set all doubts as to the epoch of my own costume at
rest. Her slender figure was exquisitely set off in the homespun
hunting-gown edged with silver, and on her gauntlet-covered
wrist she bore one of her petted hawks. With perfect simplicity
she took my hand and led me into the garden in the court, and
seating herself before a table invited me very sweetly to sit
beside her. Then she asked me in her soft quaint accent how I
had passed the night, and whether I was very much
inconvenienced by wearing the clothes which old Pelagie had
put there for me while I slept. I looked at my own clothes and
shoes, drying in the sun by the garden-wall, and hated them.
What horrors they were compared with the graceful costume
which I now wore! I told her this laughing, but she agreed with
me very seriously.

Bén bép lita trong can phong 16n & chin cau thang, mdt ba cu
Breton gia ng01 quay sgi vdi cai cay quay. Ba dung day nhin t6i
khi t6i xuat hién, va, mim cudi thanh that, chudc t6i stic khoe
bing tiéng Breton, va tdi dap lai moét cach hai hudc bang tiéng
Phap. Cung liic, chti nha clia t6i xuat hién va tra 16i 18i chao clia
t6i v4i vé duyén dang va thanh lich khién tim t6i rao ruc. Pau
xinh dep v4i mai téc xoin den clia ¢d dude d6i mot chiéc mii che
dau d3 giai quyét moi nghi ngd vé thoi ky clia bd trang phuc clia
t6i. Véc ddng manh mai ctia c6 dudc t6 diém tinh té trong chiéc
40 sian len mau xam bac, va trén canh tay cd che bing ging tay,
c6 deo mét con chim ung dudc cung chiéu. Véi su gian di hoan
hao, c6 nam 13y tay tdi va dan t6i vao vudn trong san, va ngoi
trudc mot cai ban mdi toéi ngdi canh cé6 mot cach rat dé thuong.
Sau dé, c¢d héi téi bang giong diéu ky la clia cb rang t6i da trai
qua dém nhu thé nao, va liéu tbi ¢é bi rat nhiéu phién toai khi
maic quan 40 ma ba Pelagie ciling da dit & d6 cho tbi trong khi téi
ngl.. T6i nhin vao quan 4o va gidy cia minh, dang phoi nang
bén tudng vudn, va ghét ching. Chiung kinh khiing so vdi bd
trang phuc duyén dang ma t6i dang mic! T6i ké cho c6 nghe
diéu nay cudi, nhung c6 déng y véi t6i médt cach rat nghiém tic.



She rose and took my hand again with a childlike innocence of
possession, and we walked through the garden and fruit trees to
a grassy lawn which was bordered by a brook. Over the lawn
were scattered fifteen or twenty stumps of trees—partially
imbedded in the grass—and upon all of these except two sat
falcons. They were attached to the stumps by thongs which
were in turn fastened with steel rivets to their legs just above
the talons. A little stream of pure spring water flowed in a
winding course within easy distance of each perch.

C6 ding 1én va nim lay tay t6i mot 1an nita vdi su trong sang
ctia mot dita tré, va chung t6i di qua khu vudn va cay idn qua dén
mdt bii cd xanh bén canh mét con sudi. Trén bii cd c6 khoang
mudi 1dm hoidc hai muoi goc ciy - mot phan chim trong cé - va
trén tat ca chiing ngoai trit hai con chim ung. Chting bi c6t vao
cic gbc cay bang day budc ma lan lugt dudc c6 dinh biang dinh
thép vao chan ctia ching ngay phia trén méng vuét. Mot dong
sudi trong lanh chdy theo mét dudng cong dé dang dén méi noi
ngoi.

The birds set up a clamour when the girl appeared, but she went
from one to another, caressing some, taking others for an
instant upon her wrist, or stooping to adjust their jesses.

Nhiing con chim ung kéu rit khi c6 gai xuat hién, nhung c6 di tu
mdt con nay sang mot con khdc, vudt ve mot so con, dua mot s6
con khac 1én canh tay mot chit, hoic cti xudng dé chinh sta
day deo ctia chung.

"Are they not pretty?" she said. "See, here is a falcon-gentil. We
call it 'ignoble,' because it takes the quarry in direct chase. This
is a blue falcon. In falconry we call it 'noble' because it rises over
the quarry, and wheeling, drops upon it from above. This white
bird is a gerfalcon from the north. It is also 'noble!' Here is a
merlin, and this tiercelet is a falcon-heroner."



"Ching khong dep sao?" c6 ndi. "Xem, day la mot con chim ung
dai. Chting ta goi né 1a 'khéng quy phai', vi né sin moéi truc tiép.
bay la mot con chim ung xanh. Trong nghé thuat sin chim ung,
chiing ta goi né 1a 'quy phai' vi né bay 1én trén modi, va xoay, rdi
xudng tit trén cao. Con chim trang nay 12 mét con gerfalcon tit
phia bic. N6 cling 'quy phai!' Pay 12 mdt con merlin, va con
tiercelet nay 1a mét con chim ung-heroner."

I asked her how she had learned the old language of falconry.
She did not remember, but thought her father must have taught
it to her when she was very young.

T6i hoi 6 Ay 1a ¢6 d3 hoc ngdn ngit cii clia nghé thuat sin chim
ung nhu thé nao. C6 khéng nhé, nhung nghi rang cha c6 phai da
day cho ¢6 khi c6 con rat nha.

Then she led me away and showed me the young falcons still in
the nest. "They are termed niais in falconry," she explained. "A
branchier is the young bird which is just able to leave the nest
and hop from branch to branch. A young bird which has not yet
moulted is called a sors, and a mué is a hawk which has moulted
in captivity. When we catch a wild falcon which has changed its
plumage we term it a hagard. Raoul first taught me to dress a
falcon. Shall I teach you how it is done?"

Sau d6 c6 dan t6i di va cho tdi xem nhitng con chim ung con van
con trong td. "Chung dudc goi 13 niais trong nghé thuit sin
chim ung," c6 giai thich. "Mdt con branchier 13 mot con chim
ung con chi mdi cé thé rdi t6 va nhay tli canh nay sang canh
khac. Mot con chim ung con chua 10t 16ng dudc goi 1a sors, va
mdt con mué 14 moét con chim ung di 16t 16ng khi bi giam cam.
Khi chting ta bit mdt con chim ung hoang da thay d6i l6ng
chiing, chung ta goi noé la hagard. Raoul da day t6i cach trang
diém mot con chim ung. Ti ¢é nén day ban cach 1am khoéng?"



She seated herself on the bank of the stream among the falcons
and I threw myself at her feet to listen.

C6 ngbdi trén by clia con sudi gilta nhiing con chim ung va t6i
ném minh xuéng chan c6 dé lang nghe.



THE PROPHETS' PARADISE THE STUDIO He smiled, saying,
"Seek her throughout the world." I said, "Why tell me of the
world? My world is here, between these walls and the sheet of
glass above; here among gilded flagons and dull jewelled arms,
tarnished frames and canvasses, black chests and high-backed
chairs, quaintly carved and stained in blue and gold." "For
whom do you wait?" he said, and I answered, "When she comes
I shall know her." On my hearth a tongue of flame whispered
secrets to the whitening ashes. In the street below I heard
footsteps, a voice, and a song. "For whom then do you wait?" he
said, and I answered, "I shall know her." Footsteps, a voice, and a
song in the street below, and I knew the song but neither the
steps nor the voice. "Fool!" he cried, "the song is the same, the
voice and steps have but changed with years!" On the hearth a
tongue of flame whispered above the whitening ashes: "Wait no
more; they have passed, the steps and the voice in the street
below." Then he smiled, saying, "For whom do you wait? Seek
her throughout the world!" I answered, "My world is here,
between these walls and the sheet of glass above; here among
gilded flagons and dull jewelled arms, tarnished frames and
canvasses, black chests and high-backed chairs, quaintly carved
and stained in blue and gold."

THIEN PANG CUA NHUNG TIEN TRI PHONG STUDIO Anh &y
mim cudi, néi, "Tim kiém c6 dy khip thé gidi." T6i ndi, "Tai sao
lai néi vdi t6i vé thé gidi? Thé gidi clia toi § day, gitta nhiing biic
tudng nay va tdm kinh phia trén; & day giita nhitng binh va vii
khi 1ap lanh nhat, khung va budc tranh bi 8§, nhiing chiéc hom
den va nhiing chiéc ghé cao lung, dudc khic va nhudm mau
xanh va vang." "Doi ai?" anh 4y néi, va toi tra 16i, "Khi c6 ay dén,
t6i s& nhan ra c6 ay." Trén bép lia clia toi, mot tia Itta tham thi
ndi ra bi mit cho tro thanh tring. G phd dudi, téi nghe thay
tiéng budc chin, mot giong néi va mot bai hat. "Viy ai ma ban
doi?" anh Ay ndi, va t6i tra 161, "T6i sé nhin ra ¢b ay." Budc chan,
mdt giong ndi va mdt bai hat & pho dudi, va toi biét bai hat



nhung khéng biét budc chan hay giong néi. "Ngoc!" anh 3y la,
"Bai hat van nhu cii, giong néi va budc chan chi thay ddi theo
nim thang!" Trén bép Itta, mdt tia Itta tham thi trén tro thanh
trang: "Ping chd doi nita; ho da qua, nhiing budc chin va giong
néi & pho dudi." Roi anh 4y mim cudi, ndi, "Poi ai vay? Hiy tim
c6 ay khap thé gidil" T6i trd 15i, "Thé gidi cta t6i & day, gilta
nhiing bdc tudng nay va tdm kinh phia trén; & day gitta nhiing
binh va vii khi 1ap 1anh nhat, khung va btc tranh bi 6, nhiing
chiéc hom den va nhitng chiéc ghé cao lung, dudc khic va
nhudm mau xanh va vang."

At the sound of his voice she broke into a harsh rumbling which
he recognized as an attempt to purr. He bent over to rub her
cheek and she mewed again, an amiable inquiring little mew, to
which he replied, "Certainly, you are greatly improved, and
when you recover your plumage you will be a gorgeous bird."
Much flattered, she stood up and marched around and around
his legs, pushing her head between them and making pleased
remarks, to which he responded with grave politeness. "Now,
what sent you here," he said—"here into the Street of the Four
Winds, and up five flights to the very door where you would be
welcome? What was it that prevented your meditated flight
when I turned from my canvas to encounter your yellow eyes?
Are you a Latin Quarter cat as I am a Latin Quarter man? And
why do you wear a rose-coloured flowered garter buckled about
your neck?" The cat had climbed into his lap, and now sat
purring as he passed his hand over her thin coat. "Excuse me,"
he continued in lazy soothing tones, harmonizing with her
purring, "if I seem indelicate, but I cannot help musing on this
rose-coloured garter, flowered so quaintly and fastened with a
silver clasp. For the clasp is silver; I can see the mint mark on
the edge, as is prescribed by the law of the French Republic.
Now, why is this garter woven of rose silk and delicately
embroidered,—why is this silken garter with its silver clasp
about your famished throat? Am I indiscreet when I inquire if
its owner is your owner? Is she some aged dame living in



memory of youthful vanities, fond, doting on you, decorating
you with her intimate personal attire? The circumference of the
garter would suggest this, for your neck is thin, and the garter
fits you. But then again I notice—I notice most things—that the
garter is capable of being much enlarged. These small silver-
rimmed eyelets, of which I count five, are proof of that. And
now I observe that the fifth eyelet is worn out, as though the
tongue of the clasp were accustomed to lie there. That seems to
argue a well-rounded form."

The cat curled her toes in contentment. The street was very still
outside. He murmured on: "Why should your mistress decorate
you with an article most necessary to her at all times? Anyway,
at most times. How did she come to slip this bit of silk and silver
about your neck? Was it the caprice of a moment,—when you,
before you had lost your pristine plumpness, marched singing
into her bedroom to bid her good-morning? Of course, and she
sat up among the pillows, her coiled hair tumbling to her
shoulders, as you sprang upon the bed purring: 'Good-day, my
lady.' Oh, it is very easy to understand," he yawned, resting his
head on the back of the chair. The cat still purred, tightening
and relaxing her padded claws over his knee. "Shall I tell you all
about her, cat? She is very beautiful—your mistress," he
murmured drowsily, "and her hair is heavy as burnished gold. I
could paint her,—not on canvas—for I should need shades and
tones and hues and dyes more splendid than the iris of a
splendid rainbow. I could only paint her with closed eyes, for in
dreams alone can such colours as I need be found. For her eyes, I
must have azure from skies untroubled by a cloud—the skies of
dreamland. For her lips, roses from the palaces of slumberland,
and for her brow, snow-drifts from mountains which tower in
fantastic pinnacles to the moons;—oh, much higher than our
moon here,—the crystal moons of dreamland. She is—very—
beautiful, your mistress."



The words died on his lips and his eyelids drooped. The cat, too,
was asleep, her cheek turned up upon her wasted flank, her
paws relaxed and limp. II "It is fortunate," said Severn, sitting up
and stretching, "that we have tided over the dinner hour, for I
have nothing to offer you for supper but what may be
purchased with one silver franc." The cat on his knee rose,
arched her back, yawned, and looked up at him. "What shall it
be? A roast chicken with salad? No? Possibly you prefer beef? Of
course,—and I shall try an egg and some white bread. Now for
the wines. Milk for you? Good. I shall take a little water, fresh
from the wood," with a motion toward the bucket in the sink.

He put on his hat and left the room. The cat followed to the
door, and after he had closed it behind him, she settled down,
smelling at the cracks, and cocking one ear at every creak from
the crazy old building. The door below opened and shut. The cat
looked serious, for a moment doubtful, and her ears flattened in
nervous expectation. Presently she rose with a jerk of her tail
and started on a noiseless tour of the studio. She sneezed at a
pot of turpentine, hastily retreating to the table, which she
presently mounted, and having satisfied her curiosity
concerning a roll of red modelling wax, returned to the door
and sat down with her eyes on the crack over the threshold.
Then she lifted her voice in a thin plaint. When Severn returned
he looked grave, but the cat, joyous and demonstrative,
marched around him, rubbing her gaunt body against his legs,
driving her head enthusiastically into his hand, and purring
until her voice mounted to a squeal. He placed a bit of meat,
wrapped in brown paper, upon the table, and with a penknife
cut it into shreds. The milk he took from a bottle which had
served for medicine, and poured it into the saucer on the
hearth. The cat crouched before it, purring and lapping at the
same time.

He cooked his egg and ate it with a slice of bread, watching her
busy with the shredded meat, and when he had finished, and



had filled and emptied a cup of water from the bucket in the
sink, he sat down, taking her into his lap, where she at once
curled up and began her toilet. He began to speak again,
touching her caressingly at times by way of emphasis. "Cat, I
have found out where your mistress lives. It is not very far
away;—it is here, under this same leaky roof, but in the north
wing which I had supposed was uninhabited. My janitor tells
me this. By chance, he is almost sober this evening. The butcher
on the rue de Seine, where I bought your meat, knows you, and
old Cabane the baker identified you with needless sarcasm.
They tell me hard tales of your mistress which I shall not
believe. They say she is idle and vain and pleasure-loving; they
say she is hare-brained and reckless. The little sculptor on the
ground floor, who was buying rolls from old Cabane, spoke to
me to-night for the first time, although we have always bowed
to each other. He said she was very good and very beautiful. He
has only seen her once, and does not know her name. I thanked
him;—I don't know why I thanked him so warmly. Cabane said,
'Into this cursed Street of the Four Winds, the four winds blow
all things evil.' The sculptor looked confused, but when he went
out with his rolls, he said to me, 'T am sure, Monsieur, that she is
as good as she is beautiful."

The cat had finished her toilet, and now, springing softly to the
floor, went to the door and sniffed. He knelt beside her, and
unclasping the garter held it for a moment in his hands. After a
while he said: "There is a name engraved upon the silver clasp
beneath the buckle. It is a pretty name, Sylvia Elven. Sylvia is a
woman's name, Elven is the name of a town. In Paris, in this
quarter, above all, in this Street of the Four Winds, names are
worn and put away as the fashions change with the seasons. I
know the little town of Elven, for there I met Fate face to face
and Fate was unkind. But do you know that in Elven Fate had
another name, and that name was Sylvia?" He replaced the
garter and stood up looking down at the cat crouched before the
closed door. "The name of Elven has a charm for me. It tells me



of meadows and clear rivers. The name of Sylvia troubles me
like perfume from dead flowers." The cat mewed.

"Yes, yes," he said soothingly, "I will take you back. Your Sylvia is
not my Sylvia; the world is wide and Elven is not unknown. Yet
in the darkness and filth of poorer Paris, in the sad shadows of
this ancient house, these names are very pleasant to me."

"Vang, vang," anh ndi nhe nhang, "Anh sé dua em vé. Sylvia clia
em khong phai 1a Sylvia cfia anh; thé gidi rong 16n va Elven
khong phai 1a khong biét. Nhung trong béng tdi va ban thiu ctia
Paris nghéo hon, trong nhiing béng den buén ctia ngdi nha co
nay, nhiing ci tén nay rat dé chiu véi anh."

He lifted her in his arms and strode through the silent corridors
to the stairs. Down five flights and into the moonlit court, past
the little sculptor's den, and then again in at the gate of the
north wing and up the worm-eaten stairs he passed, until he
came to a closed door. When he had stood knocking for a long
time, something moved behind the door; it opened and he went
in. The room was dark. As he crossed the threshold, the cat
sprang from his arms into the shadows. He listened but heard
nothing. The silence was oppressive and he struck a match. At
his elbow stood a table and on the table a candle in a gilded
candlestick. This he lighted, then looked around. The chamber
was vast, the hangings heavy with embroidery. Over the
fireplace towered a carved mantel, grey with the ashes of dead
fires. In a recess by the deep-set windows stood a bed, from
which the bedclothes, soft and fine as lace, trailed to the
polished floor. He lifted the candle above his head. A
handkerchief lay at his feet. It was faintly perfumed. He turned
toward the windows. In front of them was a canapé and over it
were flung, pell-mell, a gown of silk, a heap of lace-like
garments, white and delicate as spiders' meshes, long, crumpled
gloves, and, on the floor beneath, the stockings, the little
pointed shoes, and one garter of rosy silk, quaintly flowered and



fitted with a silver clasp. Wondering, he stepped forward and
drew the heavy curtains from the bed. For a moment the candle
flared in his hand; then his eyes met two other eyes, wide open,
smiling, and the candle-flame flashed over hair heavy as gold.
She was pale, but not as white as he; her eyes were untroubled
as a child's; but he stared, trembling from head to foot, while
the candle flickered in his hand. At last he whispered: "Sylvia, it
is I." Again he said, "It is I." Then, knowing that she was dead, he
kissed her on the mouth. And through the long watches of the
night the cat purred on his knee, tightening and relaxing her
padded claws, until the sky paled above the Street of the Four
Winds.

Anh 6m c6 gai trong long va budc qua nhung hanh lang im lang
dén cau thang. Xuong nam tang va vao san anh trang, qua
xudng diéu khic nhd, rdi lai vio canh biac va 1én nhiing bac cau
thang muc nat anh di, cho dén khi anh dén mdt canh ctta déng
kin. Khi anh d3 ding gd clta mot thdi gian dai, cé diéu gi d6 di
chuyén phia sau canh ctta; né mé ra va anh budc vao. Phong dé
t6i tam. Khi vugt qua ngudng clia, con méo nhay tit tay anh vao
béng tdi. Anh ling nghe nhung khéng nghe thay gi. Su im ling
ning né va anh bat diém. Bén canh anh c6 moét cai ban va trén
ban cé mot cay nén trong mdt chiéc dé nén ma vang. Anh thip
nén, roi nhin xung quanh. Phong réng 16n, rém ning né véi
nghé thuat théu. Phia trén bép Ia 1a mdt tdm lop dude khac,
mau xam véi tro clla nhitng Itta da tat. Trong mdt khe ndm siu
bdi cla s6 sdu ding modt chiée giudng, tit chiée chin, mém mai
va tinh t& nhu ren, kéo dai xuéng san béng. Anh gid cdy nén cao
hon dau. Mot chiéc khin tay dit & chan anh. Né nhe nhang
thom phtic. Anh quay sang cta s6. Phia trudc clta s6 12 mot ban
ghé dai va trén d6, tung ting, mot chiéc vay lua, mdt ddng quan
40 gidng nhu ren, trang va tinh té nhu soi to nhén, ging tay dai
nhau nhau, va, trén san bén dudi, la vé, nhiing d6i giay nhon
nhd, va mot day deo chan lua hdng, la mit véi hoa tiét hoa va cé
mdt khoéa bac. Anh bude vé phia trudc va kéo rém ning tit
giudng. Mot liic cAy nén siang 1én trong tay anh; sau dé, anh mit



anh gip 4nh mit khac, md to, tuoi cudi, va ngon 1ta nén 1ée
sang trén mai téc day nhu vang. C6 gai tring béch, nhung
khoéng tring bang anh; d6i mat c6 thanh than nhu ctia moét dia
tré; nhung anh nhin cham chi, run 1én tit ddu dén chan, trong
khi cAy nén lung lay trong tay anh. Cudi cting anh thi thi tham:
"Sylvia, d6 1a anh." Lai ndi, "P6 1a anh." Sau @6, khi biét rang c6
da chét, anh hén ¢d vao méi. Va sudt nhiing gid dém dai, con
meéo rén ri trén dui anh, siét chit va ndi 16ng méng vuot dém
cia minh, cho dén khi bau trdi xdm dan trén Pho Gié Bon
Hudng.

THE STREET OF THE FIRST SHELL
PHO CUA QUA DAU TIEN

The room was already dark. The high roofs opposite cut off
what little remained of the December daylight. The girl drew
her chair nearer the window, and choosing a large needle,
threaded it, knotting the thread over her fingers. Then she
smoothed the baby garment across her knees, and bending, bit
off the thread and drew the smaller needle from where it rested
in the hem. When she had brushed away the stray threads and
bits of lace, she laid it again over her knees caressingly. Then
she slipped the threaded needle from her corsage and passed it
through a button, but as the button spun down the thread, her
hand faltered, the thread snapped, and the button rolled across
the floor. She raised her head. Her eyes were fixed on a strip of
waning light above the chimneys. From somewhere in the city
came sounds like the distant beating of drums, and beyond, far
beyond, a vague muttering, now growing, swelling, rumbling in
the distance like the pounding of surf upon the rocks, now like
the surf again, receding, growling, menacing. The cold had
become intense, a bitter piercing cold which strained and
snapped at joist and beam and turned the slush of yesterday to
flint. From the street below every sound broke sharp and
metallic—the clatter of sabots, the rattle of shutters or the rare



sound of a human voice. The air was heavy, weighted with the
black cold as with a pall. To breathe was painful, to move an
effort.

Phong d3 téi. Nhitng mai cao d6i dién che khuat nhiing tia sing
cudi clng clia 4nh sing ban mai thang Mudi Hai. C6 gai kéo
chiéc ghé gan hon véi clta s6, chon mét cay kim 18n, ludn chi va
budc chi qua ngdn tay. Sau do, c6 lam phing manh vai cho tré so
sinh trén dui, va cdi xuéng, cin dut chi va rat cdy kim nhd ti
noi né nim trong vién. Khi ¢d di lau sach nhiing sgi chi rdi va
manh ren, c6 lai dit né 1én dti minh mét cach du yém. Sau dé,
6 trugt cay kim ludn qua nit 4o tit nguc va dua né qua mot cai
ntt, nhung khi nat quay xudng diy, tay cé lung tung, chi dt, va
nut 1an trén san. C6 ngtta dau 1én. P6i mit c6 nhin cham cham
vao manh sing dan trén cic 6ng khoéi. Tit ndi d6 trong thanh
phé vang 1én nhitng 4m thanh gidng nhu tiéng trong xa xim, va
xa hon, xa x6i, mét sy 14m bam md ho, gid dang ting 1én, 16n
manh, gam rd & xa nhu tiéng séng dap vao d4, gis lai giong nhu
séng, 11 lai, gdm r1, de doa. C4i lanh trd nén cyc ky khac nghiét,
mdt lanh cham choc ding cay, kéo va dit giy & c6t va dam va
bién dong da lanh cfia ngay héom qua thanh d4 1a. Tit dudng
pho dudi d6, moi 4m thanh pha v& sic va kim loai—tiéng vong
ctla nhiing chiéc xing dan, tiéng kéu ri rao cla clita s6 hoic tiéng
néi hiém hoi cia mét giong ngudi. Khéng khi ning né, chat
ngap bdi cai lanh den nhu mot chiéc man. Hit thd dau dén, di
chuyén 13 mot nd luc.

In the desolate sky there was something that wearied, in the
brooding clouds, something that saddened. It penetrated the
freezing city cut by the freezing river, the splendid city with its
towers and domes, its quays and bridges and its thousand
spires. It entered the squares, it seized the avenues and the
palaces, stole across bridges and crept among the narrow streets
of the Latin Quarter, grey under the grey of the December sky.
Sadness, utter sadness. A fine icy sleet was falling, powdering
the pavement with a tiny crystalline dust. It sifted against the



window-panes and drifted in heaps along the sill. The light at
the window had nearly failed, and the girl bent low over her
work. Presently she raised her head, brushing the curls from her
eyes.

Trong bau trdi hoang ving cé mdt cii gi d6 mét mdi, trong
nhiing ddm mAy u 4m, c6 mdt cai gi d6 1am budn. N6 xAm nhip
vao thanh pho lanh gi4 béi dong séng lanh gia, thanh pho tuyét
dep véi nhiing thép va nhitng méi vom, nhitng bén cédng va cau
va nhiing nghm thap. N6 xam nhip vao cac quang trucng,
chiém linh cac con c’[IIdng va cung dién, trdi qua cic ciy cau va
trudn qua nhitng con phd nhd cia Quin Latin, xdm dudi bau
trdi thang Mudi Hai xdm. Budn b3, budn bi tét cing. Mot loai
mua tuyét nhe dang roi, phl 1én 16i di véi mot 16p bui tinh thé
nhd. N6 troi qua clta s6 va dong thanh c’[dng day dac doc theo
mep clia s6. Anh sang & clta sO da gan nhu tat, va cd gal cudi thap
dau trén céng viéc clia minh. Chang bao 1au, c6 nglta dau 1én,
chai nhiing sgi téc khdi mit.

"Tack?"

"Tack?"

"Dearest?"

"Dau yéu?"

"Don't forget to clean your palette."

"Pling quén 1am sach bang mau ciia minh."

He said, "All right," and picking up the palette, sat down upon
the floor in front of the stove. His head and shoulders were in
the shadow, but the firelight fell across his knees and
glimmered red on the blade of the palette-knife. Full in the
firelight beside him stood a colour-box. On the lid was carved,



Anh néi, "Pudc r6i," va nhit bAng mau, ngdi xudéng trudc 16 sudi.
Pau va vai anh trong béng t6i, nhung anh lta roi qua dui anh va
phan chiéu mau d4 sang trén 1udi kéo bang mau. Ngay bén canh
anh, day anh sang Iita, diing mot hdp mau. Trén nap dudc khic,

This inscription was ornamented with an American and a
French flag.

Dong chit ndy dugc trang tri bang 14 ¢ My va Phap.

The sleet blew against the window-panes, covering them with
stars and diamonds, then, melting from the warmer air within,
ran down and froze again in fern-like traceries.

Loai mua tuyét thoi vao clta s6, phtl chiing bang nhiing vi sao va
kim cuong, sau dé, tan chay ti khéng khi am bén trong, chay
xudng va lai déng bang thanh nhiing hoa van giong nhu cay
duong.

A dog whined and the patter of small paws sounded on the zinc
behind the stove.

Mot con ché rén ri va tiéng budc nhe nhang ctia ban chan nhd
vang l1én trén tam kém phia sau 10 suéi.

"Jack, dear, do you think Hercules is hungry?"

"Jack, dau yéu, anh nghi Hercules d6i khéng?"

The patter of paws was redoubled behind the stove.
Tiéng budc nhe nhang ting gip doi

She watched him fill for her the alcohol lamp, and when he had
lighted it and had taken his hat to go, she jumped up and clung
to him in silence. After a moment he said: "Now, Sylvia,
remember my courage is sustained by yours. Come, I must go!"



She did not move, and he repeated: "I must go." Then she
stepped back and he thought she was going to speak and
waited, but she only looked at him, and, a little impatiently, he
kissed her again, saying: "Don't worry, dearest."

C6 4y nhin anh d6 dau vio binh cén cho ¢6, va khi anh d3 thap
nén va lay mii ra di, c6 nhay diy va 6m chit anh ma khéng néi
mdt tiéng. Sau mot ldc anh ndi: "Bay gid, Sylvia, hiy nhd rang
sic manh cda anh dudc duy tri bdi stic manh ctia c6. Pi di, anh
phai di!" €6 khong di chuyén, va anh Lip lai: "Anh phai di." Sau
dé c6 budc lui va anh nghi rang ¢d sé néi va doi, nhung c6 chi
nhin anh, va hoi nén néng, anh hén c6 mét 1an nita, ndi: "Pling
lo, em yéu!"

When he had reached the last flight of stairs on his way to the
street a woman hobbled out of the house-keeper's lodge waving
a letter and calling: "Monsieur Jack! Monsieur Jack! this was left
by Monsieur Fallowby!"

Khi anh da dat téi bic cau thang cudi ciing trén dudng ra pho,
mdt ngudi phu nit di qué tir 1éu clia ngudi trong coi nhi vo tay
manh va goi: "Ong Jack! Ong Jack! cai nay dudc bd lai bdi 6ng
Fallowby!"

"All right," said Trent, with a smile, to the concierge; "but tell
me, how is Papa Cottard?"

"Bugc rdi," Trent néi véi nu cudi, véi bio vé; "nhung ndi cho t6i,
ong Cottard thé nao roi?"

Home? A garret absolutely bare, save for the iron bedstead in
the corner and the iron basin and pitcher on the floor.

Nha? M6t gc xép hoan toan tran trui, chi trit cai giudng sat &
gbc va chau va binh nudc sat trén san.

How old are you?" he demanded. "Sixteen."



"Anh bao nhiéu tudi?" anh héi. "Mudi sau."

Trent laid his hand lightly on his friend's shoulder. "I'm twenty-
two, and I have the rights of a grandfather as far as you are
concerned. You'll do as I say until you're twenty-one." "The siege
will be over then, I hope," said Braith, trying to laugh, but the
prayer in their hearts: "How long, O Lord, how long!" was
answered by the swift scream of a shell soaring among the
storm-clouds of that December night.

Trent nhe nhang dit tay 1én vai cia ngudi ban. "T6i da hai muoci
hai tudi, va téi cé quyén nhu mot éng ndéi déi véi anh. Anh sé
1am theo nhu téi ndi cho dén khi anh hai muoi mét tuéi." "Khi
dé cudc vay sé két thic, t6i hy vong," Braith néi c6 cudi, nhung
15i cau nguyén trong 1ong ho: "Bao 1au, 6i Chua, bao lau!" da dugc
d4p lai bdi tiéng la hét nhanh nhen cia moét vién dan phéo vugt
1én gitia nhitng ddm mA&y bio cia dém thang Mudi Hai dé.

West, standing in the doorway of a house in the rue Serpentine,
was speaking angrily. He said he didn't care whether Hartman
liked it or not; he was telling him, not arguing with him. "You
call yourself an American!" he sneered; "Berlin and hell are full
of that kind of American. You come loafing about Colette with
your pockets stuffed with white bread and beef, and a bottle of
wine at thirty francs and you can't really afford to give a dollar
to the American Ambulance and Public Assistance, which
Braith does, and he's half starved!"

West, diing & ctia mét ngdi nha trén dudng Serpentine, dang néi
giin dit. Anh néi rang anh khéng quan tdm Hartman cé thich
hay khéng; anh dang néi v4i anh ta, khong phai tranh luin véi
anh ta. "Anh tu xung 1a ngudi Mj!" anh ché nhao; "Berlin va dia
nguc déu day ngudi My kiéu dé. Anh ludi biéng quanh Colette
vdi tai day banh mi trang va thit bo, va moét chai rugu gia ba
mudi franc va anh khéng thuc su dt kha ning & cho mot d6 la



cho H6i Ctu thuong va Hb trg Céng cdng M§, ma Braith di 1am,
va anh ta dang d6i dén nlta chét!"

"Could it be true? Who has heard the news? The shoemaker on
the rue de Buci had it from a Mobile who had heard a
Franctireur repeat it to a captain of the National Guard."

"Cé thé 1a dting khong? Ai d3 nghe tin ttc chua? Ngudi lam giay
trén dudng Buci nghe dudc tit modt ngudi Mobile nghe moét
Franctireur néi lai cho mét dai ta cia Quan Dan Phong."

Trent followed the throng surging through the rue de Seine to
the river. Rocket after rocket clove the sky, and now, from
Montmartre, the cannon clanged, and the batteries on
Montparnasse joined in with a crash. The bridge was packed
with people.

Trent theo sau doan ngudi dong dic tran qua dudng Seine dén
séng. Lan lugt cdc tén l@ta chia bau trdi, va bay gio, tu
Montmartre, phao cung lai vang len va cac phao trén
Montparnasse cling tham gia véi tiéng nd. Cau day ngudi.

Trent asked: "Who has seen the signals of the Army of the
Loire?" "We are waiting for them," was the reply.

Trent hoi: "Ai d3 thay tin hiéu clia Quan Pdi Loire chua?" "Chiung
t6i dang chd dgi chtiing," 1a ciu tra 16i.

He looked toward the north. Suddenly the huge silhouette of
the Arc de Triomphe sprang into black relief against the flash of
a cannon. The boom of the gun rolled along the quay and the
old bridge vibrated.

Anh nhin vé phia bic. Bat ngd béng den khong 16 ctia Céng Arc
de Triomphe nodi 1én trudc dnh sing cia mdét phdo. Tiéng nod
vang doc theo bén va cau cli rung lén.



"Has any one seen the signals yet?" he asked again. "We are
waiting," was the reply.

"C4 ai di thay tin hiéu chua?" anh héi lai. "Ching t6i dang chd
doi,"1a cau tra 16i.

"Yes, waiting," murmured a man behind him, "waiting, sick,
starved, freezing, but waiting. Is it a sortie? They go gladly. Is it
to starve? They starve. They have no time to think of surrender.
Are they heroes,—these Parisians? Answer me, Trent!"

"Vang, dang chd ddi," mdt ngudi dan dng tit phia sau anh 1dm
bam, "chd doi, 6m yéu, ddi, lanh 180, nhung dang chd doi. P6 1a
mot cude xudt kich chi? Ho di véi niém vui. P 1a dé chét déi
ch11? Ho chét déi. Ho khong cé thdi gian dé nghi dén dau hang.
Ho la anh huing, nhiing ngudi Paris nay a? Tra 101 t6i, Trent!"

The American Ambulance surgeon turned about and scanned
the parapets of the bridge. "Any news, Doctor," asked Trent
mechanically.

Bac si cttu thuong My quay lai va quét mit qua cac bic tudng
clia cau. "Co tin tic gi khong, Bac si," Trent hdéi mot cach tu
dong.

"News?" said the doctor; "I don't know any;—I haven't time to
know any. What are these people after?"

"Tin tic?" bac si ndi; "Toi khong biét gi cd;—t6i khong cé thoi
gian dé biét gi cd. Nhiing ngudi nay mudn gi?"

"They say that the Army of the Loire has signalled Mont
Valérien." "Poor devils." The doctor glanced about him for an
instant, and then: "I'm so harried and worried that I don't know
what to do. After the last sortie we had the work of fifty
ambulances on our poor little corps. To-morrow there's another



sortie, and I wish you fellows could come over to headquarters.
We may need volunteers. How is madame?" he added abruptly.

"Ho ndi rang Quan Poi Loire di giii tin hiéu dén Mont Valérien."
"Nhiing ngudi nghéo khd." Bac si quét &nh mat xung quanh mot
Itic, sau dé: "Tdi qua ban ron va lo 1ang nén khéng biét phai 1am
gi. Sau cudc xuat kich cudi cting chiing t6i da 1am viéc clia nam
muoi xe ciu thuong trén déi ngli nhé ctia chiing t6i. Ngay mai
sé cé mdt cudc xuit kich khac, va toi udc ciac ban cé thé dén tru
s&. Chung t6i c6 thé can tinh nguyén vién. Madame ciia ban thé
nao?" bac si thém vao mét cach d6t ngot.

"Well," replied Trent, "but she seems to grow more nervous
every day. I ought to be with her now."

"Vang," Trent tra 18i, "nhung c6 dy dudng nhu ngay cang lo lang
hon moi ngay. T6i nén G bén canh c¢6 ay ngay bay gid."

"Aux armes! Formez vos bataillons!" Around the room they
marched singing, "Marchons! Marchons!" with all their might,
while Fallowby with very bad grace, hammered on the table,
consoling himself a little with the hope that the exercise would
increase his appetite. Hercules, the black and tan, fled under the
bed, from which retreat he yapped and whined until dragged
out by Guernalec and placed in Odile's lap.

"Aux armes! Formez vos bataillons!" Xung quanh phong ho di
hat, "Marchons! Marchons!" hét stic manh, trong khi Fallowby
vdi tu thé khdng hai 1ong, dip vao ban, an Gi ban thin mét chut
v6i hy vong rang viéc tip luyén sé ting cudng su ngon miéng
ctla anh ta. Hercules, con ché mau den vi vang, chay tron dudi
giudng, tit ndi 4n ndu d4, né stia va rén cho dén khi bi Guernalec
kéo ra va dat 1én dui Odile.

"And now," said Trent gravely, when everybody was seated,
"listen!" and he read the menu. Fallowby applauded frantically,
and Sylvia served the soup. "Isn't it delicious?" sighed Odile.



Marie Guernalec sipped her soup in rapture. "Not at all like
horse, and I don't care what they say, horse doesn't taste like
beef," whispered Colette to West. Fallowby, who had finished,
began to caress his chin and eye the tureen. "Have some more,
old chap?" inquired Trent. "Monsieur Fallowby cannot have any
more," announced Sylvia; "I am saving this for the concierge."
Fallowby transferred his eyes to the fish. The sardines, hot from
the grille, were a great success. While the others were eating
Sylvia ran downstairs with the soup for the old concierge and
her husband, and when she hurried back, flushed and
breathless, and had slipped into her chair with a happy smile at
Trent, that young man arose, and silence fell over the table. For
an instant he looked at Sylvia and thought he had never seen
her so beautiful.

"Va bay gid," Trent nghiém tic néi, khi moi ngudi di ngbi, "ling
nghe di!" va anh ta doc thuc don. Fallowby v6 tay manh mé, va
Sylvia phuc vu mén sup. "Ngon khéng?" Odile thé dai. Marie
Guernalec nham stp cia minh vdi niém hin hoan. "Hoan toan
khéng giéng ngua, va téi khdng quan tdm ho ndi gi, thit ngua
khoéng cé vi nhu thit bd," Colette thi tham véi West. Fallowby, d3
in xong, bat dau vudt cam va nhin vio td. "An thém chut nila,
ldo ban?" Trent hdi. "Monsieur Fallowby khéng thé in thém
nita," Sylvia théng bdo; "T6i danh lai cho nguGi quan ly."
Fallowby chuyén 4nh mat sang moén cd. C4 ngll, néng tit 10
nudng, da thanh céng ruc rd. Trong khi nhiing ngudi khac dang
in, Sylvia chay xudng tang dudi vdi td stp cho ngudi quan Iy gia
va chong ctia ba, va khi 6 voi va trd lai, dd mit va ho then, va da
1én vio ghé véi nu cudi hanh phtic nhin Trent, chang trai tré
ding diy, va su im ling bao phd ban in. Trong mdt khoanh
khic anh nhin Sylvia va nghi ring anh chua bao gid thay c6 ay
dep dén vay.

Sylvia, little Sylvia, who shared with him his student life, —who
bore with him the dreary desolation of the siege without
complaint,—this slender blue-eyed girl whom he was so quietly



fond of, whom he teased or caressed as the whim suited, who
sometimes made him the least bit impatient with her
passionate devotion to him,—could this be the same Sylvia who
lay weeping there in the darkness?

Sylvia, bé Sylvia, ngudi di chia sé cudc sdng sinh vién véi anh,
ngudi di chiu dung c6 don va hoang vang clia cudc bao viy ma
khong than phién,—c6 gii manh mai véi d6i mit xanh nhd
nhan ma anh yéu mén mdt cich im ling, anh dua gidn hoic
vuot ve cd tly y, ngudi d6i khi khién anh hoi kiéu ngao véi sy
tdn tdm manh liét ctia c6,—liéu d6 cé phai 13 Sylvia cling nhu
vay, ngudi dang khéc niic nd & dé trong béng tdi?

Then he clinched his teeth. "Let him die! Let him die!"—but
then,—for Sylvia's sake, and,—for that other's sake,—Yes, he
would go,—he must go,—his duty was plain before him. But
Sylvia,—he could not be what he had been to her, and yet a
vague terror seized him, now all was said. Trembling, he struck
a light.

Sau d6, anh kep chit ring. "Dé anh ta chét di! P& anh ta chét
di!"—nhung sau d6,—vi 1gi ich ctia Sylvia, va,—vi 1oi ich ctia
nguoi kia,—Dung vdy, anh sé di,—anh phai di,—nhiém vu cda
anh rd rang trudc mat. Nhu:ng voi Sylv1a —anh khoéng thé 13
ngudi nhu trudc véi cb, va mot cdm gidc sg hdi mad hoé bao trium
anh, khi tat ci da ndi ra. Ring minh, anh bat dén.

She lay there, her curly hair tumbled about her face, her small
white hands pressed to her breast.

C6 nam dé, mai téc xodn réi quanh khudn mit, d6i ban tay
trang nho dat 1én nguc.

He could not leave her, and he could not stay. He never knew
before that he loved her. She had been a mere comrade, this girl
wife of his. Ah! he loved her now with all his heart and soul, and
he knew it, only when it was too late. Too late? Why? Then he



thought of that other one, binding her, linking her forever to
the creature, who stood in danger of his life. With an oath he
sprang to the door, but the door would not open,—or was it that
he pressed it back,—locked it,—and flung himself on his knees
beside the bed, knowing that he dared not for his life's sake
leave what was his all in life.

Anh khong thé rdi xa ¢6, va anh khong thé & lai. Anh chua bao
gid biét trudc raing anh yéu c6. C6 da chi1la moét ngudi ban dong
hanh, ngudi vg tré cia anh. Oi! anh yéu c6 bay gid véi tat ca trai
tim va linh hon, va anh biét diéu @6, chi khi d3 qua mudn. Mudn
mang? Tai sao? Sau d6 anh nghi dén ngudi kia, budc c6, lién két
c6 mai mii véi con ngudi dang ding trude nguy hiém ctia cude
dsi anh. Véi 16i nguyén réia, anh nhdy dén ctta, nhung clta
khong md ra,—hoic c6 phai anh diy né lai,—khda né,—va vo
minh xudng dau gdi bén canh giudng, biét ring vi mang séng
ctia minh, anh khéng dam r&i bd diéu quan trong nhat cudc ddi
anh.



III
III

It was four in the morning when he came out of the Prison of
the Condemned with the Secretary of the American Legation. A
knot of people had gathered around the American Minister's
carriage, which stood in front of the prison, the horses
stamping and pawing in the icy street, the coachman huddled
on the box, wrapped in furs. Southwark helped the Secretary
into the carriage, and shook hands with Trent, thanking him
for coming. "How the scoundrel did stare," he said; "your
evidence was worse than a kick, but it saved his skin for the
moment at least,—and prevented complications." The Secretary
sighed. "We have done our part. Now let them prove him a spy
and we wash our hands of him. Jump in, Captain! Come along,
Trent!" "I have a word to say to Captain Southwark, I won't
detain him," said Trent hastily, and dropping his voice,
"Southwark, help me now. You know the story from the
blackguard. You know the—the child is at his rooms. Get it, and
take it to my own apartment, and if he is shot, I will provide a
home for it." "I understand," said the Captain gravely. "Will you
do this at once?" "At once," he replied. Their hands met in a
warm clasp, and then Captain Southwark climbed into the
carriage, motioning Trent to follow; but he shook his head
saying, "Good-bye!" and the carriage rolled away.

Li Idc bon gid sang khi anh r&i khéi Nha Tu ctia Ké bi Két An
cung Thu Ky cta Pai St Quan My. Mot nhém ngudi da tu tip
xung quanh xe ngua cta BO Trudng My, ding trudc nha tu,
ngua d4d dap va dao dat trén con dudng ddéng biang, tai xé xe
ngua goi minh trong 18p 16ng. Southwark gitip Thu Ky 1én xe, va
bat tay v4i Trent, cAm on anh vi d3 dén. "Ké dé tién nhin nhu thé
nao," anh ay ndi; "bang chiing cfia ban té hon ca mot cu d3,
nhung di cttu duge da anh ta it nhat 14 trong liic ndy,—va ngin



chin nhiing ric réi." Thu Ky thd dai. "Chting ta d3 1am phan clia
minh réi. By gid dé€ ho chitng minh anh ta 14 mot diép vién va
chung ta rita tay sach sé. Lén xe, Pai uty! Theo t6i, Trent!" "T6i cé
mdt 161 mudn ndi véi Pai Gy Southwark, t6i sé khong giit anh ta
lai," Trent néi véi vang, va thi tham, "Southwark, gitp t6i di.
Anh biét ciu chuyén ti ké dé tién. Anh biét rang—dia tré &
phong anh ta. Lay né, va dua né dén cin ho cta téi, va néu anh
ta bi ban, tbi sé cung cAp mot mai Am cho nd." "Téi hiéy," Pai ty
tra 10i mot cach nghiém ttic. "Anh sé& 1am diéu nay ngay lap ttc
chi?" "Ngay lap tic," anh ta dap. Hai ban tay ctia ho gap nhau
trong mot cai bat tay Am 4p, va sau d6 Pai iy Southwark leo 1én
xe, ra dau cho Trent theo sau; nhung anh ta lic dau néi, "Tam
biét!" va xe 1an di.

He watched the carriage to the end of the street, then started
toward his own quarter, but after a step or two hesitated,
stopped, and finally turned away in the opposite direction.
Something—perhaps it was the sight of the prisoner he had so
recently confronted nauseated him. He felt the need of solitude
and quiet to collect his thoughts. The events of the evening had
shaken him terribly, but he would walk it off, forget, bury
everything, and then go back to Sylvia. He started on swiftly,
and for a time the bitter thoughts seemed to fade, but when he
paused at last, breathless, under the Arc de Triomphe, the
bitterness and the wretchedness of the whole thing—yes, of his
whole misspent life came back with a pang. Then the face of the
prisoner, stamped with the horrible grimace of fear, grew in the
shadows before his eyes. Sick at heart he wandered up and
down under the great Arc, striving to occupy his mind, peering
up at the sculptured cornices to read the names of the heroes
and battles which he knew were engraved there, but always the
ashen face of Hartman followed him, grinning with terror!—or
was it terror?>—was it not triumph?—At the thought he leaped
like a man who feels a knife at his throat, but after a savage
tramp around the square, came back again and sat down to
battle with his misery. The air was cold, but his cheeks were



burning with angry shame. Shame? Why? Was it because he
had married a girl whom chance had made a mother? Did he
love her? Was this miserable bohemian existence, then, his end
and aim in life? He turned his eyes upon the secrets of his heart,
and read an evil story,—the story of the past, and he covered his
face for shame, while, keeping time to the dull pain throbbing
in his head, his heart beat out the story for the future. Shame
and disgrace. Roused at last from a lethargy which had begun to
numb the bitterness of his thoughts, he raised his head and
looked about. A sudden fog had settled in the streets; the arches
of the Arc were choked with it. He would go home. A great
horror of being alone seized him. But he was not alone. The fog
was peopled with phantoms. All around him in the mist they
moved, drifting through the arches in lengthening lines, and
vanished, while from the fog others rose up, swept past and
were engulfed. He was not alone, for even at his side they
crowded, touched him, swarmed before him, beside him,
behind him, pressed him back, seized, and bore him with them
through the mist. Down a dim avenue, through lanes and alleys
white with fog, they moved, and if they spoke their voices were
dull as the vapour which shrouded them. At last in front, a bank
of masonry and earth cut by a massive iron barred gate towered
up in the fog. Slowly and more slowly they glided, shoulder to
shoulder and thigh to thigh. Then all movement ceased. A
sudden breeze stirred the fog. It wavered and eddied. Objects
became more distinct. A pallor crept above the horizon,
touching the edges of the watery clouds, and drew dull sparks
from a thousand bayonets. Bayonets—they were everywhere,
cleaving the fog or flowing beneath it in rivers of steel. High on
the wall of masonry and earth a great gun loomed, and around
it figures moved in silhouettes. Below, a broad torrent of
bayonets swept through the iron barred gateway, out into the
shadowy plain. It became lighter. Faces grew more distinct
among the marching masses and he recognized one. "You,
Philippe!" The figure turned its head. Trent cried, "Is there room
for me?" but the other only waved his arm in a vague adieu and



was gone with the rest. Presently the cavalry began to pass,
squadron on squadron, crowding out into the darkness; then
many cannon, then an ambulance, then again the endless lines
of bayonets. Beside him a cuirassier sat on his steaming horse,
and in front, among a group of mounted officers he saw a
general, with the astrakan collar of his dolman turned up about
his bloodless face. Some women were weeping near him and
one was struggling to force a loaf of black bread into a soldier's
haversack. The soldier tried to aid her, but the sack was
fastened, and his rifle bothered him, so Trent held it, while the
woman unbuttoned the sack and forced in the bread, now all
wet with her tears. The rifle was not heavy. Trent found it
wonderfully manageable. Was the bayonet sharp? He tried it.
Then a sudden longing, a fierce, imperative desire took
possession of him. "Chouette!" cried a gamin, clinging to the
barred gate, "encore toi mon vieux?" Trent looked up, and the
rat-killer laughed in his face. But when the soldier had taken the
rifle again, and thanking him, ran hard to catch his battalion, he
plunged into the throng about the gateway. "Are you going?" he
cried to a marine who sat in the gutter bandaging his foot. "Yes."
Then a girl—a mere child—caught him by the hand and led him
into the café which faced the gate. The room was crowded with
soldiers, some, white and silent, sitting on the floor, others
groaning on the leather-covered settees. The air was sour and
suffocating. "Choose!" said the girl with a little gesture of pity;
"they can't go!" In a heap of clothing on the floor he found a
capote and képi. She helped him buckle his knapsack, cartridge-
box, and belt, and showed him how to load the chasse-pot rifle,
holding it on her knees. When he thanked her she started to her
feet. "You are a foreigner!" "American," he said, moving toward
the door, but the child barred his way. "I am a Bretonne. My
father is up there with the cannon of the marine. He will shoot
you if you are a spy." They faced each other for a moment. Then
sighing, he bent over and kissed the child. "Pray for France, little
one," he murmured, and she repeated with a pale smile: "For
France and you, beau Monsieur." He ran across the street and



through the gateway. Once outside, he edged into line and
shouldered his way along the road. A corporal passed, looked at
him, repassed, and finally called an officer. "You belong to the
60th," growled the corporal looking at the number on his képi.
"We have no use for Franc-tireurs," added the officer, catching
sight of his black trousers. "I wish to volunteer in place of a
comrade," said Trent, and the officer shrugged his shoulders
and passed on.

Anh nhin theo chiéc xe dén cudi con phd, sau dé bat dau di vé
phia khu riéng ctia minh, nhung sau mét hoac hai budc thi do
du, ditng lai, va cudi cling quay di huéng ngudc lai. Cé diéu gi dé
—cé 18 13 viée nhin thay ké bi giam gi{t ma anh vita d6i mat gﬁn
day khién anh cdm thdy budn nén. Anh cdm théy can phai &
moOt minh va yen tinh dé thu thap suy nghi clia minh. NhLIng su
kién trong budi toi di lam rung chuyen anh mot cach ghé gém,
nhung anh sé di bé dé€ quén, chén vii moi thit, va sau dé quay
trdlai véi Sylvia. Anh bit dau di nhanh, va mét théi gian, nhiing
suy nghi dang cay dudng nhu phai nhat, nhung khi anh ding
lai cudi cting, hét hoi, dudi Champs-Elysées, sy dang cay va dau
khd cia moi thi—dung vay, clia ca cudc ddi bi lang phi ctia anh
quay trd lai véi moét ct soc. Sau d6, khudén mat ctia ké bi giam
gitt, ddnh dau bing biéu hién kinh hoang ctia néi s¢ hii, 16n dan
trong bong toi trudce mat anh. Pau khd trong long anh lang
thang 1én va xuéng dudi Champs-Elysées, co gang chiém tam tri
ctia minh, nhin 1én cac btic tugng trang tri d& doc tén ctia nhiing
anh hfmg va trin ddnh ma anh biét di dugc khic & 4, nhung
luén ludén khudén mat bac ctia Hartman theo anh, mim cudi
trong nodi sg hiil—hoic cé phai 1a sg hii khéng?—nd ¢ phai la
chién thing khong?—Khi nghi dén d4, anh nhay 1én nhu mét
ngudi cam thay dao gim & 6, nhung sau mot vong dién cuéng
xung quanh quang trudng, anh quay trd lai va ngdi xuéng dé
chién dau véi ndi dau. Khong khi lanh, nhung ma anh dang dé
bitng véi cAm gidc xau ho tic gidn. Xau h6? Tai sao? C6 phai vi
anh d3a két hén véi mot c6 gai ma co duyén di 1am me? Anh yéu
c6 ay chi1? Cudc sdng bohemi xau xi nay, vay thi, cé phai 1a muc



dich cudi cling clia anh trong cudc séng? Anh quay mat nhin
vao nhiing bi mat trong trai tim minh, va doc mét cau chuyén
dc,—cAiu chuyén ctia qua khi, va anh che kin mit vi xau hg,
trong khi, hoa nhip véi con dau nhat nhéo dap trong dau, trai
tim anh doc cau chuyén cho tudng lai. Xau hé va nhuc nhi. Cudi
cling, anh tinh gidc tit mot trang thai budn ngti ma da bat dau
lam té liét sy dang cay trong suy nghi clia minh, anh nang dau
1én va nhin xung quanh. M6t suong mu bat ngd di giing trén
cic con dudng; nhiing canh vom cia Champs-Elysées bi nghet
kin béi né. Anh sé vé nha. M6t ndi kinh hoang 16n vé viéc 3 mot
minh bao trim anh. Nhung anh khéng phai mét minh. Suong
mu day ngudi. Xung quanh anh trong suong mu ho di chuyén,
trdéi qua cac canh vom theo cic hang dai, va bién mat, trong khi
tll suong mu, nhitng ngudi khac néi 1én, lao qua va bi chim. Anh
khéng phai mo6t minh, vi ngay ca bén canh anh ho déng dtc,
cham vao anh, bao vay truéc mat anh, bén canh anh, sau lung
anh, ddy anh trd lai, chiém 1y, va kéo anh véi ho qua suong mi.
Doc theo mdt con dudng hep, qua nhiing con hém va ngd trang
véi suong mi, ho di chuyén, va néu ho ndi thi giong néi ctia ho
nhat nhéo nhu hoi nudc che phtt ho. Cudi cling & phia trudc,
mdt biic tudng tit gach va dat dudc cit bdi mot cong sat khong
16 ndi 1én trong suong mi. Chdm rdi va cang cham rii ho trugt
qua, vai sat vai va dui sat dti. Rdi moi chuyén déng ding lai.
Mot con gié @6t ngdt thoi tung suong mil. N6 lung lay va xody.
Do vat trd nén rd rang hon. Mot vé tai nhot lan tit chan trdi,
cham vao mép ctia nhitng ddm ma

Nobody paid much attention to him, one or two merely
glancing at his trousers. The road was deep with slush and
mud-ploughed and torn by wheels and hoofs. A soldier in front
of him wrenched his foot in an icy rut and dragged himself to
the edge of the embankment groaning. The plain on either side
of them was grey with melting snow. Here and there behind
dismantled hedge-rows stood wagons, bearing white flags with
red crosses. Sometimes the driver was a priest in rusty hat and
gown, sometimes a crippled Mobile. Once they passed a wagon



driven by a Sister of Charity. Silent empty houses with great
rents in their walls, and every window blank, huddled along the
road. Further on, within the zone of danger, nothing of human
habitation remained except here and there a pile of frozen
bricks or a blackened cellar choked with snow.

Khong ai d€ y dén anh ta nhiéu, chi mét hoidc hai ngudi chi nhin
thodng qua quan 4o ctia anh ta. Con dudng lap day bun va lay, bi
cay xd6i va xé rach bdi banh xe va méng ngua. Mot linh trudc mat
anh ta vit chan vao moét vét bang gid va kéo minh dén mé by dé
rén ri. Canh dit phang hai bén ho xdm vdi tuyét tan chay. Pau
dau sau hang rao bi thdo d& ding nhiing chiéc xe ngya, mang
theo 14 ¢& trang véi chit thip d6. P6i khi ngudi 14i 1a mét linh
muc trong mii va 4o ri sét, d6i khi 12 mot ngudi tan tat. Mot 1an
ho di qua moét chiéc xe ngua do M6t Nit Tu tit Thién 14i. Nhiing
cin nha trong khéng véi nhitng vét niit 16n trén tudng, moi clia
s6 déu trong tron, bay ra doc theo con dudng. Phia xa hon, trong
khu vuc nguy hiém, khéng con gi clia ndi & con ngudi con lai
ngoai trit d6i khi moét ddng gach da déng bing hoic mdt cin
ham den bi ngap chét bdi tuyét.

For some time Trent had been annoyed by the man behind him,
who kept treading on his heels. Convinced at last that it was
intentional, he turned to remonstrate and found himself face to
face with a fellow-student from the Beaux Arts. Trent stared. "I
thought you were in the hospital!" The other shook his head,
pointing to his bandaged jaw. "I see, you can't speak. Can I do
anything?" The wounded man rummaged in his haversack and
produced a crust of black bread. "He can't eat it, his jaw is
smashed, and he wants you to chew it for him," said the soldier
next to him. Trent took the crust, and grinding it in his teeth
morsel by morsel, passed it back to the starving man.

Mot thdi gian Trent d3 bi quay rdi bdi ngudi phia sau anh ta,
ngudi luén dap vao got chin ctia anh. Tin chac cudi cung rang
do 1a c0 y, anh quay lai dé than phién va phat hién minh dang



do6i dién véi mot ban cting hoc tit Beaux Arts. Trent nhin cham
chiam. "T6i nghi ban dang & bénh vién!" Ngudi kia ldc dau, chi
vao ham bi bang bé. "T6i hiéu rdi, ban khéng thé ndi. Téi ¢ thé
glup gi khong"' Ngudi bi thudng luc loi trong ba 16 va rat ra mot
miéng banh mau den. "Anh &y khong thé dn dudc, ham bi v3, va
anh 4y muoén ban nhai cho anh 4y," linh bén canh néi. Trent 1ldy
miéng banh, va nghién nat né bang ring ting miéng, dua lai
cho ngudi dang doi.

From time to time mounted orderlies sped to the front, covering
them with slush. It was a chilly, silent march through sodden
meadows wreathed in fog. Along the railroad embankment
across the ditch, another column moved parallel to their own.
Trent watched it, a sombre mass, now distinct, now vague, now
blotted out in a puff of fog. Once for half-an-hour he lost it, but
when again it came into view, he noticed a thin line detach
itself from the flank, and, bellying in the middle, swing rapidly
to the west. At the same moment a prolonged crackling broke
out in the fog in front. Other lines began to slough off from the
column, swinging east and west, and the crackling became
continuous. A battery passed at full gallop, and he drew back
with his comrades to give it way. It went into action a little to
the right of his battalion, and as the shot from the first rifled
piece boomed through the mist, the cannon from the
fortifications opened with a mighty roar.

Thinh thodng, nhiing ngudi 6n dinh trén ngua lao tdi phia
trudc, bao pht ho bang 16p bun. P4 14 mét cudce di chuyén lanh
180 va yén binh qua nhiing canh déng am uét bi viy trong
sudng mi.. Doc theo bii dit cao clia dudng sit bing qua rinh,
mdt ot khac di chuyén song song vdi cot ctia ho. Trent nhin
theo, mot khoi khi u 4m, gid rd rang, gid ma ho, gid bi che khuat
trong mot dam suong. Mot 1an trong nita gid anh mat né, nhung
khi né lai xuat hién, anh nhin ra mét dudng manh nay ra khai
canh, va, phong & giita, nhanh chéng quay vé phia tay. Cling ltc
dé, mot tiéng rit dai bat dau pha ra trong suong mu phia trudc.



Cac dudng khac bat dau rdi ra khdi cdt, quay vé phia déng va
phia tiy, va tiéng rit trd nén lién tuc. Mot don vi phéo di qua véi
tdc d6 chay ca ngua, va anh ruat lui cling déong d6i dé nhudng
dudng. N6 bat dau hanh déng mot chut vé phia bén phai clia
tiéu doan cfia anh, va khi tiéng phdo tit khau sting dau tién vong
qua suong, phéo tit cong trinh phong thii bat dau vang vong
mot cach hung manh.

The colonel sat heavily upon his horse, his bullet-shaped head
buried in the astrakan collar of his dolman, his fat legs sticking
straight out in the stirrups. The buglers clustered about him
with bugles poised, and behind him a staff-officer in a pale blue
jacket smoked a cigarette and chatted with a captain of hussars.
From the road in front came the sound of furious galloping and
an orderly reined up beside the colonel, who motioned him to
the rear without turning his head. Then on the left a confused
murmur arose which ended in a shout. A hussar passed like the
wind, followed by another and another, and then squadron
after squadron whirled by them into the sheeted mists. At that
instant the colonel reared in his saddle, the bugles clanged, and
the whole battalion scrambled down the embankment, over the
ditch and started across the soggy meadow. Almost at once
Trent lost his cap. Something snatched it from his head, he
thought it was a tree branch. A good many of his comrades
rolled over in the slush and ice, and he imagined that they had
slipped. One pitched right across his path and he stopped to
help him up, but the man screamed when he touched him and
an officer shouted, "Forward! Forward!" so he ran on again. It
was a long jog through the mist, and he was often obliged to
shift his rifle. When at last they lay panting behind the railroad
embankment, he looked about him. He had felt the need of
action, of a desperate physical struggle, of killing and crushing.
He had been seized with a desire to fling himself among masses
and tear right and left. He longed to fire, to use the thin sharp
bayonet on his chasse-pot. He had not expected this. He wished
to become exhausted, to struggle and cut until incapable of



lifting his arm. Then he had intended to go home. He heard a
man say that half the battalion had gone down in the charge,
and he saw another examining a corpse under the
embankment. The body, still warm, was clothed in a strange
uniform, but even when he noticed the spiked helmet lying a
few inches further away, he did not realize what had happened.

Pai t4 ngdi ning né trén ngua, dau hinh vién dan chi chén sau
vao cd 16ng astrakan cfia bo 4o 16ng, d6i chan map dua thang ra
ngoai trong d& ngua. Nhiing ngudi théi kén tip trung xung
quanh 6ng véi kén sin sang, va phia sau 6ng, mot s quan trang
4o xanh nhat dang hut thudc 14 va trd chuyén véi mot dai ty
ctia hussars. Tit con dudng phia trude vang 1én tiéng dap ngua
dit d6i va mét ngudi linh giao 1énh ding bén canh dai t4, 6ng chi
1én phia sau ma khéng quay dau. Sau d6, phia bén trai, mot su
6n 20 13n 16n ndi 1én két thic bang moét tiéng ho vang 1én. Mot
hussar lao qua nhu gié, dudc theo sau bdi mot ngudi khac va
mot ngudi khac nita, sau d6 tung doi sau doi xoay quanh ho vao
trong nhitng dam suong. Ngay ltc d6, dai ta giut minh trong
yén ngua, cac kén kén nhao vao, va ca tiéu doan lao xudng bai
dat cao, qua ranh va bat dau biang qua canh déng 4m uét. Gan
nhu ngay l4p ttc Trent mat mii. Mot cai gi d6 nhac né tit dau,
anh nghi d6 14 m&t canh cay. Mot s6 dong ddi clia anh lin ra trén
bun va bang, va anh tudng riang ho da trugt chan. Mot ngudi
ngi ngay trén dudng di clia anh va anh ding lai dé gitip anh ta
dung day, nhung ngudi d6 kéu 1én khi anh cham vao va mot si
quan ho hét, "Tién 1én! Tién 1én!" vi viy anh lai chay tiép. P6 1a
mdt cude chay dai qua sudng, va anh thudng phai thay d6i vi tri
sung trudng. Khi cudi cing ho nadm thd hon hén sau bai dat cao
ctia dudng sit, anh nhin xung quanh. Anh d3 cam thay nhu cau
hanh ddng, clia cudc diu tranh thé chat tuyét vong, clia giét
chét va dé nat. Anh bi mac ket v4i mong muén nhay vao dam
d6ng va xé hai bén. Anh khao khat bin, stt dung chiéc dao méng
sac bén trén khiu sing clla minh. Anh khéng mong dgi diéu
ndy. Anh mudn minh mét méi, dau tranh va chém cho dén khi
khong thé nang canh tay. Sau d6 anh di du dinh vé nha. Anh



nghe mot ngudi ndi raing mot nita tiéu doan di bi ha guc trong
cudc tan cong, va anh thdy mdt ngudi khic dang kiém tra mot
x4c dudi bai dat cao. Co thé, van Am, mic bd d6 1i 1a, nhung ngay
cd khi anh ch1 ¥ thay mi sitng nim vai inch xa hon, anh khéng
nhin ra da xay ra chuyén gi.

Then the battalion crawled over the embankment and moved
along the lines of twisted rails. Trent rolled up his trousers and
tucked them into his woollen socks: but they halted again, and
some of the men sat down on the dismantled railroad track.
Trent looked for his wounded comrade from the Beaux Arts. He
was standing in his place, very pale. The cannonade had
become terrific. For a moment the mist lifted. He caught a
glimpse of the first battalion motionless on the railroad track in
front, of regiments on either flank, and then, as the fog settled
again, the drums beat and the music of the bugles began away
on the extreme left. A restless movement passed among the
troops, the colonel threw up his arm, the drums rolled, and the
battalion moved off through the fog. They were near the front
now for the battalion was firing as it advanced. Ambulances
galloped along the base of the embankment to the rear, and the
hussars passed and repassed like phantoms. They were in the
front at last, for all about them was movement and turmoil,
while from the fog, close at hand, came cries and groans and
crashing volleys. Shells fell everywhere, bursting along the
embankment, splashing them with frozen slush. Trent was
frightened. He began to dread the unknown, which lay there
crackling and flaming in obscurity. The shock of the cannon
sickened him. He could even see the fog light up with a dull
orange as the thunder shook the earth. It was near, he felt
certain, for the colonel shouted "Forward!" and the first
battalion was hastening into it. He felt its breath, he trembled,
but hurried on. A fearful discharge in front terrified him.
Somewhere in the fog men were cheering, and the colonel's
horse, streaming with blood plunged about in the smoke.
Another blast and shock, right in his face, almost stunned him,



and he faltered. All the men to the right were down. His head
swam; the fog and smoke stupefied him. He put out his hand for
a support and caught something. It was the wheel of a gun-
carriage, and a man sprang from behind it, aiming a blow at his
head with a rammer, but stumbled back shrieking with a
bayonet through his neck, and Trent knew that he had killed.
Mechanically he stooped to pick up his rifle, but the bayonet
was still in the man, who lay, beating with red hands against
the sod. It sickened him and he leaned on the cannon. Men were
fighting all around him now, and the air was foul with smoke
and sweat. Somebody seized him from behind and another in
front, but others in turn seized them or struck them solid blows.
The click! click! click! of bayonets infuriated him, and he
grasped the rammer and struck out blindly until it was shivered
to pieces. A man threw his arm around his neck and bore him to
the ground, but he throttled him and raised himself on his
knees. He saw a comrade seize the cannon, and fall across it
with his skull crushed in; he saw the colonel tumble clean out of
his saddle into the mud; then consciousness fled.

Sau dé, tiéu doan bod qua dé va di chuyén doc theo nhiing doan
dudng sit uén cong. Trent cudén quan 4o bén trong vi nhét
chiing vao tat len cia minh: nhung ho lai ditng lai, va mot so6
ngudi ngbdi xudng trén doan dudng sat di thio dd. Trent tim
kiém ddng do6i bi thuong ti Beaux Arts. Anh ta dang ding & chd
ctia minh, rat tring. Su ban phdo trd nén dit déi. Trong mot
khodnh khic, suong mu dan tan di. Anh nhin thay tiéu doan
dau tién ding yén trén dudng sat phia trudc, cac trung doan &
hai bén, va sau @6, khi sudng mu tré lai, trong danh va 4m nhac
ctia kén bugle bat dau phat ra 8 ph1a xa bén trai cung. Mot sy
chuyen dong khong yén gilta quan doi, ngudi chi huy vay tay
1én, tréng vang, va t1eu doan di chuyen qua suong mu. Ho gan
phia trude bay gid vi tiéu doan dang ban khi tién vao. Xe cip cliu
chay nhu gié doc theo day dé phia sau, va hussars di qua lai nhu
30 anh. Ho cudi cling di & phia trudc, vi xung quanh ho déu 1a
su chuyén déng va hdn loan, trong khi tit suong mu, gan ké,



vang 1én nhiing tiéng kéu va rén va nhitng trdn phdo nd. Phao
dan roi khip noi, né doc theo dé, 1am bin ving ho bang bun da
lanh. Trent sg hii. Anh bit dau sg nhitng diéu chua biét, ma
nam & dé rit va bung chdy trong béng tdi. Su sdc tit phdo sting
lam anh ay budn nén. Anh thim chi con thiy suong mu sang
1én mot cach Am dam vd4i mau cam nhat khi sdm sét lam dat
rung 1én. N6 gan, anh chic chin cdm nhan dudc, vi chi huy hét
1én "Tién 1én!" va tiéu doan dau tién dang vdi vang tién vao dé.
Anh cdm nhin hoi thd ctia né, anh run 1én, nhung van vdi vang
di. M6t tran phdo nd dit déi phia trudc 1am anh sg hii. § dau dé
trong suong mi, ngudi ta dang cd vii, va ngua ctia chi huy, day
day mau, nhay nhét trong khéi. Mot vu nd va ct séc khac, ngay
trudc mit anh, gin nhu 1am anh hoa mat, va anh ling ting. Tat
cd nhitng ngudi & bén phai déu d6. Pau anh lung ting; suong
mu va khéi 1am anh mé mai. Anh vuon tay tim su hd trg va bat
duge mot cai gi @6. Pd 1a banh xe clia mot chiée xe phio, va mot
ngudi nhay ra ti phia sau né, nham mdt ci danh vao dau anh
v4i mot cdy dam, nhung vap ngi quay ra hét 1én vi mot cay dinh
bay qua cd, va Trent biét raing anh da giét ngudi. Cd hoc, anh cui
xudng nhit 1én sting trudng cia minh, nhung ciy dinh vin
dang & trong ngudi dé, ngudi dé nim, dap tay @ vao cb. N6 1am
anh budn nén va anh duya vao phdo. Moi ngudi dang chién dau
xung quanh anh bay gid, va khéng khi day khéi va mo hoi. Ai @
nam lay anh tit phia sau va mot ngudi khac tit phia trudc,
nhung ngudi khac lai nAm ho hoic ddnh ho manh mé. Tiéng
click! click! click! cia nhiing ciy dinh lam anh tic gidn, va anh
nam cay dam va ddnh manh mé ma khéng nhin cho dén khi né
bilam v& thanh tiing manh. Mot ngudi 6m canh anh va ddy anh
xudng dat, nhung anh nam c6 ho va diing 1én dau goi. Anh thay
mdt ddng d6i ndm 14y phdo, va ngd qua né véi dau bi nat éc; anh
thay chi huy ngi sach khdi yén ngua vao blin; sau d6 y thiic mat
di.

When he came to himself, he was lying on the embankment
among the twisted rails. On every side huddled men who cried
out and cursed and fled away into the fog, and he staggered to



his feet and followed them. Once he stopped to help a comrade
with a bandaged jaw, who could not speak but clung to his arm
for a time and then fell dead in the freezing mire; and again he
aided another, who groaned: "Trent, c'est moi—Philippe," until a
sudden volley in the midst relieved him of his charge. An icy
wind swept down from the heights, cutting the fog into shreds.
For an instant, with an evil leer the sun peered through the
naked woods of Vincennes, sank like a blood-clot in the battery
smoke, lower, lower, into the blood-soaked plain.

Khi anh tinh lai, anh dang nam trén bd dé gitta nhiing dudng sit
udn cong. Xung quanh anh 1a nhiing ngudi 6m nhau, kéu goi va
chiri ria va chay vao sudng mu, va anh 1ldo ddo ding diy va theo
ho. Mot 1an anh ding lai dé gitp mot ddng doi vdi cai cam bi
bing kin, ngudi khong thé néi chuyén nhung nam chit canh tay
anh mot thdi gian r6i ngi chét trong buin dang lanh; va moét 1an
nita anh gitp mot ngudi khac, ngudi rén: "Trent, c'est moi—
Philippe," cho dén khi mot loat dan bat ngd gitta chitng gii
thoat anh khéi nhiém vu ctia minh. M6t con gié lanh bac xuéng
ti nhitng ving cao, cit suong mu thanh tiing manh. Trong mot
khoanh khic, véi 4nh nhin dc y, mit tréi nhin qua khu riing
trin trui cia Vincennes, chim nhu mét cuc mau trong khoéi
phéo, thap hon, thap hon, vao canh déng ngip mau.

When midnight sounded from the belfry of St. Sulpice the gates
of Paris were still choked with fragments of what had once been
an army. They entered with the night, a sullen horde, spattered
with slime, faint with hunger and exhaustion. There was little
disorder at first, and the throng at the gates parted silently as
the troops tramped along the freezing streets. Confusion came
as the hours passed. Swiftly and more swiftly, crowding
squadron after squadron and battery on battery, horses
plunging and caissons jolting, the remnants from the front
surged through the gates, a chaos of cavalry and artillery
struggling for the right of way. Close upon them stumbled the
infantry; here a skeleton of a regiment marching with a



desperate attempt at order, there a riotous mob of Mobiles
crushing their way to the streets, then a turmoil of horsemen,
cannon, troops without, officers, officers without men, then
again a line of ambulances, the wheels groaning under their
heavy loads. Dumb with misery the crowd looked on.

Khi chubéng bdo nta dém vang lén tu thap chudng cuta St.
Sulpice, ctta thanh Paris van bi tic nghén bdi nhitng manh v&
ctia nhitng gi ting 1a mét d6i quin. Ho budc vao cung vdi dém,
mdt ddm déng u 4m, bi ban ban, mét mdi vdi ddi va kiét stc.
Ban dau khéng cé nhiéu hén loan, vi ddm déng & clta thanh
tach biét im lang khi quan d6i budc doc theo cac con dudng lanh
bubt. Sy hén loan dén khi gid tréi qua. Nhanh chéng va cang
nhanh chéng hon, tung don vi sau don vi va don vi phao sau
don vi phédo, ngua lao vao va xe chd phdo gidt manh, nhiing
ngudi con sdng sét tit phia trudc ddy manh qua ctta thanh, mét
hén loan cla ngua bd va phdo binh diu tranh cho quyén di
trudc. Gan ho 13 linh bd; & day 1a xac sdéng ctia mot trung doan di
vdi mot nd luc tuyét vong dé duy tri trat tu, & d6 1a mot bon dam
déng hén loan ctia Mobiles dé nit dudng ctia ho dén cac con
dudng, sau d6 12 mét cudc hon loan ctia ngudi cudi ngua, phao
binh, quan khong, si quan, si quan khéng c6 quan, sau do lai 1a
mdt hang xe cap cltu, banh xe rén dudi trong lugng ning né ciia
ching. Ngudi dan, cAm ling véi ndi dau, nhin xung quanh.

All through the day the ambulances had been arriving, and all
day long the ragged throng whimpered and shivered by the
barriers. At noon the crowd was increased ten-fold, filling the
squares about the gates, and swarming over the inner
fortifications. At four o'clock in the afternoon the German
batteries suddenly wreathed themselves in smoke, and the
shells fell fast on Montparnasse. At twenty minutes after four
two projectiles struck a house in the rue de Bac, and a moment
later the first shell fell in the Latin Quarter.



Suot ca ngay, xe cap cttu di dén, va sudt cd ngay, ddm déng rach
rudi rén ri va run 1én bédi cic rdo can. Vao lic trua, ddm d6ng da
ting gap mudi 1an, 14p day cidc quang trudng xung quanh cita
thanh, va bao pht trén cic cong trinh quin su bén trong. Vao
ltic bdn gid chiéu, cic phao Pic dot ngdt bao phi ban thian
chiing trong khoéi, va cac vién dan roi nhanh trén Montparnasse.
Hai muoi phtit sau bon gid, hai qua dan dip vao mot ngdi nha
trén dudng de Bac, va mot 14t sau, qua dan dau tién roi vao Khu
Latin.

Braith was painting in bed when West came in very much
scared. "I wish you would come down; our house has been
knocked into a cocked hat, and I'm afraid that some of the
pillagers may take it into their heads to pay us a visit to-night."
Braith jumped out of bed and bundled himself into a garment
which had once been an overcoat. "Anybody hurt?" he inquired,
struggling with a sleeve full of dilapidated lining. "No. Colette is
barricaded in the cellar, and the concierge ran away to the
fortifications. There will be a rough gang there if the
bombardment keeps up. You might help us—" "Of course," said
Braith; but it was not until they had reached the rue Serpente
and had turned in the passage which led to West's cellar, that
the latter cried: "Have you seen Jack Trent, to-day?" "No," replied
Braith, looking troubled, "he was not at Ambulance
Headquarters." "He stayed to take care of Sylvia, I suppose." A
bomb came crashing through the roof of a house at the end of

A crash from the outside, followed by a yell, cut him short; then
blow after blow shook the doors, until there came a sharp snap,
a clinking of metal and a triangular bit of iron fell inwards,
leaving a hole through which struggled a ray of light.

Mot tiéng ddng tit bén ngoai, tiép theo 12 mot tiéng la hét, di cat
ngan anh; sau do 1a tung cd danh lién tiép lam rung cta, cho
dén khi cé tiéng snap sac bén, tiéng kéu 1én ctia kim loai va mot



manh sit hinh tam giac roi vao bén trong, dé lai mot 16 thong
qua dé mot tia sang vat va.

Instantly West knelt, and shoving his revolver through the
aperture fired every cartridge. For a moment the alley
resounded with the racket of the revolver, then absolute silence
followed.

Ngay 14p ttic, West quy xudng, va day khau stng luc qua 16 hé
ban hét dan. Trong mét khoanh khac con hém vang 1én tiéng 6n
ao cuia khau sung luc, sau d6 im ling hoan toan tiép theo.

Presently a single questioning blow fell upon the door, and a
moment later another and another, and then a sudden crack
zigzagged across the iron plate.

Khéng lau sau, mot cit ddnh duy nhat dit dau cham héi trén
clta, va mot 1at sau lai 6 mot ci khac va mot ct khac nita, roi
mot vét nit d6t ngdt udn cong qua tam sat.

"Here," said West, seizing Colette by the wrist, "you follow me,
Braith!" and he ran swiftly toward a circular spot of light at the
further end of the cellar. The spot of light came from a barred
man-hole above. West motioned Braith to mount on his
shoulders.

"Day," West néi, ndm lay co6 tay ctia Colette, "em di theo t6i,
Braith!" va anh chay nhanh vé phia mét viing sang tron & cudi
cling clia tang ham. Ving sang @6 dén tit mot 16 trén tran dudc
che kin. West vay tay cho Braith 1én vai anh.

"Push it over. You must!" With little effort Braith lifted the
barred cover, scrambled out on his stomach, and easily raised
Colette from West's shoulders.

"Day né di. Em phai!" Véi sund luc nhd, Braith néng 1én nap che
bi gai, bo ra ngoai bang bung, va dé dang dua Colette ti vai ciia



West 1én.

"Quick, old chap!" cried the latter. Braith twisted his legs around
a fence-chain and leaned down again. The cellar was flooded
with a yellow light, and the air reeked with the stench of
petroleum torches. The iron door still held, but a whole plate of
metal was gone, and now as they looked a figure came creeping
through, holding a torch.

"Nhanh 1én, cu gia!" hét anh kia. Braith xoan chin minh quanh
chudi hang rao va cti ngudi xuéng. Tang ham ngip tran anh
sang mau vang, va khong khi thdm day mui cia ngon dudc dau
mo. Canh cilta sit vin con gift, nhung mot tdm sit toan bd di
bién mat, va bay gid khi ho nhin, mét hinh ddng dang bo qua,
cam mot ngon dudc.

"Quick!" whispered Braith. "Jump!" and West hung dangling
until Colette grasped him by the collar, and he was dragged out.
Then her nerves gave way and she wept hysterically, but West
threw his arm around her and led her across the gardens into
the next street, where Braith, after replacing the man-hole
cover and piling some stone slabs from the wall over it, rejoined
them. It was almost dark. They hurried through the street, now
only lighted by burning buildings, or the swift glare of the
shells.

"Nhanh 1én!" Braith thi thaAm. "Nhay!" va West treo 19 lting cho
dén khi Colette nam 14y cd 40 anh, va anh bi kéo ra. Sau dé, than
kinh ctia ¢6 dtt rudt va cdé khéc nac nghen, nhung West 6m cd
va dan ¢d qua vudn vao con phd tiép theo, noi Braith, sau khi
dit lai nap 16 trén va chat mot s6 vién d4 ti tudng 1én trén né,
da quay lai. B3 gan t6i. Ho vdi va qua con pho, gis chi dudc chiéu
sdng bdi nhiing toa nha dang chay hodc dnh sing chéi 10a cia
cac vién dan.



They gave wide berth to the fires, but at a distance saw the
flitting forms of pillagers among the débris. Sometimes they
passed a female fury crazed with drink shrieking anathemas
upon the world, or some slouching lout whose blackened face
and hands betrayed his share in the work of destruction. At last
they reached the Seine and passed the bridge, and then Braith
said: "I must go back. I am not sure of Jack and Sylvia." As he
spoke, he made way for a crowd which came trampling across
the bridge, and along the river wall by the d'Orsay barracks. In
the midst of it West caught the measured tread of a platoon. A
lantern passed, a file of bayonets, then another lantern which
glimmered on a deathly face behind, and Colette gasped,
"Hartman!" and he was gone.

Ho tranh xa nhiing ddm chdy, nhung tit xa nhin thay nhiing
hinh dang ludt qua ctia nhiing ké cudp gitia nhitng manh vun.
Poi khi ho di qua mdt ngudi phu nit dién cudng véi rugu, hét 15i
chiti ria thé gidi, hodc mét tén ludi nhac véi khuén mit va tay
den thui tiét 16 su tham gia cia anh ta vao cong viéc pha hiy.
Cudi cting ho dén bd sdng Seine va qua cau, va sau d6 Braith noi:
"T6i phai quay lai. T6i khéng chic vé Jack va Sylvia." Khi anh néi,
anh nhudng dudng cho mét ddm déng lao vao cau, va doc theo
b& sdng bdi quin ddi d'Orsay. Gilta ddm dbéng, West nghe thiy
tiéng budc di theo titng budc clia mot tiéu ddi. Mot cay dén qua,
mdt hang dinh bayonet, sau d6 mét ciy dén khac chiéu sang 1én
guong mat lanh lung phia sau, va Colette thd dai, "Hartman!" roi
anh di bién mat.

They peered fearfully across the embankment, holding their
breath. There was a shuffle of feet on the quay, and the gate of
the barracks slammed. A lantern shone for a moment at the
postern, the crowd pressed to the grille, then came the clang of
the volley from the stone parade.

Ho nhin ngé lo sg qua by dé, nham chit hoi thé. C6 tiéng xao xac
ctia chin trén bén, va canh ctta ctia cin cit quan ddi déng sam.



Mot ciy dén sang trong mot khodnh khac & cita sau, ddm déng
day nhau vao ludi sat, sau dé tiéng vang ctia loat dan tu 1€ hanh
quan da.

One by one the petroleum torches flared up along the
embankment, and now the whole square was in motion. Down
from the Champs Elysées and across the Place de la Concorde
straggled the fragments of the battle, a company here, and a
mob there. They poured in from every street followed by
women and children, and a great murmur, borne on the icy
wind, swept through the Arc de Triomphe and down the dark
avenue,—"Perdus! perdus!"

Mot cai mot cai, nhitng ciy dén dau mé bdc chdy doc theo bd d8,
va biy gid toan bd quing trudng déu hdi hop. Tt Champs
Elysées va qua Place de la Concorde, nhiing manh v§& cta tridn
chién 1an 16, mot d6i & day, va modt ddm & d6. Ho chay vao tit moi
con phd, dudc theo sau bdi phu nit va tré em, vai mdét Am thanh
16n, dudc mang trén con gié lanh, cuén cudén qua l'Arc de
Triomphe va doc theo con dudng tdi tim, "Perdus! perdus!"

A ragged end of a battalion was pressing past, the spectre of
annihilation. West groaned. Then a figure sprang from the
shadowy ranks and called West's name, and when he saw it was
Trent he cried out. Trent seized him, white with terror.

Mot doan quan tan tdc dang di qua, hinh béng cta su tiéu diét.
West kéu rén. Sau dé mot hinh dang nhay ra tit hang xép béng
t6i va goi tén West, va khi anh nhin thay d6 1a Trent anh hét 1én.
Trent nidm lay anh, tring béch vi sg hii.

"Sylvia?" West stared speechless, but Colette moaned, "Oh,
Sylvia! Sylvial—and they are shelling the Quarter!"

"Sylvia?" West nhin mat may, khéng thot nén 16i, nhung Colette
kéu 1én, "Oi, Sylvia! Sylvial—va ho dang danh phao vao Khu!"



"Trent!" shouted Braith; but he was gone, and they could not
overtake him.

"Trent!" Braith hét; nhung anh di bién mat, va ho khéong thé bt
kip anh.

The bombardment ceased as Trent crossed the Boulevard St.
Germain, but the entrance to the rue de Seine was blocked by a
heap of smoking bricks. Everywhere the shells had torn great
holes in the pavement. The café was a wreck of splinters and
glass, the book-store tottered, ripped from roof to basement,
and the little bakery, long since closed, bulged outward above a
mass of slate and tin.

Subin pha ngLIng lai khi Trent bang qua Boulevard St. Germain,
nhung 16i Vao duang de Seine bi chian bdi moét ddng gach dang
phét khéi. § moi noi, cac vién dan d4 tao ra nhung 16 16n trén
mait dudng. Quan ca phé trd thanh mét ddng vun va thiy tinh,
ctta hang sich lung lay, bi rach tit mai dén tang ham, va tiém
banh nhd, tit 1du d3 déng clia, phinh ra phia trudc trén moét khoi
da va ton.

He climbed over the steaming bricks and hurried into the rue de
Tournon. On the corner a fire blazed, lighting up his own street,
and on the bank wall, beneath a shattered gas lamp, a child was
writing with a bit of cinder. "HERE FELL THE FIRST SHELL."
The letters stared him in the face. The rat-killer finished and
stepped back to view his work, but catching sight of Trent's
bayonet, screamed and fled, and as Trent staggered across the
shattered street, from holes and crannies in the ruins fierce
women fled from their work of pillage, cursing him.

Anh vuct gua nhiing vién gach néng va vdi va vao du’dng de
Tournon. G gbc duang, mdt ddm chay bdc 16n, chiéu sing 1én
con pho ctia anh, va trén buc tudng, dudi mot ciy dén khi gas bi
v8, mot dda tré dang viét bang mot miéng than. "PAY LA NOI



ROI DAN DAU TIEN." Nhitng chil in tring thang vao mit anh. K&
giét chudt hoan thanh va di lui dé xem lai c6ng viéc clia minh,
nhung khi nhin thay ciy dinh ctia Trent, hét 1én va bd chay, va
khi Trent di 140 ddo qua con dudng tan tic, tit nhitng 16 va khe
ntt trong tan tich, nhitng ngudi phu nit hung dit chay tron khéi
cdng viéc cudp béc ctia ho, chiri ria anh.

At first he could not find his house, for the tears blinded him,
but he felt along the wall and reached the door. A lantern
burned in the concierge's lodge and the old man lay dead beside
it. Faint with fright he leaned a moment on his rifle, then,
snatching the lantern, sprang up the stairs. He tried to call, but
his tongue hardly moved. On the second floor he saw plaster on
the stairway, and on the third the floor was torn and the
concierge lay in a pool of blood across the landing. The next
floor was his, theirs. The door hung from its hinges, the walls
gaped. He crept in and sank down by the bed, and there two
arms were flung around his neck, and a tear-stained face sought
his own.

Ban dau anh khong thé tim thiy ngdi nha cia minh, vi nhiing
giot nudc mat 1am md tAm nhin, nhung anh cham vao btic
tudng va dén clta. Mot ciy dén dot trong phong ctia ngudi gitt
ctta va ngudi gia nim chét bén canh né. Lo sg, anh nén nao dua
mdt lice vao stng trudng, sau dé, vét 1ay ciy dén, nhay 1én cau
thang. Anh ¢8 goi, nhung ludi anh hau nhu khéng di chuyén. O
tang hai, anh thay thach cao trén cau thang, va & tang ba, san
nha bi rach va ngudi gitt clta ndm trong mét viilng mau bén cau
thang. TAng tiép theo1a clia

Hastings touched the electric button three times, and they were
ushered through the garden and into the parlour by a trim
maid. The dining-room door, just beyond, was open, and from
the table in plain view a stout woman hastily arose and came
toward them. Hastings caught a glimpse of a young man with a
big head and several snuffy old gentlemen at breakfast, before



the door closed and the stout woman waddled into the room,
bringing with her an aroma of coffee and a black poodle.

Hastings cham vio nut dién ba 1an, va ho dugc dan qua vuon va
vao phong khach bdi mét c6 hau gon gang. Canh clia phong an,
ngay bén canh, dang md, va ti ban an trong tim nhin rd rang,
mdt ngudi phu nit map map voi va diing day va di dén gan ho.
Hastings nhin thdy mot chang trai tré véi dau to va mot sé 6ng
gid huat thudc ltc an sang, trudc khi cdnh clta déng lai va ngudi
phu nit mdp map budc vao phong, mang theo mui ca phé va mét
chi ché poodle den.

"It ees a plaisir to you receive!" she cried. "Monsieur is Anglish?
No? Americain? Off course. My pension it ees for Americains
surtout. Here all spik Angleesh, c'est a dire, ze personnel; ze
sairvants do spik, plus ou moins, a little. I am happy to have you
comme pensionnaires—" "Madame," began Dr. Byram, but was
cut short again. "Ah, yess, I know, ah! mon Dieu! you do not spik
Frainch but you have come to lairne! My husband does spik
Frainch wiss ze pensionnaires. We have at ze moment a family
Americaine who learn of my husband Frainch—" Here the
poodle growled at Dr. Byram and was promptly cuffed by his
mistress.

"Rét vui dugc tiép dén!" c6 dy hét. "Monsieur 1a ngudi Anh?
Khéng phai? My? Tat nhién. Hoi trudng ctia t6i danh cho ngu:dl
My dic biét. & day moi ngu:dl ndéi tiéng Anh, ttc 13, nhén vién;
nhtmg ngum hau ha néi, nhiéu hay it, mét chut. Téi rat vui khi
c6 ban lam viéc tai day—" "Madame," bat dau 6ng Byram, nhLIng
lai bi cit ngang. "Ah, yess, tdi biét, ah! 6i Chua di! ban khéng néi
tiéng Phap nhung ban di dén dé hoc! Chéng t6i néi tiéng Phap
vdi cac hoc vién. Hién tai ching t6i c6 mét gia dinh My dang hoc
tiéng Phap véi chong t6i—" O diy, cht ché gam 1én véi 6ng
Byram va ngay lap tiic bi chi nhan v6 mét céi.



"Veux tu!" she cried, with a slap, "veux tu! Oh! le vilain, oh! le
vilain!" "Mais, madame," said Hastings, smiling, "il n'a pas l'air
trés féroce." The poodle fled, and his mistress cried, "Ah, ze
accent charming! He does spik already Frainch like a Parisien
young gentleman!" Then Dr. Byram managed to get in a word or
two and gathered more or less information with regard to
prices.

"Mudn sao!" ¢d Ay hét, véi mdt cai v4, "mudn sao! Oh! tén xau, oh!
tén xau!" "Nhung, madame," Hastings néi, mim cudi, "né khéng
cé vé qua hung dit." Chu ché bd chay, va chti nhin cta nd hét,
"Qi, giong diéu tuyét vdi! N6 da biét néi tiéng Phap nhu mot anh
chang Paris!" Sau d6, 6ng Byram da 1ay dudc mdt vai théng tin
vé gia ca.

"It ees a pension serieux; my clientéle ees of ze best, indeed a
pension de famille where one ees at 'ome." Then they went
upstairs to examine Hastings' future quarters, test the bed-
springs and arrange for the weekly towel allowance. Dr. Byram
appeared satisfied. Madame Marotte accompanied them to the
door and rang for the maid, but as Hastings stepped out into the
gravel walk, his guide and mentor paused a moment and fixed
Madame with his watery eyes.

"Pdy la mot nha tro nghiém tuc; khach hang ctia t6i 1a nhl"ing
ngudi tot nhat, thuc su 1a mét nha tro gia dinh ma ban sé cdm
thay nhu & nha." Sau d6 ho di 1én tang trén dé xem phong clia
Hastings trong tuong lai, kiém tra 10 xo giudng va sap xép cho
phan thudng khin tim hang tuan. Ong Byram dudng nhu hai
1ong. Madame Marotte di ciing ho dén clta va goi ¢6 hau, nhung
khi Hastings budc ra ngoai 16i di d4, huéng dan va ngudi hudng
dan ctia anh ta ding lai mot lic va nhin chidm chd vao Madame
bang d6i mat uét.

"That garden belongs to a studio inhabited by two Americans,"
continued the girl serenely, "and I often see them pass. They



seem to need a great many models, mostly young and feminine

"Khu vudn dé thudc vé moét studio dude hai ngudi M§ thué," co
gai tiép tuc binh tinh, "va t6i thudng thay ho di qua. Ho dudng
nhu can rat nhiéu ngudi mau, chi yéu 1a tré va nti—"

"Why, Susie!" "Perhaps they prefer painting that kind, but I don't
see why they should invite five, with three more young
gentlemen, and all get into two cabs and drive away singing.
This street," she continued, "is dull. There is nothing to see
except the garden and a glimpse of the Boulevard Montparnasse
through the rue de la Grande Chaumiere. No one ever passes
except a policeman. There is a convent on the corner."

"Tai sao vay, Susie!" "Cé 1€ ho thich vé loai d6, nhung t6i khéng
hiéu tai sao ho lai mdi ndm ngudi, vdi ba anh chang tré khéc, va
tat ca 1én hai xe taxi v di xa hat. Con dudng nay," c6 tiép tuc,
"rat buodn té. Khéng cé gi dé xem ngoai khu vudn va mot chut
nhin thiy Boulevard Montparnasse qua dudng de la Grande
Chaumiére. Khéng ai di qua ngoai trit mot canh sat. C6 mét tu
vién & goc do."

"I thought it was a Jesuit College," began Hastings, but was at
once overwhelmed with a Baedecker description of the place,
ending with, "On one side stand the palatial hotels of Jean Paul
Laurens and Guillaume Bouguereau, and opposite, in the little
Passage Stanislas, Carolus Duran paints the masterpieces which
charm the world."

"T6i nghi né 1a moét trudng Dong Tén," Hastings bit dau, nhung
ngay lap tiic bi chodng vang bdi mot md ta clia Baedecker vé nai
do, két thiic bing, "M6t bén ding nhitng khach san hoanh trang
clia Jean Paul Laurens va Guillaume Bouguereau, va d6i dién, &
con hém nho Stanislas, Carolus Duran vé nhiing kiét tdc ma lam
say ddm thé gidi."



The blackbird burst into a ripple of golden throaty notes, and
from some distant green spot in the city an unknown wild-bird
answered with a frenzy of liquid trills until the sparrows
paused in their ablutions to look up with restless chirps.

Con sdo bit dau hét mét dong nhac vang ruc 8, va tit mot noi
xanh xa trong thanh phd, mot loai chim hoang la da dap lai véi
mdt loat nhiing tiéng hét mach nudc cho dén khi nhiing con sé
tam diing viéc tdm nudc dé nhin 1én véi nhitng tiéng kéu hoi
hop.

Then a butterfly came and sat on a cluster of heliotrope and
waved his crimson-banded wings in the hot sunshine. Hastings
knew him for a friend, and before his eyes there came a vision
of tall mulleins and scented milkweed alive with painted wings,
a vision of a white house and woodbine-covered piazza,—a
glimpse of a man reading and a woman leaning over the pansy
bed,—and his heart was full.

Sau d6, mot con budm bay dén v ngbdi trén moét cum cb dai va
vay d6i canh dé ruc dudi anh ning chéi chang. Hastings nhin ra
né 12 moét ngudi ban, va trudc mat minh hién 1én mét hinh anh
vé cay cb cao va cd dai thom phtic sdng day canh budm vé, mot
canh vé mdt ngdi nha tring va hién nha phit day hoa c6,—mdt
cai nhin vé mét ngudi dan 6ng dang doc v mot ngudi phu nit
tua vao giudng hoa violet,—va trai tim anh tran day cam xc.

"I believe you are homesick!" Hastings blushed. Miss Byng
looked at him with a sympathetic sigh and continued:
"Whenever I felt homesick at first I used to go with mamma and
walk in the Luxembourg Gardens. I don't know why it is, but
those old-fashioned gardens seemed to bring me nearer home
than anything in this artificial city."

"Anh c6 1€ dang nhé nha!" Hastings d6 mdt. Miss Byng nhin anh
véi mot tiéng thd dai dong cdm va tiép tuc: "Moi khi téi cAm



thay nhd nha & 1an dau tién, t6i thudng di cting me va di dao
trong Cong vién Luxembourg. T6i khong biét tai sao, nhung
nhiing khu vudn c6 dién d6 dudng nhu dua t6i gan hon véi nha
hon bat ctt diéu gi trong thanh phd nhan tao nay."

She leaned back on the crooked stick of her parasol, and looked
at him.

C6 Ay tua vao ciy dii cong va nhin anh.

"Why do you think so?"

"Tai sao anh nghi vay?"

"Because you speak as if you did."

"B&i vi anh néi nhu thé anh da biét."

"You are making fun of me," she said, "and it is not good taste."
"Anh dang tréu toi," c6 dy noi, "va khéng phai1a thai @6 tot."
She stopped, confused, as he colored to the roots of his hair.
C6 ay ditng lai, ling ting, khi anh dé mat dén ngon téc.
"How long have you been in Paris?" she said at length.

"Anh @i & Paris bao 14u?" ¢6 ay ndi sau cling.

"Three days," he replied gravely.

"Ba ngay," anh trd 16 mét cich nghiém tuc.

"But—but—surely you are not a nouveau! You speak French too
well!"



"Nhung—nhung—chac chan anh khéng phai 13 ngusi méi! Anh
néi tiéng Phap qua gidi!"

Then after a pause, "Really are you a nouveau?"

Sau mét khoang ling, "Thuc su anh 1a ngudi méi sao?"
"I am," he said.

"La anh," anh noi.

She sat down on the marble bench lately occupied by Clifford,
and tilting her parasol over her small head looked at him.

C6 4y ngodi xudng trén ghé d4 ma gan day Clifford d3 ngoi, va
nghiéng ciy du trén dau nhdé nhan nhin anh.

"Tdon't believe it."
"T6i khong tin."

He felt the compliment, and for a moment hesitated to declare
himself one of the despised. Then mustering up his courage, he
told her how new and green he was, and all with a frankness
which made her blue eyes open very wide and her lips part in
the sweetest of smiles.

Anh cam thay dugc 15i khen, va mét luc do du trudce khi tuyén
b6 minh 14 mot trong sO nh11ng ngtIdl bi khinh. Sau d¢, anh tich
cuc néi véi cb ay vé sut mdi mé va ngdy tho cia minh, tat cd vdi
su trung thuc khién cho d6i mat xanh ctia ¢6 ay md to va moéi
md ra nu cudi ngot ngdo nhat.

"Why, it's Love," he said.
"Tai sao, d6 1a Tinh Yéu," anh ta noi.

IV



IV

"There is a nouveau here," drawled Laffat, leaning around his
easel and addressing his friend Bowles, "there is a nouveau here
who is so tender and green and appetizing that Heaven help
him if he should fall into a salad bowl."

"Cé mdt ngudi mdi & day," Laffat vé 1éu 1éu, ndi gan tai ngudi ban
Bowles, "c6 mbt ngudi méi & ddy ma that mém mai va xanh va
hap dan dén muc trdi oi gitip anh 4y néu rai vao t6 salad."

"Hayseed?" inquired Bowles, plastering in a background with a
broken palette-knife and squinting at the effect with approval.

"Nguoi néng dan?" Bowles héi, 12y dao gat véi 1am nén va nhin
cham cham vao hiéu ting véi su chap nhin.

"Yes, Squeedunk or Oshkosh, and how he ever grew up among
the daisies and escaped the cows, Heaven alone knows!"

"Vang, Squeedunk hoic Oshkosh, va 1am sao anh ay 16n 1én giita
nhiing béng hoa ctic va thoat khoi bo, chi ¢é tréi mdi biét!"

Bowles rubbed his thumb across the outlines of his study to
"throw in a little atmosphere," as he said, glared at the model,
pulled at his pipe and finding it out struck a match on his
neighbour's back to relight it.

Bowles co ngdn tay qua dudng nét clia biic tranh dé "thém chut
khong khi," nhin cham chim vao ngudi mau, kéo dng hut thudc
va khi thay né tit, anh ta dip diém vao lung hang xém dé 1am
sang no.

"His name," continued Laffat, hurling a bit of bread at the hat-
rack, "his name is Hastings. He is a berry. He knows no more
about the world,"—and here Mr. Laffat's face spoke volumes for



his own knowledge of that planet,—"than a maiden cat on its
first moonlight stroll."

"Tén anh dy," Laffat tiép tuc, ném mot miéng banh mi vao mdc
mii, "tén anh ay 13 Hastings. Anh iy 13 mét qud dau. Anh 3y
khoéng biét nhiéu vé thé gidi,"—va & day khudn mait clia 6ng
Laffat néi 1én rat nhiéu vé kién thic cia minh vé hanh tinh d¢,
—"so véi mot con méo cd gai trong 1an dao dau tién dudi dnh
trang."

Bowles now having succeeded in lighting his pipe, repeated the
thumb touch on the other edge of the study and said, "Ah!"

Bowles sau khi da thanh c6ng trong viéc thap 6ng hut thudc, 1ip
lai cti click ngdn tay 8 mép khac ctia biic tranh va néi, "A!"

"Yes," continued his friend, "and would you imagine it, he seems
to think that everything here goes on as it does in his d——-d
little backwoods ranch at home; talks about the pretty girls who
walk alone in the street; says how sensible it is; and how French
parents are misrepresented in America; says that for his part he
finds French girls,—and he confessed to only knowing one,—as
jolly as American girls. I tried to set him right, tried to give him
a pointer as to what sort of ladies walk about alone or with
students, and he was either too stupid or too innocent to catch
on. Then I gave it to him straight, and he said I was a vile-
minded fool and marched oft."

"Véng," nguoi ban tiép tuc, "va anh c6 thé tudng tugng khong,
anh ay dudng nhu nghi rang moi thu: & day dién ra giong nhu 4]
trang trai héo 1lanh nhd cia anh 4y & nhj; noi vé nhiing c6 ga1
xinh dep di m&t minh trén dudng phd; néi vé sy hop Iy clia né;
va cach cha me Phap bi hiéu 1am & M§; ndi rang theo quan diém
ctia anh 4y, anh 4y thay cac c6 gai Phap,—va anh dy thd nhén chi
biét mét ¢d gai,—nhu vui vé nhu cic cb gai My. Tdi ¢ gang lam
cho anh 4y hiéu dung, c6 gang dua cho anh ay biét rd loai phu



nit nao di mét minh hoac di cung sinh vién, va anh ay hodc qua
ngu ngoéc hoidc qua ngay tho dé hiéu. Sau do toi ndi thang véi
anh ay, va anh ay néi t6i 1a mot ké dai dét va di mat."

"Did you assist him with your shoe?" inquired Bowles, languidly
interested.

"Anh c6 giup anh ay bang giay khong?" Bowles hdi, hoi hing thu
mot cach ludi biéng.

"Well, no."

"Vang, khong."

"He called you a vile-minded fool."

"Anh 4y goi anh 1a mot ké dai dot."

"He was correct," said Clifford from his easel in front.

"Anh ay ding," Clifford néi tit bttc tranh ctia minh phia trudc.
"What—what do you mean?" demanded Laffat, turning red.
"Cai gi—cai gl anh cé y gi?" Laffat yéu cau, dd mit.

"That," replied Clifford.

"P3," Clifford tra 16i.

"Who spoke to you? Is this your business?" sneered Bowles, but
nearly lost his balance as Clifford swung about and eyed him.

"Ai néi véi anh? Piéu nay phai la chuyén ctia anh a?" Bowles ché
nhao, nhung suyt mét thang bang khi Clifford quay lai va nhin
cham cham anh.

"Yes," he said slowly, "it's my business."



"Vang," anh ta ndi chdm réi, "d4 1a chuyén cta t6i.
No one spoke for some time.

Khong ai néi mét thoi gian.

Then Clifford sang out, "I say, Hastings!"

Sau do Clifford hét 1én, "T6i noi, Hastings!"

And when Hastings left his easel and came around, he nodded
toward the astonished Laffat.

Va khi Hastings rdi khdi btic tranh cia minh va dén gan, anh gat
dau vé phia Laffat ngac nhién.

"This man has been disagreeable to you, and I want to tell you
that any time you feel inclined to kick him, why, I will hold the
other creature."

"Ngudi dan 6ng nay da giy khé chiu cho anh, va tdi mudn néi
vGi anh rang bat cd lic nao anh muodn da anh ta, thi t6i sé gilt
chat nguadi kia."

Hastings, embarrassed, said, "Why no, I don't agree with his
ideas, nothing more."

Hastings, ngudng ngung, néi, "Vang, t6i khong ddng y véi y kién
ctia anh ay, khéng hon nira."

Clifford said "Naturally," and slipping his arm through
Hastings', strolled about with him, and introduced him to
several of his own friends, at which all the nouveaux opened
their eyes with envy, and the studio were given to understand
that Hastings, although prepared to do menial work as the
latest nouveau, was already within the charmed circle of the
old, respected and feared, the truly great.



Clifford néi "Tu nhién," va dua canh tay qua vai Hastings, dao
quanh vdi anh ta, va gidi thiéu anh ta véi mdt s6 ngudi ban clia
minh, khién tit cd nhitng ngudi mdéi md mat dim dudi, va
studio dugc hiéu rang Hastings, mic di1 san sing 1am cdng viéc
nhé nhit nhu mot ngudi mdi nhat, d3 nim trong vong tréon ma
thuit cia nhitng ngudi gia, dudc tén trong va sg hii, nhiing
ngudi that su vi dai.

The rest finished, the model resumed his place, and work went
on in a chorus of songs and yells and every ear-splitting noise
which the art student utters when studying the beautiful.

Cac btic tranh khac hoan thanh, ngudi mau tiép tuc vi tri clia
minh, va céng viéc tiép tuc trong mdt dan hop xudng ctia bai
hat va tiéng la hét va moi tiéng 6n 40 ma sinh vién nghé thuit
phat ra khi nghién cttu vé dep.

Five o'clock struck,—the model yawned, stretched and climbed
into his trousers, and the noisy contents of six studios crowded
through the hall and down into the street. Ten minutes later,
Hastings found himself on top of a Montrouge tram, and
shortly afterward was joined by Clifford.

Nam gid, ngudi mau ngap, dudi co thé va mic quan, va nhiing
nguoi on ao tu sau studio d6 qua hanh lang va ra dudng. Muci
phut sau, Hastings thay minh dang & trén mot chiéc xe dién
Montrouge, va khong lau sau d9, Clifford da tham gia cung anh.
They climbed down at the rue Gay Lussac.

Ho xudng 3 dudng Gay Lussac.

"I always stop here," observed Clifford, "I like the walk through
the Luxembourg."

"T6i lubn ding lai & day," Clifford nhan xét, "T6i thich di bd qua
Luxembourg."



"By the way," said Hastings, "how can I call on you when I don't
know where you live?"

"Nhan tién," Hastings noéi, "lam sao toi c6 thé ghé thim anh khi
t6i khéng biét anh song & dau?"

"Why, I live opposite you."
"Tai sao, tdi séng d6i dién véi anh."

"What—the studio in the garden where the almond trees are
and the blackbirds—"

"Cai gi—can phong lam viéc trong khu vuon ndi c¢6 cdy hanh
nhan va con sio—"

"Exactly," said Clifford. "I'm with my friend Elliott."
"Chinh xac," Clifford néi. "Téi & cing ban t6i Elliott."

Hastings thought of the description of the two American artists
which he had heard from Miss Susie Byng, and looked blank.

Hastings nghi vé mo ta ctia hai nghé si My ma anh di nghe tit ba
Susie Byng, va nhin trong rong.

Clifford continued, "Perhaps you had better let me know when
you think of coming so,—so that I will be sure to—to be there,"
he ended rather lamely.

Clifford tiép tuc, "C6 18 anh nén bao cho t6i biét khi anh nghi dén
viéc dén nhu vidy,—deé t6i chac chan sé—sé & dé," anh két thic
mot cach Iing cing.

"I shouldn't care to meet any of your model friends there," said
Hastings, smiling. "You know—my ideas are rather straitlaced,
—I suppose you would say, Puritanical. I shouldn't enjoy it and
wouldn't know how to behave."



"T6i khong mudn gip bat ky ban miu nido clia anh & d6,"
Hastings néi, mim cudi. "Anh biét ddy—y kién ctia t6i kha chat
chdi,—t6i doan anh sé ndi, nhu ngudi Puritan. T6i sé khong
thich né va khong biét cach cu xtt."

"Oh, I understand," said Clifford, but added with great
cordiality,—"I'm sure we'll be friends although you may not
approve of me and my set, but you will like Severn and Selby
because—because, well, they are like yourself, old chap."

"®, t61 hiéu," Clifford néi, nhung thém vao véi sut néng nhiét 16n,
—"T6i chic chin chiing ta sé 1a ban mic dit anh cé thé khéng
tan thanh vdi t6i va nhém ctia t6i, nhung anh sé thich Severn va
Selby vi—vi, ho gidng nhu anh, anh gia."

After a moment he continued, "There is something I want to
speak about. You see, when I introduced you, last week, in the
Luxembourg, to Valentine—"

Sau mdt Itc, anh tiép tuc, "Cé mot diéu téi muodn néi. Anh thay
khong, khi téi gidi thiéu anh, tuan trudc, 8 Luxembourg, véi
Valentine—"

"Not a word!" cried Hastings, smiling; "you must not tell me a
word of her!"

"Khéng néi mét 16i nao!" Hastings hét 1én, mim cudi; "anh
khong dugc néi mot 16i nao veé co ay vdi toi!"

llWhy_ll

Elliott rubbed his charcoal on his file to get a point and turned

to his sketch saying, "He will never hear any pessimism from
Richard Osborne E."

Elliott lau than chi 1én tp tin ctia minh dé c6 mot diém va quay
sang buc tranh clia minh ndi, "Anh ta sé khong bao gi¢ nghe



thay bat ky su bi quan nao tit Richard Osborne E."

"He's a lesson to me," said Clifford. Then he unfolded a small
perfumed note, written on rose-coloured paper, which had been
lying on the table before him.

"Anh ta 1 m&t bai hoc ddi véi toi," Clifford néi. Sau d6 anh ta mé
ra moét td ghi chti nhoé thom, viét trén gidy mau hong, dd nam
trén ban trudc mat anh.

He read it, smiled, whistled a bar or two from "Miss Helyett,"
and sat down to answer it on his best cream-laid note-paper.
When it was written and sealed, he picked up his stick and
marched up and down the studio two or three times, whistling,.

Anh doc né, mim cudi, ho mét hoic hai ciu tit "Miss Helyett," va
ngdi xudng dé tra 18i trén td gidy thu tot nhat ctia minh. Khi né
duge viét va niém phong, anh 13y giy va di dao 1én va xudng
phong tranh hai hoic balan, ho.

"Going out?" inquired the other, without turning. "Yes," he said,
but lingered a moment over Elliott's shoulder, watching him
pick out the lights in his sketch with a bit of bread.

"Pi ra ngoai?" ngudi kia héi ma khong quay lai. "C4," anh ndi,
nhung ding lai mot 14t bén vai ctia Elliott, nhin anh ta chon ra
nhiing diém sang trong buc tranh véi mot miéng banh.

"To-morrow is Sunday," he observed after a moment's silence.
"Well?" inquired Elliott.

"Ngay mai 1a Chét Nhit," anh nh4n xét sau mot khoanh khic im
lang. "Vang?" Elliott héi.

"Have you seen Colette?" "No, I will to-night. She and Rowden
and Jacqueline are coming to Boulant's. I suppose you and Cécile
will be there?"



"Anh dé gap Colette chua?" "Khong, tdi sé€ gdp cb ay toi nay. C6
ay, Rowden va Jacqueline sé dén nha Boulant. T6i doan anh va
Cécile sé 3 d6 phai khéng?"

"Well, no," replied Clifford. "Cécile dines at home to-night, and I
—I had an idea of going to Mignon's."

"0, khéng," Clifford tra 16i. "Cécile dn t6i & nha t6i nay, va tdi—tdi
co y dinh di dén nha Mignon."

Elliott looked at him with disapproval. "You can make all the
arrangements for La Roche without me," he continued, avoiding
Elliott's eyes.

Elliott nhin anh ta véi su khong hai long. "Anh cé thé t6 chiic tat
ca cac thi cho La Roche ma khéng can t6i," anh tiép tuc, tranh
anh mat cta Elliott.

"What are you up to now?" "Nothing," protested Clifford.
"Anh dinh 1am gi bay gid?" "Khoéng cé gi," Clifford phan doi.

"Don't tell me," replied his chum, with scorn; "fellows don't rush
off to Mignon's when the set dine at Boulant's. Who is it now?—
but no, I won't ask that,—what's the use!" Then he lifted up his
voice in complaint and beat upon the table with his pipe.
"What's the use of ever trying to keep track of you? What will
Cécile say,—oh, yes, what will she say? It's a pity you can't be
constant two months, yes, by Jove! and the Quarter is indulgent,
but you abuse its good nature and mine too!"

"Diing noéi véi téi," ddng bon clia anh ta tra 18i véi su khinh bi;
"ban khong nhanh chéng chay dén Mignon khi nhém in tdi &
nha Boulant. Gid la ai>—nhung khong, t6i sé khéng héi diéu d9,
—cé y nghia gi!" Sau d6 anh ta néi gidn va dap vao ban bang ong
hat ctia minh. "Viéc gl co y nghla khi c6 gang theo doi ban?
Cécile sé ndi gi,—di, ving, cd Ay sé ndi gi? That tiéc 14 ban khong



thé kién dinh hai thang, ding viy, bdi Jove! va Quin nay rat
khoan hong, nhung ban lam dung tinh hiéu khach ctia né va
ctia t6i nita!"



Presently he arose, and jamming his hat on his head, marched
to the door. "Heaven alone knows why any one puts up with
your antics, but they all do and so do I. If I were Cécile or any of
the other pretty fools after whom you have toddled and will, in
all human probabilities, continue to toddle, I say, if I were Cécile
I'd spank you! Now I'm going to Boulant's, and as usual I shall
make excuses for you and arrange the affair, and I don't care a
continental where you are going, but, by the skull of the studio
skeleton! if you don't turn up to-morrow with your sketching-
kit under one arm and Cécile under the other,—if you don't turn
up in good shape, I'm done with you, and the rest can think
what they please. Good-night."

Anh dy dtng day, va chat vat dua nén 1én dau, di vé phia clta.

Clifford said good-night with as pleasant a smile as he could
muster, and then sat down with his eyes on the door. He took
out his watch and gave Elliott ten minutes to vanish, then rang
the concierge's call, murmuring, "Oh dear, oh dear, why the
devildoIdoit?"

Clifford noi "Chuc ngu ngon v6i nu cudi thén thién nhit ma
anh cé thé, ro6i ngoi Xuong v4i anh mat nhin clta. Anh 14y ra
déng ho va dem ngudc mudi phuit dé Elliott bién di, sau @6 nhan
chudng clia nguoi quan gia, rén ri, "Oi chiia 0i, tai sao t6i lai 1am
thé!"

"Alfred," he said, as that gimlet-eyed person answered the call,
"make yourself clean and proper, Alfred, and replace your sabots
with a pair of shoes. Then put on your best hat and take this
letter to the big white house in the Rue de Dragon. There is no
answer, mon petit Alfred."

"Alfred," anh néi, khi ngudi cé 4nh mat sic bén ddng vai tra 16i
cudc goi, "lam cho minh sach sé va dep dé, Alfred, va thay doi
giay c6 bang mot d6i giay. Sau d6 déi nén dep nhat cia minh va



mang 14 thu nay tdi cin nha tring 16n trén dudng Rue de
Dragon. Khéng can tra 16i, bé Alfred ¢i."

The rolling of the drum came nearer and nearer, and then the
silhouette of the drummer cut the sky above the eastern
terrace. The fading light lingered a moment on his belt and
bayonet, then he passed into the shadows, drumming the
echoes awake. The roll became fainter along the eastern terrace,
then grew and grew and rattled with increasing sharpness
when he passed the avenue by the bronze lion and turned down
the western terrace walk. Louder and louder the drum sounded,
and the echoes struck back the notes from the grey palace wall;
and now the drummer loomed up before them—his red
trousers a dull spot in the gathering gloom, the brass of his
drum and bayonet touched with a pale spark, his epaulettes
tossing on his shoulders. He passed leaving the crash of the
drum in their ears, and far into the alley of trees they saw his
little tin cup shining on his haversack. Then the sentinels began
the monotonous cry: "On ferme! on ferme!" and the bugle blew
from the barracks in the rue de Tournon.

Am nhac ctia trong ngay cang gan lai, va sau dé bong den cla
ngudi choi trong cit ngang bau trdi phia trén ban cong phia
déng. Anh siang phai dan luu lai mét lic trén day nit va dudi
trong clia anh ta, sau dé anh ta di vao béng tdi, danh thic tiéng
vang ctia nhitng 4m thanh. Am thanh trong trd nén nhat dan
doc theo ban c6ng phia déng, sau d6 cang 16n 1én va 16n 1én va
vang 1én véi @ sic nét ting 1én khi anh ta qua con hém bén
canh tugng su t déng va ré vao con dudng di doc theo ban cong
phia tdy. Am thanh cfia trong cang 16n va 16n, va tiéng vong
phan lai nhitng not nhac tit btic tudng cung dién mau xam; va
bay gid ngudi choi trong hién ra trudc mit ho - quan d6 cia anh
ta 1a mot diém mo trong béng t6i day dic, d6 ddng va dudi trong
cuia anh ta cham vao moét tia sing nhat, cidp bd vai ciia anh ta
nhip nhé. Anh ta di qua, dé lai Am thanh vang vong clia trong
trong tai ho, va xa xa trong hanh lang cay, ho thay coc thiéc nhd



cuia anh sang béng trén tui haversack ctia anh ta. Sau d6, nhiing
ngudi canh bat dau hé hao mét cach don diéu: "On ferme! on
ferme!" va coi kén théi ti cdn tin 8 dudng Tournon.

"On ferme! on ferme!" "Good-night," she whispered, "I must
return alone to-night." He watched her until she reached the
northern terrace, and then sat down on the marble seat until a
hand on his shoulder and a glimmer of bayonets warned him
away.

"On ferme! on ferme!" "Chtc ngti ngon," c6 thi tham, "Téi nay t6i
phai trd vé mot minh." Anh nhin ¢6 cho dén khi c6 dén ban coéng
phia bic, r6i ngdi xudng trén ghé da cho dén khi mot ban tay
trén vai va 4nh siang 1ée 1én tit ddu guom canh bao anh phai roi
di.

She passed on through the grove, and turning into the rue de
Medici, traversed it to the Boulevard. At the corner she bought a
bunch of violets and walked on along the Boulevard to the rue
des Ecoles. A cab was drawn up before Boulant's, and a pretty
girl aided by Elliott jumped out. "Valentine!" cried the girl,
"come with us!" "I can't," she said, stopping a moment—"I have a
rendezvous at Mignon's." "Not Victor?" cried the girl, laughing,
but she passed with a little shiver, nodding good-night, then
turning into the Boulevard St. Germain, she walked a tittle
faster to escape a gay party sitting before the Café Cluny who
called to her to join them. At the door of the Restaurant Mignon
stood a coal-black negro in buttons. He took off his peaked cap
as she mounted the carpeted stairs. "Send Eugene to me," she
said at the office, and passing through the hallway to the right
of the dining-room stopped before a row of panelled doors. A
waiter passed and she repeated her demand for Eugene, who
presently appeared, noiselessly skipping, and bowed
murmuring, "Madame." "Who is here?" "No one in the cabinets,
madame; in the half Madame Madelon and Monsieur Gay,
Monsieur de Clamart, Monsieur Clisson, Madame Marie and



their set." Then he looked around and bowing again murmured,
"Monsieur awaits madame since half an hour," and he knocked
at one of the panelled doors bearing the number six. Clifford
opened the door and the girl entered.

Co6 di qua khu rLIng, ré vao dudng de Medici, di doc né dén
Boulevard. & géc du’dng, c6 mua mot bd hoa violet va di doc
theo Boulevard dén dudng des Ecoles. M6t xe hoi da diing trude
clia ctta hang Boulant's, va mét ¢d gai xinh dep dugc Elliott gitp
dd nhay ra. "Valentine!" ¢4 gai ho 1én, "di vdi ching t6i di!" "To6i
khong thé," c6 ndi, diing mot 1at - "Téi cé modt cudc hen tai
Mignon's." "Khong phai Victor ch?" c6 gai hét 1én, cudi, nhung
cd di qua vdi mot cam giac lanh, git dau chao tam biét, sau d6 ré
vao Boulevard St. Germain, c6 di nhanh hon moét chut dé tron
thoat khoi mét bilia tiéc vui vé ngbdi trudc Café Cluny ma ho g01
c6 tham gia cung ho. 3 clta nha hang Mlgnon du’ng mot ngu:d1
da den than cling deo ntt 40. Anh 4y cit mii sang mii nén khi c6
budc 1én cau thang trdi tham. "Pua Eugene dén gip t6i," ¢d noéi
tai vin phong, va di qua hanh lang bén phai cta phbng an diIng
truac: mot diy clta go. Mot ngudi phuc vudiqua va co lap lai yéu
cau ctia minh cho Eugene, ngudi sau dé xuat hién, nhay nhe
nhang va cti chao lap di 14p lai, "Madame." "G day c6 ai khong?"
"Khéng ai trong cdc phong, madame; & nta kia 1a Madame
Madelon va Monsieur Gay, Monsieur de Clamart, Monsieur
Clisson, Madame Marie va doan ctia ho." Sau dé anh nhin xung
quanh va cui chao ldp lai, "Monsieur dgi madame tli nla giG
trudc dé," va anh gé vao mot trong nhiing canh ctta gb cé so sau.
Clifford mé ctra va c6 gai budc vao.

The garcon bowed her in, and whispering, "Will Monsieur have
the goodness to ring?" vanished. He helped her off with her
jacket and took her hat and umbrella. When she was seated at
the little table with Clifford opposite she smiled and leaned
forward on both elbows looking him in the face.



Ngudi phuc vu ctii chio ¢6 gai, va thi tham, "Monsieur c6 mudn
lam on bam chuéng khong a?" rdi bién mat. Anh gitp c6 cdi 4o
khodc va 1dy mil va 6 ctia 6. Khi c6 ngdi tai ban nhd véi Clifford
doi dién, c6 mim cudi va dua vé phia trudc bang ca hai khuy tay
nhin anh ta vao mit.

"What are you doing here?" she demanded. "Waiting," he
replied, in accents of adoration. For an instant she turned and
examined herself in the glass. The wide blue eyes, the curling
hair, the straight nose and short curled lip flashed in the mirror
an instant only, and then its depths reflected her pretty neck
and back. "Thus do I turn my back on vanity," she said, and then
leaning forward again, "What are you doing here?"

"Ban dang lam gi & day?" c¢6 doi héi. "Pgi," anh tra 16i, véi giong
muc kich. Trong moét khoanh khic, ¢6 quay lai va tu kiém tra
minh trong guong. P6i mit xanh to, mai téc xoin, cai miii
thang va d6i moi cong ngan lde sang trong guong chi mot
thodng, rdi ddy guong phan chiéu c6 va lung xinh dep ctia cé.
"Nhut vay t6i tit choi su kiéu ngao," ¢d ndi, va sau dé dua vé phia
trudc mot 1an nita, "Ban dang lam gi & day?"

The month passed quickly for Hastings, and left few definite
impressions after it. It did leave some, however. One was a
painful impression of meeting Mr. Bladen on the Boulevard des
Capucines in company with a very pronounced young person
whose laugh dismayed him, and when at last he escaped from
the café where Mr. Bladen had hauled him to join them in a bock
he felt as if the whole boulevard was looking at him, and
judging him by his company. Later, an instinctive conviction
regarding the young person with Mr. Bladen sent the hot blood
into his cheek, and he returned to the pension in such a
miserable state of mind that Miss Byng was alarmed and
advised him to conquer his homesickness at once.



Thang tréi nhanh d6i véi Hastings va khong dé lai nhiéu 4n
tugng ro rang sau d6. Tuy nhién, né ciing dé lai mot s6 an
tugng. Mot trong s6 d6 13 an tu0ng dau long khi gap 6ng Bladen
trén Boulevard des Capucines cung v6i mot ngudl tré rat rd rang
ma tiéng cudi clia ho khién anh dau 16ng, va khi cudi cting anh
tron thoat khoéi quan café noi 6ng Bladen kéo anh tham gia cling
ho trong mét ly bia, anh cdm thiy nhu toan bd con phé dang
nhin anh va danh gid anh qua ngudi kia. Sau d6, mét niém tin
ban ning vé ngudi tré tudi véi 6ng Bladen khién mau néng trao
vao m4, va anh trd vé ki tic x4 trong tAm trang that vong dén
muic Miss Byng lo ling va khuyén anh nén khac phuc néi nhé
nha ngay 1ap tuc.

Another impression was equally vivid. One Saturday morning,
feeling lonely, his wanderings about the city brought him to the
Gare St. Lazare. It was early for breakfast, but he entered the
Ho6tel Terminus and took a table near the window. As he
wheeled about to give his order, a man passing rapidly along the
aisle collided with his head, and looking up to receive the
expected apology, he was met instead by a slap on the shoulder
and a hearty, "What the deuce are you doing here, old chap?" It
was Rowden, who seized him and told him to come along. So,
mildly protesting, he was ushered into a private dining-room
where Clifford, rather red, jumped up from the table and
welcomed him with a startled air which was softened by the
unaffected glee of Rowden and the extreme courtesy of Elliott.
The latter presented him to three bewitching girls who
welcomed him so charmingly and seconded Rowden in his
demand that Hastings should make one of the party, that he
consented at once.

An tugng khac cling rat séng dong. Mot budi sang thit By, cAm
thay c6 don, nhiing cudc lang thang trong thanh pho din anh
dén Gare St. Lazare. Van con sém dé in sang, nhung anh budc
vao Hotel Terminus va chon mot ban gan ctta s6. Khi anh quay
lai @€ dit order, mot ngudi dang di qua nhanh doc theo 16i di va



dau vao anh, va khi anh nhin 1én dé nhan 15i xin 16i du kién, anh
duge dén nhan bang mdt cai vd vai va mot cdu hdi ndong nhiét,
"May dang lam gi & day, cdu gia?" D6 1a Rowden, ngudi vut tay
kéo anh va bao anh di cling. Vi viy, mit nhe nhang phan doi,
anh dudc din vao mdt phong in riéng noi Clifford, hoi d6 mait,
nhay 1én tit ban va chao dén anh véi mc}t vé hoang sg dugc lam
diu béi su vui vé tu nhién cia Rowden va su lich su cuc ky clia
Elliott. Ngudi sau gidi thiéu anh cho ba c6 gai quyén ril chao don
anh mot cach dé thucng va ing ho Rowden trong yéu cau rang
Hastings nén tham gia vao biia tiéc, anh da déng y ngay.

They were all very happy at luncheon, and Hastings was voted
"charming." He enjoyed it immensely,—only it seemed to him at
moments that flirtation went further in France than in
Millbrook, Connecticut, and he thought that Cécile might be a
little less enthusiastic about Clifford, that perhaps it would be
quite as well if Jacqueline sat further away from Rowden, and
that possibly Colette could have, for a moment at least, taken
her eyes from Elliott's face. Still he enjoyed it—except when his
thoughts drifted to Valentine, and then he felt that he was very
far away from her. La Roche is at least an hour and a half from
Paris. It is also true that he felt a happiness, a quick heart-beat
when, at eight o'clock that night the train which bore them
from La Roche rolled into the Gare St. Lazare and he was once
more in the city of Valentine.

"Good-night," they said, pressing around him. "You must come
with us next time!" He promised, and watched them, two by
two, drift into the darkening city, and stood so long that, when
again he raised his eyes, the vast Boulevard was twinkling with
gas-jets through which the electric lights stared like moons.

It was with another quick heart-beat that he awoke next
morning, for his first thought was of Valentine. The sun already
gilded the towers of Notre Dame, the clatter of workmen's
sabots awoke sharp echoes in the street below, and across the



way a blackbird in a pink almond tree was going into an ecstasy
of trills. He determined to awake Clifford for a brisk walk in the
country, hoping later to beguile that gentleman into the
American church for his soul's sake. He found Alfred the gimlet-
eyed washing the asphalt walk which led to the studio.

"Monsieur Elliott?" he replied to the perfunctory inquiry, "je ne
sais pas." "And Monsieur Clifford," began Hastings, somewhat
astonished. "Monsieur Clifford," said the concierge with fine
irony, "will be pleased to see you, as he retired early; in fact he
has just come in." Hastings hesitated while the concierge
pronounced a fine eulogy on people who never stayed out all
night and then came battering at the lodge gate during hours
which even a gendarme held sacred to sleep. He also discoursed
eloquently upon the beauties of temperance, and took an
ostentatious draught from the fountain in the court.

"I do not think I will come in," said Hastings. "Pardon,
monsieur," growled the concierge, "perhaps it would be well to
see Monsieur Clifford. He possibly needs aid. Me he drives forth
with hair-brushes and boots. It is a mercy if he has not set fire
to something with his candle." Hastings hesitated for an
instant, but swallowing his dislike of such a mission, walked
slowly through the ivy-covered alley and across the inner
garden to the studio. He knocked. Perfect silence. Then he
knocked again, and this time something struck the door from
within with a crash. "That," said the concierge, "was a boot." He
fitted his duplicate key into the lock and ushered Hastings in.
Clifford, in disordered evening dress, sat on the rug in the
middle of the room. He held in his hand a shoe, and did not
appear astonished to see Hastings.

"Good-morning, do you use Pears' soap?" he inquired with a
vague wave of his hand and a vaguer smile. Hastings' heart
sank. "For Heaven's sake," he said, "Clifford, go to bed." "Not
while that—that Alfred pokes his shaggy head in here an'I have



a shoe left." Hastings blew out the candle, picked up Clifford's
hat and cane, and said, with an emotion he could not conceal,
"This is terrible, Clifford,—I—never knew you did this sort of
thing." "Well, I do," said Clifford.

"Where is Elliott?" "Ole chap," returned Clifford, becoming
maudlin, "Providence which feeds—feeds—er—sparrows an'
that sort of thing watcheth over the intemperate wanderer—"
"Where is Elliott?" But Clifford only wagged his head and waved
his arm about. "He's out there,—somewhere about." Then
suddenly feeling a desire to see his missing chum, lifted up his
voice and howled for him. Hastings, thoroughly shocked, sat
down on the lounge without a word. Presently, after shedding
several scalding tears, Clifford brightened up and rose with
great precaution.

"Ole chap," he observed, "do you want to see er—er miracle?
Well, here goes. I'm goin' to begin." He paused, beaming at
vacancy. "Er miracle," he repeated. Hastings supposed he was
alluding to the miracle of his keeping his balance, and said
nothing. "I'm goin' to bed," he announced, "poor ole Clifford's
goin' to bed, an' that's er miracle!" And he did with a nice
calculation of distance and equilibrium which would have rung
enthusiastic yells of applause from Elliott had he been there to
assist en connaisseur. But he was not. He had not yet reached
the studio. He was on his way, however, and smiled with
magnificent condescension on Hastings, who, half an hour
later, found him reclining upon a bench in the Luxembourg. He
permitted himself to be aroused, dusted and escorted to the
gate. Here, however, he refused all further assistance, and
bestowing a patronizing bow upon Hastings, steered a tolerably
true course for the rue Vavin. Hastings watched him out of
sight, and then slowly retraced his steps toward the fountain.
At first he felt gloomy and depressed, but gradually the clear air
of the morning lifted the pressure from his heart, and he sat
down on the marble seat under the shadow of the winged god.



The air was fresh and sweet with perfume from the orange
flowers. Everywhere pigeons were bathing, dashing the water
over their iris-hued breasts, flashing in and out of the spray or
nestling almost to the neck along the polished basin. The
sparrows, too, were abroad in force, soaking their dust-coloured
feathers in the limpid pool and chirping with might and main.
Under the sycamores which surrounded the duck-pond
opposite the fountain of Marie de Medici, the water-fowl
cropped the herbage, or waddled in rows down the bank to
embark on some solemn aimless cruise. Butterflies, somewhat
lame from a chilly night's repose under the lilac leaves, crawled
over and over the white phlox, or took a rheumatic flight
toward some sun-warmed shrub. The bees were already busy
among the heliotrope, and one or two grey flies with brick-
coloured eyes sat in a spot of sunlight beside the marble seat, or
chased each other about, only to return again to the spot of
sunshine and rub their fore-legs, exulting.

The sentries paced briskly before the painted boxes, pausing at
times to look toward the guard-house for their relief. They came
at last, with a shuffle of feet and click of bayonets, the word was
passed, the relief fell out, and away they went, crunch, crunch,
across the gravel. A mellow chime floated from the clock-tower
of the palace, the deep bell of St. Sulpice echoed the stroke.
Hastings sat dreaming in the shadow of the god, and while he
mused somebody came and sat down beside him. At first he did
not raise his head. It was only when she spoke that he sprang

up.

"You! At this hour?" "I was restless, I could not sleep." Then in a
low, happy voice—"And you! at this hour?" "I—I slept, but the
sun awoke me." "I could not sleep," she said, and her eyes
seemed, for a moment, touched with an indefinable shadow.
Then, smiling, "I am so glad—I seemed to know you were
coming. Don't laugh, I believe in dreams." "Did you really dream
of,—of my being here?" "I think I was awake when I dreamed it,"



she admitted. Then for a time they were mute, acknowledging
by silence the happiness of being together. And after all their
silence was eloquent, for faint smiles, and glances born of their
thoughts, crossed and recrossed, until lips moved and words
were formed, which seemed almost superfluous. What they
said was not very profound. Perhaps the most valuable jewel
that fell from Hastings' lips bore direct reference to breakfast.

"Valentine," he said impulsively, "I wish,—I do wish that you
would,—just for this once,—give me the whole day,—just for
this once." "Oh dear," she smiled, "not only material, but selfish!"
"Not selfish, hungry," he said, looking at her. "A cannibal too; oh
dear!" "Will you, Valentine?" "But my chocolate—" "Take it with
me." "But déjeuner—" "Together, at St. Cloud." "But I can't—"
"Together,—all day,—all day long; will you, Valentine?" She was
silent. "Only for this once." Again that indefinable shadow fell
across her eyes, and when it was gone she sighed. "Yes,—
together, only for this once." "All day?" he said, doubting his
happiness. "All day," she smiled; "and oh, I am so hungry!" He
laughed, enchanted. "What a material young lady it is."

"Valentine," anh néi mot cach hap tip, "Anh mudn,—anh thit su
mudn em sé,—chi 1an nay thdi,—danh ca ngay cho anh,—chilan
nay thoi." "Oh thua," ¢d cudi, "Khoéng chi 1a vt chit, ma con ich
ky!" "Khéng phai ich ky, ma 1 déi," anh nhin c6. "M4t ké an thit
ngudi nita; 6i thua!" "Valentine sé khong sao chi?" "Nhung
chocolate cia em—" "Mang theo véi anh di." "Nhung bita sing—"
"Cting nhau, 3 St. Cloud." "Nhung em khoéng thé—" "Cling nhau,
—ca ngay,—ca ngay dai; Valentine sé khéng sao chu?" C6 im
lang. "Chi 1an nay th6i." Lai mét cai bédng khong thé xic dinh
qua mat cd, va khi né bién mat c6 thd dai. "Pudc,—cung nhau,
chilan nay théi." "Ca ngay?" anh néi, nghi ngd vé hanh phtic cia
minh. "C4 ngly," c6 cudi; "va 6i, em ddi qua!" Anh cudi, mé man.
"That 14 mot c6 gai vat chat."



On the Boulevard St. Michel there is a Crémerie painted white
and blue outside, and neat and clean as a whistle inside. The
auburn-haired young woman who speaks French like a native,
and rejoices in the name of Murphy, smiled at them as they
entered, and tossing a fresh napkin over the zinc téte-a-téte
table, whisked before them two cups of chocolate and a basket
full of crisp, fresh croissons. The primrose-coloured pats of
butter, each stamped with a shamrock in relief, seemed
saturated with the fragrance of Normandy pastures. "How
delicious!" they said in the same breath, and then laughed at the
coincidence. "With but a single thought," he began. "How
absurd!" she cried with cheeks all rosy. "I'm thinking I'd like a
croisson." "So am I," he replied triumphant, "that proves it."
Then they had a quarrel; she accusing him of behaviour
unworthy of a child in arms, and he denying it, and bringing
counter charges, until Mademoiselle Murphy laughed in
sympathy, and the last croisson was eaten under a flag of truce.
Then they rose, and she took his arm with a bright nod to Mile.
Murphy, who cried them a merry: "Bonjour, madame! bonjour,
monsieur!" and watched them hail a passing cab and drive
away. "Dieu! qu'il est beau," she sighed, adding after a moment,
"Do they be married, I dunno,—ma foi ils ont bien 'air."

Trén Boulevard St. Michel ¢c6 mét clta hang Crémerie dugc son
mau tring va xanh bén ngodi, va gon gang sach sé nhu mot
chiéc cdi bén trong. C6 gai téc niu d6 ndi tiéng Phap nhu ngudi
ban x4, va vui mung vdi cai tén Murphy, mim cudi khi ho budc
va0, va vung moét chiéc khin mdéi 1én ban téte-a-téte bang kém,
dit trude mat ho hai coc s6 ¢d la va mdt gid day banh croissons
gion, tuoi. Nhitng miéng bd mau mau hoa ctc, mbi miéng déu
dugc in dau ba 14 chudi 1én, dudng nhu ngdm day huong vi cia
déng cé Normandy. "That ngon!" ho néi cing mét hai, réi cudi
vé sy trung hgp. "Chi cAn moét suy nghi," anh bat dau. "Thit vd
ly!" c6 gao 1én véi d6i ma hong. "T6i dang nghi rang t6i muoén
mdt chiéc croisson." "Téi cling vay," anh tra 16i han hoan, "diéu
dé chitng minh r6i." R6i ho cdi nhau; ¢6 két tdi anh véi hanh vi



khong xting dang v4i mot dia tré mdéi sinh, va anh pht nhén,
dua ra 15i td cdo ngudc lai, cho dén khi Mademoiselle Murphy
cudi dong tinh, va chiéc croisson cudi cling di dudc an dudi mot
14 cd ngiing ban. Rdi ho ding day, va c¢6 nim tay anh véi mot cai
git dau sang stia véi Mile. Murphy, ngudi ho reo mot ciu vui vé:
"Bonjour, madame! bonjour, monsieur!" va nhin ho goi moét
chiéc taxi di qua va 14i xe di. "Dieu! qu'il est beau," ¢6 thd dai, sau
mdt ltic thém, "Ho cb két hon khong, em khong biét,—ma foi ils
ont bien l'air."

The cab swung around the rue de Medici, turned into the rue de
Vaugirard, followed it to where it crosses the rue de Rennes, and
taking that noisy thoroughfare, drew up before the Gare
Montparnasse. They were just in time for a train and scampered
up the stairway and out to the cars as the last note from the
starting-gong rang through the arched station. The guard
slammed the door of their compartment, a whistle sounded,
answered by a screech from the locomotive, and the long train
glided from the station, faster, faster, and sped out into the
morning sunshine. The summer wind blew in their faces from
the open window, and sent the soft hair dancing on the girl's
forehead. "We have the compartment to ourselves," said
Hastings. She leaned against the cushioned window-seat, her
eyes bright and wide open, her lips parted. The wind lifted her
hat, and fluttered the ribbons under her chin. With a quick
movement she untied them, and, drawing a long hat-pin from
her hat, laid it down on the seat beside her. The train was flying.
The colour surged in her cheeks, and, with each quick-drawn
breath, her breath rose and fell under the cluster of lilies at her
throat. Trees, houses, ponds, danced past, cut by a mist of
telegraph poles. "Faster! faster!" she cried. His eyes never left
her, but hers, wide open, and blue as the summer sky, seemed
fixed on something far ahead,—something which came no
nearer, but fled before them as they fled. Was it the horizon, cut
now by the grim fortress on the hill, now by the cross of a
country chapel? Was it the summer moon, ghost-like, slipping



through the vaguer blue above? "Faster! faster!" she cried. Her
parted lips burned scarlet. The car shook and shivered, and the
fields streamed by like an emerald torrent. He caught the
excitement, and his faced glowed. "Oh," she cried, and with an
unconscious movement caught his hand, drawing him to the
window beside her. "Look! lean out with me!" He only saw her
lips move; her voice was drowned in the roar of a trestle, but his
hand closed in hers and he clung to the sill. The wind whistled
in their ears. "Not so far out, Valentine, take care!" he gasped.
Below, through the ties of the trestle, a broad river flashed into
view and out again, as the train thundered along a tunnel, and
away once more through the freshest of green fields. The wind
roared about them. The girl was leaning far out from the
window, and he caught her by the waist, crying, "Not too far!"
but she only murmured, "Faster! faster! away out of the city, out
of the land, faster, faster! away out of the world!" "What are you
saying all to yourself?" he said, but his voice was broken, and
the wind whirled it back into his throat. She heard him, and,
turning from the window looked down at his arm about her.
Then she raised her eyes to his. The car shook and the windows
rattled. They were dashing through a forest now, and the sun
swept the dewy branches with running flashes of fire. He
looked into her troubled eyes; he drew her to him and kissed the
half-parted lips, and she cried out, a bitter, hopeless cry, "Not
that—not that!" But he held her close and strong, whispering
words of honest love and passion, and when she sobbed—"Not
that—not that—I have promised! You must—you must know—I
am—not—worthy—" In the purity of his own heart her words
were, to him, meaningless then, meaningless for ever after.
Presently her voice ceased, and her head rested on his breast. He
leaned against the window, his ears swept by the furious wind,
his heart in a joyous tumult. The forest was passed, and the sun
slipped from behind the trees, flooding the earth again with
brightness. She raised her eyes and looked out into the world
from the window. Then she began to speak, but her voice was
faint, and he bent his head close to hers and listened. "I cannot



turn from you; I am too weak. You were long ago my master—
master of my heart and soul. I have broken my word to one who
trusted me, but I have told you all,—what matters the rest?" He
smiled at her innocence and she worshipped his. She spoke
again: "Take me or cast me away;—what matters it? Now with a
word you can kill me, and it might be easier to die than to look
upon happiness as great as mine." He took her in his arms,
"Hush, what are you saying? Look,—look out at the sunlight, the
meadows and the streams. We shall be very happy in so bright a
world." She turned to the sunlight. From the window, the world
below seemed very fair to her. Trembling with happiness, she
sighed: "Is this the world? Then I have never known it." "Nor
have I, God forgive me," he murmured. Perhaps it was our gentle
Lady of the Fields who forgave them both. RUE BARREE I One
morning at Julian's, a student said to Selby, "That is Foxhall
Clifford," pointing with his brushes at a young man who sat
before an easel, doing nothing. Selby, shy and nervous, walked
over and began: "My name is Selby,—I have just arrived in Paris,
and bring a letter of introduction—" His voice was lost in the
crash of a falling easel, the owner of which promptly assaulted
his neighbour, and for a time the noise of battle rolled through
the studios of MM. Boulanger and Lefebvre, presently subsiding
into a scuffle on the stairs outside. Selby, apprehensive as to his
own reception in the studio, looked at Clifford, who sat serenely
watching the fight. "It's a little noisy here," said Clifford, "but
you will like the fellows when you know them." His unaffected
manner delighted Selby. Then with a simplicity that won his
heart, he presented him to half a dozen students of as many
nationalities. Some were cordial, all were polite. Even the
majestic creature who held the position of Massier, unbent
enough to say: "My friend, when a man speaks French as well as
you do, and is also a friend of Monsieur Clifford, he will have no
trouble in this studio. You expect, of course, to fill the stove
until the next new man comes?" "Of course."



Chiéc taxi quay quanh dudng rue de Medici, ré vao dudng rue de
Vaugirard, theo dudng dé dén ndi né giao véi dudng rue de
Rennes, va di vao con dudng 6n ao d6, ding trudc Gare
Montparnasse. Ho vita kip ltic cho mét chuyén tau va chay 1én
cau thang va ra khéi cac toa xe khi tiéng chudng khéi hanh cudi
cung vang 1én qua ga hinh vom. Ngudi bao vé déng ctta khoang
ctia ho, mot tiéng coi vang 1én, dude dap lai bang tiéng kéu tu
haoi mdy, va toa tau dai trugt ra khéi ga, nhanh hon, nhanh hon,
va lao ra ngoai 4nh nang budi sang. Con gié muia hé théi vao mit
ho tit clta s6 md, va glti mai téc mém nhay mua trén tran cd gai.
"Chung ta cé toa riéng cho minh," Hastings néi. C6 dua vao ghé
ctta s6 dém, d6i mit sang ruc va to nhung md, méi md ra. Con
gi6 thoi bay chiéc mii clia ¢d, va phan khich nhitng soi ruy bang
dudi cam cb. Vi mot ctt ddng nhanh chéng c6 ma ching ra, va,
rat mét ciy kim mil dai tit chiéc mii cfia minh, dé né xudng trén
ghé bén canh cb. Toa tau dang lao vun vit. Mau dé chay trong
ma cb, va, mdi hoi théd nhanh chéng, hoi thd ctia ¢6 dang 1én va
rdi xudng dudi ddm hoa loa kén & c6 cb. Cay cd, nha cita, ho,
nhay qua, bi cit bdi mot man suong cta cot dién diy. "Nhanh
1én! nhanh 1én!" ¢6 la 1én. Anh khéng bao gid roi mat khdi cb,
nhung mit cd, to nhung md, va xanh nhu bau trdi mua hé,
duong nhu tap trung vao mot cai gi dé xa xam,—mot cai gi do
khoéng gan lai, nhung chay trude ho khi ho chay. Pé cé phai 1a
chan trdi, bi cat bdi 1du dai u 4m trén ddi, bay gid bi cat bdi cay
thanh gid clla m6t nha thd mién qué? Pé cé phai 1a mit trang
hé, nhu mot béng ma, trugt qua bau troi xanh mo hod trén cao?
"Nhanh 1én! nhanh 1én!" ¢6 la 1én. M6i md& ra d6 chdy. Toa tau
rung 1én va run ray, va canh déng chiy qua nhu mot dong nude
ngoc luc bdo. Anh bit dudgc cadm xtc, va khuén mait anh sang
1én. "Oh," c6 la 1én, va véi mot clt ddng vo ¥, cd ndm 1ay tay anh,
kéo anh dén c

"And you don't mind chaff?"

"Va anh khong phién chtt no sao?"



"No," replied Selby, who hated it.
"Khéng," trd 16i Selby, ngudi ghét né.

Clifford, much amused, put on his hat, saying, "You must expect
lots of it at first."

Clifford, vui mung, d6i ma 1én va néi, "Anh phdi mong chdg
nhiéu nhu vy § dau tién."

Selby placed his own hat on his head and followed him to the
door.

Selby dit mii clia minh 1én dau va theo anh ta ra ctta.

As they passed the model stand there was a furious cry of
"Chapeau! Chapeau!" and a student sprang from his easel
menacing Selby, who reddened but looked at Clifford.

Khi ho di qua buc miu, c6 mdt tiéng kéu dit déi "Chapeau!
Chapeau!" va mét sinh vién nhdy ra ti cdi chin dung de doa
Selby, ngudi dé mit nhung nhin vao Clifford.

"Take off your hat for them," said the latter, laughing.

"Céimi ra cho ho," anh ta ndi, cudi.

A little embarrassed, he turned and saluted the studio.

Mot chit ngugng ngung, anh quay lai va chao mung phong hoc.

"Et moi?" cried the model.

"Va t6i?" ¢6 mau hét 1én.

"You are charming," replied Selby, astonished at his own
audacity, but the studio rose as one man, shouting: "He has



done well! he's all right!" while the model, laughing, kissed her
hand to him and cried: "A demain beau jeune homme!"

"Anh rat quyén rii," Selby tra 18i, ngac nhién vé su manh mé ctia
minh, nhung ca phong hoc déng thanh hét 1én: "Anh di 1am tot!
anh 6n!" trong khi c6 mau, cudi, hon tay va hét 1én: "A demain
beau jeune homme!"

All that week Selby worked at the studio unmolested. The
French students christened him "'Enfant Prodigue," which was
freely translated, "The Prodigious Infant," "The Kid," "Kid Selby,"
and "Kidby."

CA tuan @9, Selby 1am viéc tai phong hoc ma khéng bi quay roi.
Sinh vién Phap dit cho anh cai biét danh "I'Enfant Prodigue,"
dudc dich tu do 1a "Ptia Tré Ky Diéu," "Pua Bé," "Kid Selby," va
"Kidby."

But the disease soon ran its course from "Kidby" to "Kidney," and
then naturally to "Tidbits," where it was arrested by Clifford's
authority and ultimately relapsed to "Kid."

Nhung cin bénh sém chuyén tit "Kidby" sang "Kidney," va sau
d6 tu nhién sang "Tidbits," noi no6 bi ngén chan bdi quyén luc
ctia Clifford va cudi cung trg lai "Kid."

Twenty-four hours later Selby had completely forgotten Rue
Barrée. During the week he worked with might and main at the
studio, and Saturday night found him so tired that he went to
bed before dinner and had a nightmare about a river of yellow
ochre in which he was drowning. Sunday morning, apropos of
nothing at all, he thought of Rue Barrée, and ten seconds
afterwards he saw her. It was at the flower-market on the
marble bridge. She was examining a pot of pansies. The
gardener had evidently thrown heart and soul into the
transaction, but Rue Barrée shook her head.



Mudi hai gid sau, Selby da hoan toan quén Rue Barrée. Trong
tuan, anh ta 1am viéc chim chi tai phong studio va vao t6i thit
Bay anh ta mét dén ndi di ngt trudc khi an toi va gip 4c mong
vé mot con séng mau vang 6ch ma anh ta dang chét dudi trong
dé. Budi sang Chti Nhat, khong lién quan gi c3, anh ta nghi dén
Rue Barrée, vi mudi gidy sau anh thay c6 4y. Dé 14 tai chg hoa
trén cay cau da. C6 ay dang xem mdt chiu hoa pansies. Nguoi
lam vudn rd rang da d6 hét tAm hon vao giao dich, nhung Rue
Barrée lic dau.

It is a question whether Selby would have stopped then and
there to inspect a cabbage-rose had not Clifford unwound for
him the yarn of the previous Tuesday. It is possible that his
curiosity was piqued, for with the exception of a hen-turkey, a
boy of nineteen is the most openly curious biped alive. From
twenty until death he tries to conceal it. But, to be fair to Selby,
it is also true that the market was attractive. Under a cloudless
sky the flowers were packed and heaped along the marble
bridge to the parapet. The air was soft, the sun spun a shadowy
lacework among the palms and glowed in the hearts of a
thousand roses.

Cau hdi 1a 1iéu Selby c6 di ditng lai dé kiém tra mot bui hong cai
néu khong cé Clifford ké cho anh cau chuyén ctia thit Ba trudc
dé. C6 thé su td mo clia anh ta @i bi kich thich, vi ngoai trit mot
con ga mai, mot chang trai 19 tudi 12 loai déng vat hai chan to
mo nhat. Tt hai muodi dén khi chét, anh ta cd gang che giéu no.
Nhung, dé céng bang vdi Selby, cling dung rang cho rat hap dan.
Dudi bau trdl khéng may, hoa dugc xép chong day va dat doc
theo ciy cau d4 dén by tuong. Khong khi mém mai, 4nh ning
tao ra mot mang ren béng t6i gitta cac co, va chiéu sang trong
trai tim ctia hang nghin bui hoa hong.

Spring had come,—was in full tide. The watering carts and
sprinklers spread freshness over the Boulevard, the sparrows
had become vulgarly obtrusive, and the credulous Seine angler



anxiously followed his gaudy quill floating among the soapsuds
of the lavoirs. The white-spiked chestnuts clad in tender green
vibrated with the hum of bees. Shoddy butterflies flaunted their
winter rags among the heliotrope. There was a smell of fresh
earth in the air, an echo of the woodland brook in the ripple of
the Seine, and swallows soared and skimmed among the
anchored river craft. Somewhere in a window a caged bird was
singing its heart out to the sky.

Mua xuin di dén,—dang trong da phat trién. Nhiing chiéc xe
tudi va binh phun lan tda sy tudi méi trén Boulevard, nhiing
con sé di trd nén qudy réi va thai qud, va ngudi ciu ca Seine
ngiy tho lo 1ing theo ddi c:hiéc léng vl mau sic s§ cia minh trdi
gitia bot xa phong ctia nha tdm céng cong Nhiing cay hat dé
tring dic cé mau xanh nhat rung 1én véi t1eng vo ve clia ong.
Nhu:ng chii buém non dédm dién chiéc 40 cia mua dong glu'a
hoa c6. C6 mui dat tuci mat trong khdng kh, tiéng ri rdo clia
sudi trong séng soéng Seine, va nhing chu chim én bay cao va
luét qua guia nhLIng con thuyén neo dau trén song. O dau dé
trong mot clia s6, mot chii chim bi nhét dang hat hét minh dén
bau trdi.

Selby looked at the cabbage-rose and then at the sky. Something
in the song of the caged bird may have moved him, or perhaps it
was that dangerous sweetness in the air of May. At first he was
hardly conscious that he had stopped, then he was scarcely
conscious why he had stopped, then he thought he would move
on, then he thought he wouldn't, then he looked at Rue Barrée.

Selby nhin vao bui hdng cii va sau dé nhin 1én bau trdi. C6 thé
c6 diéu gi d6 trong bai hat clia chd chim bi nhét d3 1am anh ta
cdm dong, hoic cé 18 d6 1a su ngot ngao day nguy hiém trong
khong khi ctia thang Nam. Ban dau anh ta hau nhu khéng nhan
ra rang minh di ding lai, sau d6 anh ta hau nhu khéng nhan ra
tai sao minh da ding lai, sau d6 anh ta nghi rang anh ta sé tiép



tuc di, sau dé anh ta nghi rang anh ta sé khéng, sau dé anh ta
nhin vao Rue Barrée.

Clifford poked a pansy with his stick. Then Joseph came in with
the bill, announcing the sum total in a loud voice, partly to
impress Clifford, partly to intimidate Selby into disgorging a
pourboire which he would share, if he chose, with the gardener.
Clifford tried to pretend that he had not heard, while Selby paid
bill and tribute without a murmur. Then he lounged back into
the room with an attempt at indifference which failed entirely
when he tore his trousers on the cactus.

Clifford ddm mot ciy hoa dai bang cay gay cua minh. Sau do,
Joseph dén VO'l hoéa don, thong bao tong sO tién mot cach on ao,
mot phan dé an tugng Clifford, mot phan dé de doa Selby dé tra
tién thudng ma anh ta sé chia sé, néu muén, véi ngudi lam
vudn. Clifford cd gid vo nhu anh ta khéng nghe thay, trong khi
Selby thanh toan héa don va tién thudng ma khéng mot 16i
than phién. Sau d6, anh ta nam ludi vao phong véi su c6 gang
tao ra su khéng quan tdm hoan toan that bai khi anh ta rach
quan trén ciy xuong rong.

Clifford made some commonplace remark, lighted a cigarette
and looked out of the window to give Selby a chance. Selby tried
to take it, but getting as far as—"Yes, spring is here at last," froze
solid. He looked at the back of Clifford's head. It expressed
volumes. Those little perked-up ears seemed tingling with
suppressed glee. He made a desperate effort to master the
situation, and jumped up to reach for some Russian cigarettes
as an incentive to conversation, but was foiled by the cactus, to
whom again he fell a prey. The last straw was added.

Clifford dua ra moét ldi binh thudng, bat mét diéu thudc la va
nhin ra ngoai ctta sd dé tao cd hdi cho Selby Selby co gang tan
dung, nhung chi dén miic—"Ving, miia xuin di dén cudi cung,"

déng biang hoan toan. Anh ta nhin vao phia sau dau ctia Clifford.



N6 dién dat nhiéu diéu. Nhiing chiéc tai nhé hoi nhé 1én dudng
nhu dang rao ruc véi niém vui bi kim nén. Anh ta c6 gang nd luc
tuyét vong dé kiém sodat tinh hinh, va nhay diy dé 1dy mot sd
diéu thudc Nga nhu mét déng luc cho cudc trd chuyén, nhung bi
ciy xuong rong ngin lai, ndi anh ta lai trd thanh con mbi. Pa
thém roi vao ngua giy co.

"Damn the cactus." This observation was wrung from Selby
against his will,—against his own instinct of self-preservation,
but the thorns on the cactus were long and sharp, and at their
repeated prick his pent-up wrath escaped. It was too late now; it
was done, and Clifford had wheeled around.

"Chét con ciy xuong }‘Sng." Nhéin dinh nay da bi Selby ép budc
ra, khéng theo y mudn clia anh ta,—ngudc lai v6i ban ning tu
bdo vé ctia minh, nhung nhiing céi gai trén cdy xudng rong dai
va sac, va sau moi lan dam, su tic gian bi kim nén trong anh ta
trao ra. Gid da qua muodn; da xong, va Clifford da quay lai.

"See here, Selby, why the deuce did you buy those flowers?"
"Nghe nay, Selby, tai sao may lai mua nhiing béng hoa dé?"

"I'm fond of them," said Selby.

"T6i thich chiung," Selby néi.

"What are you going to do with them? You can't sleep here."
"May du dinh 1am gi véi ching? May khéng thé ngti & day."

"I could, if you'd help me take the pansies off the bed."

"T6i cé thé, néu may gitp téi 1ay nhiing bdng hoa dai ra khdi
giuong."

"Where can you put them?"



"May cé thé dit ching & dau?"
"Couldn't I give them to the concierge?"
"T6i c6 thé ting ching cho ngudi quan 1y khéng?"

As soon as he said it he regretted it. What in Heaven's name
would Clifford think of him! He had heard the amount of the
bill. Would he believe that he had invested in these luxuries as a
timid declaration to his concierge? And would the Latin Quarter
comment upon it in their own brutal fashion? He dreaded
ridicule and he knew Clifford's reputation. Then somebody
knocked.

Ngay sau khi néi xong, anh ta héi tiéc. Theo V trdi, Clifford sé
nghi gi vé anh ta! Anh ta da nghe thay so tién trén héa don. Liéu
Clifford cé tin ring anh ta di dau tu vao nhiing mén xa xi nay
nhu mdt tuyén bd nhit nhat dén ngudi quan 1y? Va liéu khu Pho
Latin c6 binh luan vé diéu d6 theo cach tan bao cta riéng ho
khong? Anh ta sg bi trach cudi va anh biét vé danh tiéng ciia
Clifford. Sau dé, c6 ngudi go clia.

For a moment Elliott would have laid hands on him, then he
laughed from sheer helplessness. "Oh, go on, go on; let's see,
there's Clémence and Marie Tellec and Cosette and Fifine,
Colette, Marie Verdier—"

Trong mdt khoanh khic, Elliott &3 mudén dit tay vao anh ta, sau
dé anh cudi vi su bat luc tuyét doi. "Oi, tiép tuc di; hiy xem, cé
Clémence va Marie Tellec va Cosette va Fifine, Colette, Marie
Verdier—"

"All of whom are charming, most charming, but I never was
serious—"

"Tat ca déu rat quyén rii, rat quyén rii, nhung tdi chua bao gid
nghiém tic—"



"So help me, Moses," said Elliott, solemnly, "each and every one
of those named have separately and in turn torn your heart
with anguish and have also made me lose my place at Julian's in
this same manner; each and every one, separately and in turn.
Do you deny it?"

"Hay gitup t6i, Moses," Elliott néi moét cach trang nghiém, "tung
ngudi trong s6 nhiing ngudi dudc dé cip da lan lugt 1am rach
trai tim ctia ban bang néi dau va cling khién t6i mat vi tri tai
Julian's theo cach tuong tu; titng ngudi, 1an lugt. Ban phti nhin
sao?"

"What you say may be founded on facts—in a way—but give me
the credit of being faithful to one at a time—"

"Nhiing gi ban néi cé thé dua trén su that—mot cach nao dé—
nhung hiy cong nhén cho t6i la trung thanh véi mot ngudi vao
mot thoi diém—"

"Until the next came along."

"Cho dén khi ngudi tiép theo xuat hién."

"But this,—this is really very different. Elliott, believe me, I am
all broken up."

"Nhung diéu ndy, diéu nay thuc su rat khac. Elliott, tin toi, t6i
hoan toan tan nat."



Then there being nothing else to do, Elliott gnashed his teeth
and listened.

Sau khi khong con gi dé 1am, Elliott cin ring va lang nghe.
"It's—it's Rue Barrée."
"D6 1a Rue Barrée."

"Well," observed Elliott, with scorn, "if you are moping and
moaning over that girl—the girl who has given you and myself
every reason to wish that the ground would open and engulf us,
—well, go on!"

"Théi," Elliott quan st véi vé khinh bi, "néu ban dang 0 rii va
rén ri vi c6 gai d6,—co gai da khién ban va t6i cé moi ly do dé
udc rang dat dai sé md ra va nudt chung ta,—vang, tiép tuc di!"

"I'm going on,—I don't care; timidity has fled—"

"T6i sé tiép tuc,—toi khong quan tAm; su nhut nhat di bién mat

"Yes, your native timidity."
"Vang, su nhiit nhat bam sinh cfia ban."

"I'm desperate, Elliott. Am I in love? Never, never did I feel so d—
n miserable. I can't sleep; honestly, I'm incapable of eating

properly."

"T6i tuyét vong, Elliott. Liéu t6i dang yéu? Chua bao gid téi caAm
thay d& hoi nhu vay. T6i khéng thé ngt; thanh thit ma ndi, t6i
khong thé an uéng ding cach."

"Same symptoms noticed in the case of Colette."



"Cé cac triéu ching tuong tu nhin thay trong trudng hop clia
Colette."

"Listen, will you?"
"Ling nghe, ban nhé?"

"Hold on a moment, I know the rest by heart. Now let me ask
you something. Is it your belief that Rue Barrée is a pure girl?"

"Chd mot chut, to6i biét phan con lai réi. Bay gid hiy dé t6i hdi
ban mot diéu. Ban co tin rang Rue Barrée la mot c6 gai trong
sang khong?"

"Yes," said Clifford, turning red.

"Cé," Clifford néi, trd nén dé mat.

"Do you love her,—not as you dangle and tiptoe after every
pretty inanity—I mean, do you honestly love her?"

"Ban yéu c6 ay,—khong phai nhu ban 1ang vang va di nhé nhe
sau moi diéu vo nghia xinh dep—T6i ¢ nghia, ban c6 thuc su
yéu cb ay khong?"

"Yes," said the other doggedly, "I would—"

"Cé," ngudi kia cd chap néi, "Toi sé—"

"Hold on a moment; would you marry her?"

"Chd moét chut; ban sé cudi co dy chir?"

Clifford turned scarlet. "Yes," he muttered.

Clifford trd nén d6 tng. "C4," anh ay 1Am bam.



"Pleasant news for your family," growled Elliott in suppressed
fury.

"Tin vui cho gia dinh ban," Elliott gdm 1én trong con giin dit kin
dao.

"Dear father, I have just married a charming grisette whom I'm
sure you'll welcome with open arms, in company with her
mother, a most estimable and cleanly washlady.' Good heavens!
This seems to have gone a little further than the rest. Thank
your stars, young man, that my head is level enough for us both.
Still, in this case, I have no fear. Rue Barrée sat on your
aspirations in a manner unmistakably final."

"Thua cha, t6i vita két hon véi mot cb gai xinh dep ma tdi chic
chin ban sé chio dén vdi tay mé rong, cing véi me c6 ay, mot ba
gitt nha dang kinh va sach sé.' Chuia oi! Cé v& nhu diéu nay da di
xa hon so véi phan con lai. CAm on vi vin may, chang trai tré, vi
dau 6c chia tdi @l tinh tdo cho ci hai chiing ta. Tuy nhién, trong
trudng hop nay, téi khong sg hii. Rue Barrée da cham dit hoai
bio ctia ban mdt cach rd rang va cudi cling."

"Rue Barrée," began Clifford, drawing himself up, but he
suddenly ceased, for there where the dappled sunlight glowed
in spots of gold, along the sun-flecked path, tripped Rue Barrée.
Her gown was spotless, and her big straw hat, tipped a little
from the white forehead, threw a shadow across her eyes.

"Rue Barrée," Clifford bat dau, vuon thang ngudi 1én, nhung bat
ngd anh 4y nging lai, vi 8 d6, ndi dnh niang 1dp lanh trong
nhiing d6m vang, doc theo con dudng nang, Rue Barrée bi vap.
B6 vay clia cb ay khéng ti vét, va chiéc mii rom 18n clia cb,
nghiéng mét chiit ti tran tring, tao ra béng d6 qua d6i mat.

Elliott stood up and bowed. Clifford removed his head-covering
with an air so plaintive, so appealing, so utterly humble that
Rue Barrée smiled.



Elliott dting day va cti dau. Clifford cdi chiéc mil khéi dau véi
mot vé trong thit bi tham, thit cju xin, thit khiém nhudng dén
muc Rue Barrée cuoi.

The smile was delicious and when Clifford, incapable of
sustaining himself on his legs from sheer astonishment,
toppled slightly, she smiled again in spite of herself.

Nu cudi @6 that 1a dé thuong va khi Clifford, khong thé giit
thang bang trén do6i chin ctia minh vi su ngac nhién, ngi nhe,
cd cudi lai mét 1an nita mac cho ban than minh.

A few moments later she took a chair on the terrace and
drawing a book from her music-roll, turned the pages, found
the place, and then placing it open downwards in her lap,
sighed a little, smiled a little, and looked out over the city. She
had entirely forgotten Foxhall Clifford.

Vai phut sau, cO ay ngdi trén mot chiéc ghé trén hé va lay mot
cuon sach tll cudn nhac ctia minh, 14t tIIng trang, tim dén trang
can, roi dit né md xudng trong long day, thd dai mét chut, cudi
mdt chut, va nhin ra phia thanh phd. C6 hoan toan quén Foxhall
Clifford.

After a while she took up her book again, but instead of reading
began to adjust a rose in her corsage. The rose was big and red.
It glowed like fire there over her heart, and like fire it warmed
her heart, now fluttering under the silken petals. Rue Barrée
sighed again. She was very happy. The sky was so blue, the air
so soft and perfumed, the sunshine so caressing, and her heart
sang within her, sang to the rose in her breast. This is what it
sang: "Out of the throng of passers-by, out of the world of
yesterday, out of the millions passing, one has turned aside to
me."

Sau mot thdi gian, c6 ay lai 14y cuén sich cia minh, nhung thay
vi doc, bat dau sap xép mot bong hoa hong trén vat 4o. Bong hoa



16n va mau d4. N6 1ap lanh nhu lfta & d6 trén trai tim co, va
giong nhu lfta, né 1am am trai tim cdia cd, gid dang rdi loan dudi
nhiing cadnh hoa lua. Rue Barrée thd dai mot 1an nita. C6 ay rat
hanh phtic. Bau trdi xanh qué, khong khi mém mai va thom
phtic, &nh ning mit trdi diu dang, va trai tim c6 hat trong cb,
hat vé béng hoa trong nguc cb. Pay 1a nhitng gi né hat: "Ra khai
ddm doéng qua lai, ra khdi thé gidi ctia ngay héom qua, ra khéi
triéu ngudi di ngang, mét ngudi di quay sang phia t6i."

So her heart sang under his rose on her breast. Then two big
mouse-coloured pigeons came whistling by and alighted on the
terrace, where they bowed and strutted and bobbed and turned
until Rue Barrée laughed in delight, and looking up beheld
Clifford before her. His hat was in his hand and his face was
wreathed in a series of appealing smiles which would have
touched the heart of a Bengal tiger.

Vi thé trai tim c6 hat dudi bdng hong trén nguc cb. Sau d6, hai
con chim b6 cau mau chudt 16n bay qua va ha canh trén hé, noi
chiing cui dau, diéu bd va vay viung cho dén khi Rue Barrée cudi
vui vé, va nhin 1én thi thay Clifford trudc mit. Chiéc mii ctia anh
ay nam trong tay va khuén mat ctia anh iy dudc bao quanh bdi
mot loat nu cudi 16i cuén ma cé thé di cham vao trai tim cta
mdt con hd Bengal.

For an instant Rue Barrée frowned, then she looked curiously at
Clifford, then when she saw the resemblance between his bows
and the bobbing pigeons, in spite of herself, her lips parted in
the most bewitching laugh. Was this Rue Barrée? So changed, so
changed that she did not know herself; but oh! that song in her
heart which drowned all else, which trembled on her lips,
struggling for utterance, which rippled forth in a laugh at
nothing,—at a strutting pigeon,—and Mr. Clifford.

Trong mdt khodnh khic, Rue Barrée nhian may, sau dé cé nhin
Clifford mot cach to mo, sau do6 khi c6 thay su giong nhau gitia



su cudi chao clia anh va sy vy ving ctia chim bo cau, mic cho
ban thin, moéi ¢ md ra trong mot tiéng cudi quyén rii nhat. Py
c6 phai Rue Barrée khong? Pi thay ddi nhu viy, thay ddi dén
muc c¢6 khéng nhin ra minh; nhung oh! ban tinh ca trong trai
tim c6 lam chim moi thu khac dap lién tuc trén moéi, vat 16n dé
noira, phat ra trong moét t1eng cudi vui vé khéng 1y do,—véi mot
con chim bé ciu viy viing,—va 6ng Clifford.

"And you think, because I return the salute of the students in
the Quarter, that you may be received in particular as a friend? I
do not know you, Monsieur, but vanity is man's other name;—
be content, Monsieur Vanity, I shall be punctilious—oh, most
punctilious in returning your salute."

"Va ban nghi, vi t6i dap lai 16i chao ctia nhiing sinh vién & Quén,
ma ban cé thé dudc tiép nhin dic biét nhu mdt ngudi ban? Téi
khong biét ban, 6ng, nhung kiéu ngao 13 tén khac clia con ngudi;
—hiy hai 1ong, 6ng Kiéu Ngao, t6i sé can than—ai, cuc ky can
than trong viéc dap lai 16i chao ctia ban."

"But I beg—I implore you to let me render you that homage
which has so long—"

"Nhung t6i van xin—t6i thinh cau ban dé t6i hién ting ban su
ton trong ma da lau—"

"Oh dear; I don't care for homage."
"Oi trdi oi; t6i khéng quan tAm dén su tén trong."

"Let me only be permitted to speak to you now and then,—
occasionally—very occasionally."

"Chi cho phép t6i néi chuyén véi ban déi khi,—déi khi—rat it
khi."

"And if you, why not another?"



"Va néu 1a ban, tai sao khéng phai ai khac?"
"Not at all,—I will be discretion itself."
"Chang hé,—Tbi sé rat kin d4o."
"Discretion—why?"

"Kin dao—tai sao?"

Her eyes were very clear, and Clifford winced for a moment, but
only for a moment. Then the devil of recklessness seizing him,
he sat down and offered himself, soul and body, goods and
chattels.

Do6i mit clia ¢ rat sang, va Clifford gidt minh mét lic, nhung
chi mot Itc. Sau dé, 4c quy ctia su liéu linh bat 14y anh, anh ngdi
xudng va hién ting ban than, linh hén va co thé, hang héa va tai
sdn ctia minh.

And all the time he knew he was a fool and that infatuation is
not love, and that each word he uttered bound him in honour
from which there was no escape. And all the time Elliott was
scowling down on the fountain plaza and savagely checking
both bulldogs from their desire to rush to Clifford's rescue,—for
even they felt there was something wrong, as Elliott stormed
within himself and growled maledictions.

Va suot thoi gian d6, anh biét minh 1a mot ké

Elliott was annoyed, partly by Clifford's reticence, partly by the
unexplainable thaw in the frigidity of Rue Barrée. At their
frequent encounters, when she, tripping along the rue de Seine,
with music-roll and big straw hat would pass Clifford and his
familiars steering an easterly course to the Café Vachette, and at
the respectful uncovering of the band would colour and smile at
Clifford, Elliott's slumbering suspicions awoke. But he never



found out anything, and finally gave it up as beyond his
comprehension, merely qualifying Clifford as an idiot and
reserving his opinion of Rue Barrée. And all this time Selby was
jealous. At first he refused to acknowledge it to himself, and cut
the studio for a day in the country, but the woods and fields of
course aggravated his case, and the brooks babbled of Rue
Barrée and the mowers calling to each other across the meadow
ended in a quavering "Rue Bar-rée-e!" That day spent in the
country made him angry for a week, and he worked sulkily at
Julian's, all the time tormented by a desire to know where
Clifford was and what he might be doing. This culminated in an
erratic stroll on Sunday which ended at the flower-market on
the Pont au Change, began again, was gloomily extended to the
morgue, and again ended at the marble bridge. It would never
do, and Selby felt it, so he went to see Clifford, who was
convalescing on mint juleps in his garden. They sat down
together and discussed morals and human happiness, and each
found the other most entertaining, only Selby failed to pump
Clifford, to the other's unfeigned amusement. But the juleps
spread balm on the sting of jealousy, and trickled hope to the
blighted, and when Selby said he must go, Clifford went too, and
when Selby, not to be outdone, insisted on accompanying
Clifford back to his door, Clifford determined to see Selby back
half way, and then finding it hard to part, they decided to dine
together and "flit." To flit, a verb applied to Clifford's nocturnal
prowls, expressed, perhaps, as well as anything, the gaiety
proposed. Dinner was ordered at Mignon's, and while Selby
interviewed the chef, Clifford kept a fatherly eye on the butler.
The dinner was a success, or was of the sort generally termed a
success. Toward the dessert Selby heard some one say as at a
great distance, "Kid Selby, drunk as a lord."

A group of men passed near them; it seemed to him that he
shook hands and laughed a great deal, and that everybody was
very witty. There was Clifford opposite swearing undying
confidence in his chum Selby, and there seemed to be others



there, either seated beside them or continually passing with the
swish of skirts on the polished floor. The perfume of roses, the
rustle of fans, the touch of rounded arms and the laughter grew
vaguer and vaguer. The room seemed enveloped in mist. Then,
all in a moment each object stood out painfully distinct, only
forms and visages were distorted and voices piercing. He drew
himself up, calm, grave, for the moment master of himself, but
very drunk. He knew he was drunk, and was as guarded and
alert, as keenly suspicious of himself as he would have been of a
thief at his elbow. His self-command enabled Clifford to hold his
head safely under some running water, and repair to the street
considerably the worse for wear, but never suspecting that his
companion was drunk. For a time he kept his self-command.
His face was only a bit paler, a bit tighter than usual; he was
only a trifle slower and more fastidious in his speech. It was
midnight when he left Clifford peacefully slumbering in
somebody's arm-chair, with a long suede glove dangling in his
hand and a plumy boa twisted about his neck to protect his
throat from drafts. He walked through the hall and down the
stairs, and found himself on the sidewalk in a quarter he did not
know. Mechanically he looked up at the name of the street. The
name was not familiar. He turned and steered his course toward
some lights clustered at the end of the street. They proved
farther away than he had anticipated, and after a long quest he
came to the conclusion that his eyes had been mysteriously
removed from their proper places and had been reset on either
side of his head like those of a bird. It grieved him to think of
the inconvenience this transformation might occasion him, and
he attempted to cock up his head, hen-like, to test the mobility
of his neck. Then an immense despair stole over him,—tears
gathered in the tear-ducts, his heart melted, and he collided
with a tree. This shocked him into comprehension; he stifled
the violent tenderness in his breast, picked up his hat and
moved on more briskly. His mouth was white and drawn, his
teeth tightly clinched. He held his course pretty well and
strayed but little, and after an apparently interminable length



of time found himself passing a line of cabs. The brilliant lamps,
red, yellow, and green annoyed him, and he felt it might be
pleasant to demolish them with his cane, but mastering this
impulse he passed on. Later an idea struck him that it would
save fatigue to take a cab, and he started back with that
intention, but the cabs seemed already so far away and the
lanterns were so bright and confusing that he gave it up, and
pulling himself together looked around.

A shadow, a mass, huge, undefined, rose to his right. He
recognized the Arc de Triomphe and gravely shook his cane at
it. Its size annoyed him. He felt it was too big. Then he heard
something fall clattering to the pavement and thought probably
it was his cane but it didn't much matter. When he had
mastered himself and regained control of his right leg, which
betrayed symptoms of insubordination, he found himself
traversing the Place de la Concorde at a pace which threatened
to land him at the Madeleine. This would never do. He turned
sharply to the right and crossing the bridge passed the Palais
Bourbon at a trot and wheeled into the Boulevard St. Germain.
He got on well enough although the size of the War Office
struck him as a personal insult, and he missed his cane, which it
would have been pleasant to drag along the iron railings as he
passed. It occurred to him, however, to substitute his hat, but
when he found it he forgot what he wanted it for and replaced it
upon his head with gravity. Then he was obliged to battle with a
violent inclination to sit down and weep. This lasted until he
came to the rue de Rennes, but there he became absorbed in
contemplating the dragon on the balcony overhanging the Cour
du Dragon, and time slipped away until he remembered vaguely
that he had no business there, and marched off again. It was
slow work. The inclination to sit down and weep had given
place to a desire for solitary and deep reflection. Here his right
leg forgot its obedience and attacking the left, outflanked it and
brought him up against a wooden board which seemed to bar
his path. He tried to walk around it, but found the street closed.



He tried to push it over, and found he couldn't. Then he noticed
a red lantern standing on a pile of paving-stones inside the
barrier. This was pleasant. How was he to get home if the
boulevard was blocked? But he was not on the boulevard. His
treacherous right leg had beguiled him into a detour, for there,
behind him lay the boulevard with its endless line of lamps,—
and here, what was this narrow dilapidated street piled up with
earth and mortar and heaps of stone? He looked up. Written in
staring black letters on the barrier was RUE BARREE.

He sat down. Two policemen whom he knew came by and
advised him to get up, but he argued the question from a
standpoint of personal taste, and they passed on, laughing. For
he was at that moment absorbed in a problem. It was, how to
see Rue Barrée. She was somewhere or other in that big house
with the iron balconies, and the door was locked, but what of
that? The simple idea struck him to shout until she came. This
idea was replaced by another equally lucid,—to hammer on the
door until she came; but finally rejecting both of these as too
uncertain, he decided to climb into the balcony, and opening a
window politely inquire for Rue Barrée. There was but one
lighted window in the house that he could see. It was on the
second floor, and toward this he cast his eyes. Then mounting
the wooden barrier and clambering over the piles of stones, he
reached the sidewalk and looked up at the facade for a foothold.
It seemed impossible. But a sudden fury seized him, a blind,
drunken obstinacy, and the blood rushed to his head, leaping,
beating in his ears like the dull thunder of an ocean. He set his
teeth, and springing at a window-sill, dragged himself up and
hung to the iron bars. Then reason fled; there surged in his brain
the sound of many voices, his heart leaped up beating a mad
tattoo, and gripping at cornice and ledge he worked his way
along the facade, clung to pipes and shutters, and dragged
himself up, over and into the balcony by the lighted window.
His hat fell off and rolled against the pane. For a moment he



leaned breathless against the railing—then the window was
slowly opened from within.

Anh ngdi xudng. Hai canh sit ma anh biét dén dén va khuyén
anh nén diing diy, nhung anh tranh luin van dé tit géc @6 ca
nhan, va ho di qua, cudi. Bdi anh dang tip trung vao mdt van dé.
D6 13, 1am sao dé thay Rue Barrée. C6 ay dau dé trong cin nha
16n véi nhitng ban cdng sit, va clia bi khéa, nhung ciing chang
c6 van dé gi dting khong? Y tudng don gidn dé xay ra vdi anh 1a
hét cho dén khi ¢ ay dén. Y tudng nay bi thay thé bdi mot y
tudng khac cling rd rang,—dap vao clta cho dén khi c6 iy dén;
nhung cudi cing tit chéi ca hai vi qua khéng chic chan, anh
quyét dinh leo 1én ban cdng, va md clta s6 lich sy hdi Rue Barrée.
Chi cé mot ctta s6 cé dén trong cin nha ma anh cé thé thiy. N6 &
tang hai, va anh nhin vé phia dé. Sau d6 anh leo qua rao gb va
vugt qua dong d4, anh dén via hé va nhin 1én mit tién dé tim
mdt chd dé diing. Dudng nhu khong thé. Nhung mét con gian
dit d6t ngdt bao trum anh, mot su ctiing dau mi quang, va mau
d6 vao dau anh, nhdy mua, dap vao tai anh nhu tiéng sim nhat
ctla mdt dai duong. Anh nghién ring, va nhay 1én mép clia s,
kéo minh 1én va treo vao thanh sit. Sau d6 1y tri bé chay; c6 4m
thanh ctia nhiéu giong néi dén dén trong dau anh, trai tim anh
nhdy 1én ddp mot ban nhac dién cudng, va nim chit vao mép
mai vA mép tudng anh 1am viéc dé di doc theo mit tién, bam
vao dng va clia s, va kéo minh 1én, qua va vio ban cong bén clia
s6 c6 dén. Mil anh rdi ra va 1in dén gan kinh. Trong mét khoianh
khic anh dua mét mdi vao lan can—sau d6 ctta so tit tit duge md
tu bén trong.

They stared at each other for some time. Presently the girl took
two unsteady steps back into the room. He saw her face,—all
crimsoned now,—he saw her sink into a chair by the lamplit
table, and without a word he followed her into the room,
closing the big door-like panes behind him. Then they looked at
each other in silence.



Hai ngudi nhin nhau trong mdt thoi gian. Chéc sau, c6 gai budc
1ti mét cach khong viing vang vao phong. Anh nhin thay khuén
mit clia c6 dy,—tat ca dd ruc bay gid,—anh nhin thay c6 iy ngdi
vao mdt chiéc ghé bén ban dén va mau, va ma khéng néi mot tit
anh theo c6 4y vao phong, déng canh clta 16n gidng nhu clta sau
lung anh. Sau d6 ho nhin nhau trong im lang.

The room was small and white; everything was white about it,
—the curtained bed, the little wash-stand in the corner, the bare
walls, the china lamp,—and his own face,—had he known it,
but the face and neck of Rue were surging in the colour that
dyed the blossoming rose-tree there on the hearth beside her. It
did not occur to him to speak. She seemed not to expect it. His
mind was struggling with the impressions of the room. The
whiteness, the extreme purity of everything occupied him—
began to trouble him. As his eye became accustomed to the
light, other objects grew from the surroundings and took their
places in the circle of lamplight. There was a piano and a coal-
scuttle and a little iron trunk and a bath-tub. Then there was a
row of wooden pegs against the door, with a white chintz
curtain covering the clothes underneath. On the bed lay an
umbrella and a big straw hat, and on the table, a music-roll
unfurled, an ink-stand, and sheets of ruled paper. Behind him
stood a wardrobe faced with a mirror, but somehow he did not
care to see his own face just then. He was sobering.

Phong nhd va trang; moi thit déu tring,—chiéc giudng véi rém,
chiéc bon rta nhd & gdc, tudng tran tran, dén Trung Qudc,—va
khuén mit cia anh,—néu anh biét dé 13 khuén mit cta anh,
nhung khuén mit va c6 ctia Rue dang dang 1én trong mau sic td
diém cho cay hdng dang né kia trén 16 sudi bén canh cé ay. Anh
khong nghi dén viéc noéi. Coa ay duong nhu khong mong doi diéu
do. Tam tri anh dang co gang vdi an tugng clia can phong. Su
trang tréo, su tinh khiét tot ciing ctia moi tht 1am anh bit dau
bi d&nh huéng. Khi mit anh quen véi 4nh sang, cic vat khac bat
dau xuat hién tit xung quanh va 1dp day ché ctia ching trong



vong anh sang déen. Cé mot cay dan piano va mot cai hii than va
mdt cai hon sit nhé va mot cai bon tim. Sau dé cé mot hang
méc gd dua vao ctta, véi mot bic rém chintz trang che pht bén
dudi nhitng bdé quan 4o. Trén giudng cé mdt cai dit va mot cai
mi rém to, va trén ban, mot cudén nhac md réng, mot hit muc,
va nhiing tJ gidy cé dudng ké. Phia sau anh c¢6 moét tii quan 4o
doi dién véi mot chiéc guong, nhung sao anh khéng muoén nhin
thay khuén mit cia minh vao ltic dé. Anh dang tinh tio.

The girl sat looking at him without a word. Her face was
expressionless, yet the lips at times trembled almost
imperceptibly. Her eyes, so wonderfully blue in the daylight,
seemed dark and soft as velvet, and the colour on her neck
deepened and whitened with every breath. She seemed smaller
and more slender than when he had seen her in the street, and
there was now something in the curve of her cheek almost
infantine. When at last he turned and caught his own reflection
in the mirror behind him, a shock passed through him as
though he had seen a shameful thing, and his clouded mind
and his clouded thoughts grew clearer. For a moment their eyes
met then his sought the floor, his lips tightened, and the
struggle within him bowed his head and strained every nerve to
the breaking. And now it was over, for the voice within had
spoken. He listened, dully interested but already knowing the
end,—indeed it little mattered;—the end would always be the
same for him;—he understood now—always the same for him,
and he listened, dully interested, to a voice which grew within
him. After a while he stood up, and she rose at once, one small
hand resting on the table. Presently he opened the window,
picked up his hat, and shut it again. Then he went over to the
rose-bush and touched the blossoms with his face. One was
standing in a glass of water on the table and mechanically the
girl drew it out, pressed it with her lips and laid it on the table
beside him. He took it without a word and crossing the room,
opened the door. The landing was dark and silent, but the girl
lifted the lamp and gliding past him slipped down the polished



stairs to the hallway. Then unchaining the bolts, she drew open
the iron wicket. Through this he passed with his rose.

C6 gai ngdi nhin anh ma khéng néi mét tit. Khudén mit ctia c6 dy
khong biéu 16 cAm xtc, nhung d6i méi d6i khi run 1én mot cach
gan nhu khong thé cAm nhén. D6i mat clia cd ay, tuyét voi xanh
trong 4nh sang ban ngay, dudng nhu tdi va mém nhu lua, va
mau sic trén c6 cb Ay sau thém va trang dan véi méi hoi thd. €6
:?{y dudng nhu nhd bé vd manh mai hon so véi khi anh d3 thay
cO ay trén duang pho, va bay gid ¢ diéu g1 do trong duong cong
clla ma c0 4y gan nhu nhu tré con. Khi cudi cung anh quay lai va
nhin thay phan chiéu cfia minh trong guong phia sau anh, mét
ct shock trai qua anh nhu thé anh di thay mot diéu hd then, va
tAm tri mo hd va suy nghi md hd ctia anh trd nén rd rang hon.
Trong mdt khodnh khic 4nh mat ctia ho gip nhau rdi anh nhin
xudng san, moéi anh co lai, va cudc chién trong anh cudi dau va
cing moi diy than kinh dén pha v&. Va gid dé di qua, vi giong
néi bén trong di ndi. Anh ling nghe, mét cach chan chudng
nhung 43 biét két thiic,—thuc su né khéng quan trong 1lam;—
két thac ludn sé giong nhau véi anh;—anh hiéu bay gio—luén
gidng nhau vdéi anh, va anh lang nghe, mét cadch chan chudng,
vao mot giong noi moc lén bén trong anh. Sau mot luc anh dung
diy, va c6 gai cling c’[tIng ngay 1ap tiic, mot tay nhd nam trén
ban. Chéc sau anh md cita s6, 1ay mii cia minh, va dong lai. Sau
dé anh di téi bui hong va cham vio nhLIng bong hoa véi khuén
mat. Mot béng dang dUng trong mot coc nudc trén ban va co gai
tu dong lay ra, nhan né véi méi va dit né 1én ban bén canh anh.
Anh 1ay né ma khéng néi 18i ndo va bing qua phong, mé ctta.
Gac nha t6i va yén ling, nhung c6 gai cam dén va luét qua anh,
trugt xudéng cau thang béng bay xudéng hanh lang. Sau dé thao
diy chin, cd mé clta sit.

THE END

HET
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