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DR. FRANZ J. HORCH

THREE STAR HENNESSY AUTHORE REPRESENTATIVE
141 WEST 73md ST.  NEW YORK, N, ¥
By Klaus Mann

It's no fun to have dinner by yourself. You don't enjoy your food without
company, particularly in a restaurant, and there is something embarrassing about
listening to the conversations going on at the other tables. You don't want to over-
hear them, of course; but you just can't help it. For, curiously enough, even the
most futile talk between two people whom you have never seen before and will never see
again, is somehow more attractive than a magazine or a paper.

You may be struck by & voice before you have & chance to catch the first
glimpse of the face to which that voice belongs. Those two women, for instance, were
at first nothing but two voices — the mellow and kindly speech of & stolid matron and
the penetrating whisper of a younger woman.

The older suggested, in & friendly, conversational toney; "You'll find things
in Boston much less changed than they are here, in New York." Whereupon the younger
voice, glum and drowsy: "I don't think New York has much changed since I saw it last."

"Eleven yeers is & long time," observed the old voice, somewhat cryptically.
And the young one: "Eleven years? It seems so much longer to me. . . Let's see. . .
1985 . + « « I left for France in '25.%

"Exactly," confirmed the old cadences, adding with a certein tender pedantry:
"But you've been here twice since that time. Once in '28 and then, of course, the
129 trip.®

"Why do you say, 'of course?'"

"I'1ll always remember how your poor mother died." The sonorous organ was shak-
ing with sad memories and disapproval of the younger woman's lack of them.

The brighter voice sounded rather nonplussed as it exclaimed, hastily and a
bit too loud: "Of course, how silly I am! I came just too late for the funeral. . ."
There was an abrupt little giggle as if at a funny incident. I didn't like the chuckle
and then,all of a sudden, the stillness. I finished my whisky and turned my head to

have a look. The two ladies were sitting fairly close to me. I could easily watch them




when I turned my head just a little bit to the right.

The older woman - stately and in her middle sixties - was dressed all in white
which gave her appearance & touch of solemn serenity —— something almost priest-like.
She looked ;ﬁ,iably cool and immaculate. The place was not air-conditioned and it was
hot outside — one of those summer nights in New York when the vast masses of towered
stones seem to exhale the accumlated glow of the day like tremendous stoves.

The matron looked dignified and a trifle quaint; but there was something sur-
prising, almost frightening about her younger compenion. ‘hat black costume of hers cer-
tainly was a queer sort of a dress to wear — completely bare of any adornment and con-
spicuously tight. The attractive fragility of her body was displayed, with a kind of austere
shamelessness, under the supple stuff. Her little hat was unexpectedly saucy — & coquett—
ish cap made of a hard, lustrous material, elmost metallie: it crowned the disquieting
pallor of her face with a tiny helmet. ©She looked at once weary and agressive — half like
a worn-out Amazon, half like a pugnacious nun.

Both women seemed utterly out of place in this cheap restaurant full of
clamorous, sweating men. Besides, it was rather late —- long after the regular dinner
hour, about ten-thirty or so. A bunch of sailors were having a good time at the bar. Their
savage laughter drowned all the other voices. It was just when the hilarity of the sailoras
reached its elimax that I heard the volce of the younger woman again—— struggling with
a sort of desperate energy, against the detonations of so much violent joy. "My" she
exclaimed — and, even withoutlooking at her I knew the wry smile distorting her pallid
lips. "Aren't we gay!" She seemed exceedingly irritated.

"They are young," the old lady observed apologetically. And she added with
tender reproach: "I warned you not to come here, Catherine. It's not the right kind of
& place for you. It's vulgar."

Catherine, swiftly and angrily: "It's a lot better anyway than your so-called
swanky restaurants."

"fell, I thought you might prefer French food — that's all." The old lady

kept smiling but obviously was a trifle hurt.
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" Prench food - in New York!" Catherine jerked § with despise. The tone
of her voice was scathing - so utterly scornful,indeed,that even the
good-natured matron seemed irritated. "I am sorry we are not in Paris,"
she said,rather coldly. - "So am I," Catherine flashed back.

There was & silence - dismal and apprehensive.

I felt like another whiskey. But the walter didn't come when I called
him. I was busy writing down the orders of the two women.

"Don't you care for dessert?" the older one asked,in that tenderly
reproachful volce of hers.

"No,Aunt Jane. Thenk you ever so much. Not apple ple with cheese.”
And then,rather abruptly,with e sharp turn of gg& hesd towards the
waiter: "Do you have any cognsc?"

As the walter didn't understand what was meant,Aunt Jane explained
to him - all indulgence and motherly dignity: "Brandy,young man! The
lady wants to know if you have any brandy."

He blushed and stammered, "Why... Yes...of course,Ma'am..iWe have s

domestic
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e brendy. . . Very good stuff, they sey. .. ."

Catherine interrupted him sharply: "I want a Three Star Hennessy, or
nothing." And the old woman edded, with a reconciliatory smile: "The lady wemts
an imported brandy, young man. Would you be mpod enough to esk the bartender if
he has any French brandy left."

The waiter rushed to thebar,winged with zeal to pleasse that severe and
exoti ¢ lady. "Here we are," he besmed, still panting, his forehead moist with
sweat. "And it's a real imported too. The lest bottle we've got, No more
Hennessy now. MNo sir. The Nazis are getting tight on all thet French champagne
over there." He had an abrupt, bellowing laugh, as thowgh surprised by his own
daring.

Catherine gave him one of her swift, piercing glances. "Ca suffit," she
said in an icy wvoice.

The huge fel low was rather f'rightrenad. "Do you care for a pony?" he
asked and took a stiff little bow..

"A pony?" She seemed strangely irked, even offended by this expressicn
as though it meant an indecext proposition.

"Why, we serve drinks or ponies," he tried to explain, with a helpless
grin. "A pony is & small drink. A drink is a double pony."

"A drink, then, I should sayl" Catherine shrugged her shoulders; her
voice was shaking with contempt and impatience.

When she had emptied her glass-- it took her just a few seconds - she

demanded ancther one: "But no pony, if you pleasel™ she warned the wel ter, a little

more grecious ly.

"It've just come from Fremoce," she observed, while he poured the golden
liquid into her glass.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"I am very fond of Hennessy," she continued. "My hustand, too, was very
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fond of it. It was his favorite brand.”

There was a musing tenderness in her voice. The waiter didn't know what
to say. Catherine 1ifted the glass as for a solemn toast. "He is dead," she in-
formed the waiter, always with that hazy, oblivious smile. "Yes, he was a pilot.
Has been killed by the boches."

"Yes, Me'am.”

She had emptied the glass.

"Another one ," she said softly, looking very proud and ebsent-mirded.

This time she drank slowly, testing and enjoying every drop. It was enly
when she had finished that she turned to Aunt Jane agein. "Gaston was really fond
of this stuff,” she said, as though the old lady had questioned it.

"T know," Aunt Jene nodded, mildly.

But for some reason this hammless remark annoyed her irritable niece.
"What's wrong about it?" Catherine snappeds "All Frenchmen feel the same way. In
fact, most civilized peopls do," she concluded pugnaciously.

There was another one of those stone-like silences. Finally Aunt Jeane
said: "You aren't in & very good mood tonight, Catherine. I eam sorry. Don't you
think we'd better go?"

"Let me have one more finet"™ Catherine begged, with a pathetic effort to
look like a spoiled, cute little girl. "Just one tiny little glass 1" she cooced ==
while Aunt Jane bent her face in sileat resignation.

After this pew refreshment the young widow grew nostalgic and alarmingly
gentle. "You are so sweet and patient, Auntie," she sighed, anl tried to catch the
old lady's hand. "Don't be cross with me, please! Please, darling Auntie, tell me
that you are not crossi"

"Of course not," the old lady suddenly looked very tired as if exhausted
by a long, hopeless struggle. "Why should I be cross with you? I would like to
go now, that's all."

Without paying any attention to Aunt Jane's request, Catherine continued
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to eccuse herself in a whining, unsteady voice: "I hate to be such a borel! Do you
think I don't know what a bore I em. how I must get on your nerves? I am making
such an ass of myselfi"

"Dan't be sillyt" the old lady said. "You don't get on my nerves at all.
But it is pitiful to wabteh you torment yourself. Couldn't you try to forget Paris
end thewar and your poor husbend, just for a little while?"

"How could I ever forget those things?™ Catherine had a wide, unfocussed
look into space. "They are my life. I dm't want to forget them. They are all I have."

"But now you are here, Catherinel!l" the old woman reminded here in an imploring
voices "This is your life, Catherine! This is your country, your futurel"

"Is it indeed my ocountry?" It sounded pensive and sorrowful rather than bitter.
She seemed to weit fr an answer; but while Aunt Jane mumbled something about the
necessity of adapting oneself to the sctual conditicns of life, Catherine continued
her plaintive monologue. "Here,in America, things have no life, no sutstence. They
don't smell, they don't suffer. There is no authentiec joy nor is there authentic
drame, because there is no Hstory, no tradition. If one has lived in Paris. « ."

"That's enoughl™ The old lady assumed an attitude of forbidding majesty. "I
don't want to heer sabout Paris any more! Do you understand me, Catherine? I am fed
up with Paris."

Her indignation was so vehement and absorbing that she even failed to notice
Catherine's secret conspiracy with the weiter.

™W¥hat 's your name, my friend?™ Catherine whispered. He was surprised and
flatterede "Carl", he grinned.

He was a goocd-natured fellow - ungainly and tall, with a blank, healthy face.
He was of Swedish descent and ceme from the Middle West.

Nothing could be more preposterows = said Aunt Jane - than the Europeesn

arrogam e of certain Americans who had spent a few years "over there". She asked her

niece what, in her opinicn, was so impressive and admirable about the French defeat
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and the political system thet had led to this shameful colle pse .
Carl, mesnwhile, had understood that the lady in black wented another
drink. TWhile he refilled her glass, the old lady excleimed: "After all it's not

a very inspiring spectacle your grende netion is giving the world: Not what I

would call a very great perfomancel”

Catherine sipped her cognac, gazing thoughtfully into the glass. "If you
are right," she observed at last, with ominous casualness,"if what you say is correct,
Aunt Jane -- and I suppose it is —- them Gaston hos died in vain."

It wes pathetic to watch how the old lady's face paled and became motionless.
She was profoundly embarrassed. "I didn't mean to hurt your feelings, Catherine,
dearest," she stamered. I wes afraid she was going to burst into tears.

"It's all right," said Catherine, without a smile. "Forget it." She
emptied her glass, then continued: "There's nothing wrong about what you've just
ssid. Do you really believe I didn't knar all these things? Sometimes I am efraid
that Gaston might have known them as welle o o

For one moment she covered her eyes with a trembling hand as if to banish
an unbesrable vision. "What do you think is it that haunts and torments me so?" she
asked, her brow still hidden behind the delicate lattice of her shaking fingers. "It's
not that I lost Geston. I was very heppy with him. It couldn't last. I alweys knew
I would lose him. He was a pilot, ard he loved his profession almest as much as he
loved me. I tried to be as courageous as he always wes. Yes, I tried very harde o "

She took her land from her eyes; they were blinded and widened with fear.

"] tried to be brave,” she said. "But I really was half dead with terror -- du ri ng
all those years. I was scared stiff, every time he left me. I wonder if you cen
imagine what I went throwzh, Aunt Jene. . « When he made that crazy expedition to

Africa end I had no word from him for weeks — do you have any idea what that meams,

Aunt Jene?"
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There was a little pause. The young woman in mourning was sitting very
ereot: the expression of her face had-altered. What a strange transformation,
under the saucy crown of her coquettish and militant hat! A flash of white light
animated her features. Her smile was radiapmt with pride as she continued:
"But when the war came, there was no fear any more. For he believed in the

cause he was called to fight for. Many of his friends did not believe in it, but
he did, and so did I. Yes, both of us believed in France == passionately, without
questioning. We wers so firmly convinced thet France would fight and conquer, and
lead the suffering peoples of Burope % & better fubture. Sometimes I had certain
doubts, but I thought I ouzht to suppress them -- for the sake of Gaston. It was
only when he was dead, sand when I re-read his letters, hundreds of times, unti] I
knew ell of them by heart: it was only them that I began to wonder if he, perhaps,
had been thinking the same things, and had beem haunted by the same qualms and the
same apprehension, and had sacrificed his life -~ knowipg that it was in wvain; and
had died hopeless anl faithless ani bitterly disillusioned."

"Poor child." Aunt Jane was profoundly moved. "Poor Catherine," she said.

Poor little Cethsrine had a short, nasal laugh: it was scathing. Then she
turned the upper part of her body, with & savage provocative motion. "Gargonl" she
oried, and her voice was so shrill that it attracted attention, even in this clemonr-
ous place. People begen to look at her and to grin.

She turned very angry as Carl lingered in a dis tant corner of the restaurmt.

"Gergonl Est-ce que vous ‘0tes sourd?” she shouted. "Merde alors!" Whereupon the

old lady writhed as if smitten by a convulsive amching. "Catherine! FPleasel"™ she

whimpered. But her niece, wanton and merciless as & maughty child, repeated at the

top of her voice: "Merde - merde - merde alorsi" -- "I only hope that no one under-

stands French in this placel" sighed Aunt Jane.

Carl had en anxious grin as he presented the bottle - humbly and apolo-

getically, as one offers a due tribute to a capricious tyrant. "Another pony, Ma'am?®




he asked with awkward irony.

Catherine said in an ominously lowersd voice: "Give me the bottle."

He hesiteted, grinned, didn't know what to do.

"Give me the bottlel" she repeated piercing him with terrifying looks .

"Why « « o Ma'am. . .," he stammerede "If you oare for another drink,
lady, I'11 be only too glad. « ."

"How do you dare?l" Catherine hissed, her face taut with fury.

"catherine! Pleasel!l"™ Aurt Jane rgised her hands, with a theatrical
gesture, and wrung them near Catherine's stiff face. "Let's go, darlingl Please
don't make a scenel"

"] am not going to make a scene," the young widow declared with that forced
dignity characteristic of women in that stage of intoxication preceding the total
collapse. "Just lot me lendle this little affair myself. - Thank you. I appreciate
it," she added with & frozen, sbsent-minded smile.

"Which affair, for God's sake?" the old lady groaned.

"Phis young men understends me perfectly well «" She darted murderous glances.
“He's a spy," she concluded softly, with terrifying gentleness.

"Whye.. lady «.." His mouth sagged wide open. He was completely perplexed.

"Do you demy it, young men?" She locked her arms across her chest.

"I don't know what you mean,™ he finally managed to say.

"Is that so?" BShe emphasized every syllable of her rhetorical question while
her merciless eyes examined his purple face. "I'll tell you what I mean - you
scoundrell” she shouted with a sudden outburst of anger. "Your name is Carl, isn't
it?" She jumped up from 'er chair and made three strides towards him. "Isn't 1t7"
she repeated facing him from menacing proximity.

He nodded, dumbfounded with surprise - whereupon she gawe & hoarse, triumphant
laughe " Gemen name 1" she exclaimed with a slight turn of her head as if addressing

an imepinery audience. "Exactly what I enticipated. - The case is only too obvious,"
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she oconcl uled with a restrained but expressive gesture. "Carl, the waiter, is
guilty of Fifth Column activities and high treason ." She made a stiff little bow -
peyine homage to a martial court that she had just convinced of the defendant's
culpability.

Then her knees gave way; she tottered. Carl held her up with an autom tie
politeness and guided her to a chair. As soon as she was seated she re-assumed her
menscing attitude. "My bottlel!™ she demanded, while the old lady whimpered: "Catiet
Child! Don't you realize what you are doing to me! Stop it! Pleasel! Ah! the
scandall the shamel"

"out it outi"™ the young widow interrupted her, merciless and rude. I%
was only now that Aunt Jane begen to weep -- noiselessly and without hiding her
face. "We have to get up at seven o' clock tamorrow!® she mumbled, while tiny tears
like peerls sdomed the extensivwe plain of her wrinkled face. "Don't you remember!
The eight o'clock trainl Our dates in Bostoni"

"My bottlel" Catherine repeated - and suddenly she snatched the bottle
from Carl who was jwst mking a clumsy attempt to hide it behind his back.

She had the bottle; she beamed and triumphed; she caressed it, rocked it
in her lap as if she had regained her beloved baby after a long period of oruel
separation. "Mon choul" she whispered pressing her cheeks and lips Venderly against

the cool curvature of the amber-colored glass. "Mon chou - fleur! Ma petite

bouteille'"

There was a little sucking noise when her mouth embraced the round opening.
She took slow, heavy gulps out of the bottle which she held with both hands, almost
in a right angle from her relaxing face.

People began to gather around her. laughter and ironic s plause accompanied
the sdene. Sailors, waiters end girls gloated on Catherine's degradation. "She sure
can take it," observed one of the ssilors, end the whole crowd puffawed. A girl with

a face like a glaring mask said in a pointed, maliclous voice: "The merry widow. Isn't
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she a honey!"

In the midst of the general uproar I heard Aunt Jene groaning: "ihat a
scandall My Lordl How d we get out of herel Oh, my Lordi"

It was at this moment that Cotherine begen to sing. At first it was only
a humming noise; but gradually it grew stronger as though she were trying to drown
Aunt Jane's monotonous jeremiads. Catherine sang in a strangely colourless voice ——
the upper part of her body swaying with the rhythm of the tune .

"Valencia, tu es une fille etrenge. - .

Her face remained pale and motionless — frozem in a sort of cold and oruel

socstasy.

b
"Savez-vous planter des choux -- _a__];e_L_morIa de chez nouss . « A la mcda,‘a la

mﬂdﬁ- - '“
One of the seilors knew a little French. His vigorous mss joined Catherine's
shrill sopranc. Others chimed in -- girls, sailcrs, and waiters.

"J1ai deux amours =- mon pays et Paris. . o"

"She has always been di fferent. . " The old lady talked %o me - surprisingly
enough. Her distress and terror were swch that she forgot all about her fine,reserved
manners , her dignified New England attitude. Her eyes widened with anguish, she
chattered to' & man at snother table - a man she had never seen before: a stranger who
had been tactless enough +to overhear her oconversation = unfortumts enocugh to witness
the macabre misbehaviour of her eccentric niece. "'Catherine is so di ffersnt' my poor
gsister used to say to me. . « She died many years 2g0 when Catherine already was
abroad « « . to study music - so she said. . ." Aunt Jene laughed bitterly eand had a
twinkle in her eyes as if she wanted to intimate that, in her opinion, the music
lessons were nothing but an obvious pretext for 21l kinds of loose and sordid goings-on.

"Mais je 1'aime! c'est mon hommel™ Catherine's veoice sounded shriller tmn

over before: it was a yelling rather than a singing. "He's my ma-an" repeated the

chorus drawling the last wrd with an outburst of sensual enthusiasm.
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Aunt Jane, meanwhile, continued to address her desperate whisper to mes "I
d sapproved of it from the very beginning. . « A young girl - alone in Paris! Think
of the temptations! .. the viciocus fa eigners! ... But Catherine refused to come
back .o Said she couldn't stend America. What nonsensel After all, gshe is an
Americsn pgirl. Why should she spend her life in Montparnasse oafés drinking Hennessy
amd all sorts of ugly things? Why 8hould she, if you please?"

The old lady mede a dramatic pause as if she expected me to reply. But I
didn't know what to sgy and only shrugged my shoulders, while the thundering chorus
intonated, It's a long way %o Tipperary. Catherine had apparently regained her
physi cal energies . Now she jumped on & chair to cmduct the singing mob from this
elevated position. Aunt Jane preferred to ignore this new and most shooking develop-
ment. MovWing a little closer to me, the upper part of her body bent forward, she
sighed and talked and sobbed with a sort of sorrowful intimacy. "And then, that
marrisgel™ she said. "A daughter of Patricies Ferguson - and some unknown little
Frenchman! Think of it1"

"We built & little home - just mde for two. « «" Ceatherine's voice

radiated with savage jubilation.

"And a pilot of all thingst"™ MAunt Jane shook her head: the fact of
Catherine's French husband havinz been a pilot seemed more inconceivable to her than
anything else.

This was the Marseillsise: Catherine sang it alone - standing very erect on
her frazile platform, brandishing the empty bottle as & weapon or a banner.

"Allons, enfants de la Patrie. . >

As only e few sporadic voices responded, she stopped aml held her open
hand behind her ear with that humorous gesture typiocal of certain popular chansonniers
who want thel r eudience to chime in the refrain of their song. "What's the metter?"”
the merry widow asked, with a faked French acoent. "1 don't hear anything!" She made

encouraging gesturss; repeated the beginning of the anthan, aml then paused again -

not yet satisfied with the reaction.
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"Mais co'est honteux!" she scolded. "Can't you open your mouth - you there?

Fifth Columni"

It was Carl, the waiter, to whom she thus appealed. He blushed and tried to
hide behind the back of a gigantic sailor. But Catherine, merry and relentless,
didn't let him get swey: she ocelled him & coward, and a naughty boy, and insisted he
had to sing. The orowd seemed highly amused by this gay performance. The sallors
roared with laughter and pushed each other with their elbows toc demonstrate how much
they enjoyed the show. "She's 0.K.," they declared. And others said, "She's nuts,”
or, "She's lots of fun." One of the girls added, full of interest and appreciation,
"She's drunk as hell." Undoubtedly, Catherime was & cmsiderable success.

Some colored boys who worked in the kitchen aml had been attracted by the
inereasing noise, echoed the melody of the Merseillaise while they laughingly aped
Catherine's bold am drametic pose. I suddenly noticed a variety of mew faces in the
motley erowd: a little Chinese girl, two old men with long grizzly beards, a stout
heavy woman talkinz very loud in Russian to a chubby little boy, several American
soldl ers arm in arm with a bunch of British mariners, a young lady in a gorgeous evening
gown - conspicuously hendsome, jealowsly guarded by an aging cavalier sweating in his
tuxedo. I had mo time to wonder whether all these people had joined our group from
outside or had been sitting in this restaurant -- hidden in secret niches. However,
here they were as by magic — filling, overorowding the sceme, as does the chorus when
it invades the stage in the pompous finale of an opera. But the noise they produced
was not precisely what one may expect from a well-trained operatic ensemble. The
magnificent and familier tune of the Marseillaise was paraphrased, trensformed, dis-
torted in the most arbitrary fashion. Some of the singers improvised an absurd
English text. Others just screamed and whistled, while egein others shouted different

songs - God Bless America or Old Men River or Goi Save the King.

It was an amezing scene -~ a grand spectacle of sweeping drunkenness, crazy

joy and savege fraternization. The men and women leid Their amms around each other's
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shoulders; they trampled and brayed and swung - shaken and winged by a sort of
Dionysiec rapture. One of the soldiers kissed the Russian matron while a British
sailor tmgan to dance with the gorgeous girl -- very much to the vexation of her
flabtby companion.

Catherine -- an irresistible maenad - condueted end enchanted the crowd.
She was alermingly beautiful - transfigured in a sort of wild aml aggressive trance.

I locked at her, with delight and apprehension. What a disquieting goddess of

intoxication! - the white fleme of her I"z-:ce. crowned by the slanting helmet; the
fumbling grandeur of her gestures; splendor end misery of hear meagre body. Her
mouth was wide open - a black hole in & tregic mask.

"Le jour de gloire est arriv. « "

Catherine's outory - raucous end triumphant - soared beyond the chaotic
noise. But now her voice faltered. I noticed, with peinful surprise, that the
shining pallor of her face ocould turn even more colorless. She staggerei: in a
moment or two she would fell. I felt that I ought to prop her, to protect her, to
cell for & doobor, the police; to do something....

But I remained motionless ard speechless - paralyzed with dread and

pity aml admiretion. I didn't want to think of her inevitable collapse - not of

Dr. Pelferton, the sanatorium, the nurses. Not nowl Not while this tremendous

moment still lasted =- the moment of the collective song, the genersl embrace, the
becchantic communion. Nor did I want to disturb her frenzied end ravishing pantomime -
the beatitude of her smile, the swinging motiocn of her spread-out arms - challenging
and blessing the crowd which she united and dominated for cne trensient and

mireculous second.

® ¥ ¥ ¥




gorgeous girl = very much to the vexation of her flabby companion,

Catherd ne =~ &n irresistible maenad - conducted and enchanted the crowd.
She was alarmingly besutiful - transfigured in & sort of wild and agresmive trances I
looked at her, with delight and apprehension., What a disquieting goddess of intoxication | —
the white flame of her face, crowned by the slanting helmet; the fumbling grandeur of
her gestures; splendor and misery of her meagre bodys Her mouth was wide open - a black
hole in a tragic mask,

ZLe jour de gloire est arxive. . ."

¥, « Jalways been a problem child., , .always differents + «" This was the
bleak lament of the unhappy Aunt., Most of her words were swept away by the explosions
of inspired clamor.", . .If my poor #ister were still alive to see thisl.... What a
disgrace! What a scandall . Always something strange about her. . .streak of &
vulgarity in her character. . .something mr&iﬂ. « osUsed to play with colored children ~+««
No dignity. . .sanatorium. . ,Doctor Pelferton, old friend of the family, . .mental
disorder. . .utterly embarrassing, . eaisgrace. . "

"he Jour de gloire. . o"

Catherine's outery - raucous and triumphent - proved stronger than Aunt
Jane's frantic whisper. PBut now her voice faltered. I noticed, with painful surprise ,

that the shining pellor of her face could turn even more colorless. She staggered: in

a moment or two she would fall, I felt that I ought to prop her, to protect her, to cry
for helps Doctor Pelferton) policel an emergency car to take her away, to a hoapitals. .
But I remained motionless and speechless - paralysed with dread and pity
and admiration, I didn't want to think of her inevitable collapse = not of Dr. Pelferton,
% the sanatorium, the nurses, Not now! Not while this tremendous moment still lasted —
the moment of the collective song, the general embrace, the bachsntic communion, Nor
did I want to disturb her frfnzied and ravishing pantomime - the beatitude of her smile )
the swinging motion of her spread-out @Pwe¥ arms - challenging end blessing the crowd

wbich she united and dominated for one transient amd miraculous Eecond,

H
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Heneasy,with Three Stars.

It's no fun to have dinner in a restasurant by yourself. You don't
enjoy your food without company,and there 1s something depres sinf

aboup $itting mlonme in the midst of a nolsy crowd. What makes it;so
Rl AL LA A
'umr%nas&nt is thet you have’ to 1i5t 2n tﬂ the conversations going on

|

{ at the other tables. You don't went tm.of course; but you just can't

help it. Curiously enough,even the most futile talk between two people

“\ Whom you have never seen before and Will nevar see egain,is somehow

A F P 'Ir'
more attractive than'the-reaaing of =a 1arar./’/ thev—=resk—Ieoudiv—you

cverhear sutomatiecailvy-what—thevy—eay—= and if they beginto wnisper

o ou it makes ¥ou even more- curiouss

frrl W adh /

The two women irritetad me Becﬁuﬂeﬂi“ﬂﬁuiﬁﬂlf—tﬁtch—E-Ginhle word

of fﬁéiv EEhVEPsetion;"Thev were sitting fairly close to me,though.
#
1 conld wateh them when I turned my heg¢g just a little bit to the
\—A & LTS Gaaial
right. One pf them looked matronlﬁ a_gﬂb?#d lady in her sixties,

— 4___.____;________ i o

3 ; . 4 :
rerv—eompodsed and serene. She wes dressed all in white,which gave

St ) Tl
her annearwpce ?/tOUCh of solemn iﬂﬁeeenee-t{something alnuost prlest-
K
I
like. There WQs;bv‘?HE'FP? nouzdx. rﬂq&%m e;centric ab|ut her immacu=
J B :_/.\.
late white set-up. For it was inceea g pretty hot evening - one of

those summer nights in New York when the vast masses of towered stones
seem to exhale like tremendous stoves the concentrated glow of the

1t was rather the black costume of the younger woman that struck
me as somewhat surprising. It certelnly was :%*éﬁ%ﬁénérsort of a
dress to wear - completely bzre of any frlendly adornment s+ and excee=
dingly tight. The attractive fragility of her body was displayed,with

a kind of auqteve qhﬁme}esﬂneqq under the supple stuff. Her little

J{'fi‘ € frufd
hat was / - # 1Y, seucy - a coguettlish cap made of a hard, lustrous
material,almost metellic: it crowned the disquieting pallor of her
F'/ : : - ‘n{ N6
4 face like a tiny helmet. 7 e — ;. _ A1 5
.. F = E L ” } & " 5 'l' {| .Il.
“r/,- ij Moot &1 1’, b V2T 7 L L . B .‘f,-
¥ I ¢ I, (" / o /r
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Both women,the younger one as well as her aged companion, seemed
utterly out of plage in thlﬂ n0pnlarEﬁGi?t?fQ}l of clgmorous,sweating
men., Besldes, 1t was Péthe; late, - ;bonL ten-thirty or so. A bunch of
sailors were having a good time at the bar. They guffawed ana yellec
teasing one of the buxom girls walking eround with egndles and cigaret=
teg, Theoee savaze -gelees—pf Jaughter annoyed me as'fﬂey drowned the

volces of my two mystery ladles.

Strangely enough,however,it was just when the hilarity of the seil=
1 p _." !
- = I'".- - . 1 ~ £
lors resched 1ts vociferous climax that I heard for the first time the

volce of the vmunaew women - ,tr 1ggling,with a sort of desperate
energy, egainst bﬂé'*nrsa—qxieq ot Vlﬁlﬂnt merriment,

"Wyl" the young woman exclaime wer lipq slightly distorted by a
gy
. 4

*

wry,bitter smile. "Aren't we gay!l" Tfav wéitn ¢J

"They are young,' observed the lady in white,eall understanding kind=

ness. "I warned you not to come here,Catherine," she added with =

tender reproach, "It's not the right kind of & place for you., It's

g vulgar plasce.

—

Cotherins seemed extremely irritated. "It'as a lot better than your
so-called swanky resteurants," she sald, ssiftiveand-ananiiy.,
b e : A

"Well, I thought you may prefer French food," said the older woman -

cbviously a trifle hurt but still beaming with indulgence and serenity.

SR "french food!" Catherilne jerkegd Niﬁp ueqpiqe. *—wonder where you
ff--,_f r('lq"l-lf I (r i T P ll’ f ,; -
e e /
—find-such a—tiring =in this—erend me tronoliq. gf%r-{;ffﬂ' ,L-a\f Lk
& Fad

This went too far - even for the ood—nauu“em mutroﬁ. “L am sorqﬁ
.f | —f 71 . A
’e { K "

we are not in Paris," she said,rather sharply. ol f —=
i'd I'; et
"se em I," flsshed the youn gnr nl ' PR Rl (/. €

There was a silence Ta%hﬁn;heayg and auvrehnnsiveae o over o
hear this mute contpéversy quarrel wes mieh-mere omDErPASSINE iR —
: !
so—Tsten—to—enr—taIl, T feit that I blushed—g—TTttio, Fhe-silence.

Tontianedy’ I tried to concentrate on my paper.

5 f(r"ﬁef‘. ‘?d'“vur“ﬂ 02 ot C
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I read something about the British and the Free French forces
fighting the troops of the Vichy government in Syria. Pretty terrifie
news; but for some reason it failed to touch me. I couldn't guite
graap the meaning of what I read. The printed words looked strangely
confused to me. Why did the Free French jump at the unfree ones?
And why in Syrila,of 211 places? 1 knew,of course,the sinister story

behind it. Darlan...Pé&tain... Occupled zone,Unoccupled zone...

- T el pr e S

- . - - . / .
Laval, General dz Gsulle... :?t all seemed blurred sand-—exceedlngly

far away, It had no reality. It wss sad and rather nasuseous. But
it had no reslity. ;

he lesughing sallors had reality. The ®eer,the bread,the table,

r 4 »
e ] Sy T 4 WM
This was reaslity. But the-newsfrom Sy reccmoiNo—Ros—2tivn

dispatches in the paper sounded like hollow,deceitful messages from
a nightmerish world. I didn't went to listen. Not now., I didn't
want to spoll this evening - this warm,seductive night full of [,'(-
sensual restlessness,human smells and e lgughters and the
LA ¢

intoxicating exhalation of that ﬂigantic’kéuin;.eﬁLanism - theczgty.

I did not want to spoll the evening, I wented snother whisky.
I called the walter. He was busy teking the orders of the bwa
two women.

"So you want no dessert?" esked the clder one,esmedn in that

tenderly reproachful voices/ A

A
J‘.,

_.i-i\-'f. "
"No, Aunt Ssa&herine. Seamite<® Thank vou ever so much. I am not
erazy sbout apple ple with cheese."

Aunt Jesne smiled forgivingly. "For me,it's an old-fashloned

strawberry short-cake," she decided after having studled the cerd,

"Yes Ma'sam," The walter was on the point of withdrawing when

ey 7'

——
|ffcn'} £ ¥
| (

L . & v

Catherine ingquired - somewhat suspiciously: "Do you have a







"4 brendy,Malam?" he asked.

She looked at him,askance ,end-didp't—reply-for a whllers "4 cognac,"
s,

o]
-
D

#e. insisted - # emphasizine the word,thls time,in eld-eimost &
rather ominous way.
He nodded gqulckly: "I understeand. An importedd brandy - that's

what vou mean."

He was & tall yowmeg fellow - very fair,with a blank,healthy face;
R A e I ok & y .:,_..___},_
a—s-cortain clumsy.slertness. U ¢ ram,=imost

S

l.’ 2 . £ A ;”__
eb—amge ungd inlyrend—yok
g ¥

I 4

VAN b0

WorTed-to the bary- winged with zeal to pleese that severe and exotilc
P = J

NHara

lady, It took hardly & minute until he returned tc the table.

we are," he beemed. "And it's & reel imported on@,toof)ﬁ Henessay

with three stars..." He—repgi~the “mEme lrom Lhe-pettie—hesnponpcecd-
ppewddr He mispronounced the foreign name,nis face purple with pride
and embarresssment.

"aons hlapue," sedd Catherine sald,with a dry 1little leugh. "D

- |
& g_/ﬂ *:"
vraie Henessy! Et méme wxec troils &toiles...

ne walter stared at her ss though she hed been speaking Chinese,

,ﬁ;ﬂfﬁﬁﬁ¥;;%éﬁfzﬁ;$}f snetched THé bottle from nim,with omaimeost-vitlent
Jestures "It's Henessy,all right,” she confirmed while she exemilned
the laﬁel. I was surprised to notice that she used a tiny lorgnette -
a real little bijou made of nacre and gold. Probebly she was very near-
sighted. That's why her eyes had that moist lustre,at aonce intense
and wesry,as it 1s characteristic cof very near-sighted women who are
todvane to wear ¥e eye-glasses,

Shefftill studied the label of the cognac bottle as though it were

L ot

_fég;éeiié inseription on en sncilent seeweesbensy tombstone. "It'!' s
the right thing," she concluded et last,gith a wistful solemnity.

"it's the last bottle we've got," sald the waiteg. "Yes, sir.

No more Henessy now. Now the Nezls zre drinking Henessy." He Iesghed

i :







an abrupt,bellowing lsugh,ss though horrifi

®

d-himesell by his  daring jocu=
g J

larity. -

i Satherine, in 8 hoarse little voice. "Give

)

"It's all right," Asal

a zlass of this cognac,please.”
The mge fellow was rather frightened,sy=Nes . "g pony or a drink,

Nalam?" he asked and took & stiff little bow.

@ A pony? Whet's that?" She seemed strancgely irked,aven olfended
by this expression &s 1t were 1ikely to mesn something utterly obscene.
‘A pony meens a small drink," expleined Aunt Jane,es the wailter
lushed and stemmered.
"4 drink,then," &ects Catherine decided. "A large drink,please!l

4 double drink!" she added,with a swe=em flesh of greed in her eyes.

#hen she had emptied her glass - 1t took her just a few seconds -

she 4§ asked for another ones "But no pony,if you pleassel” she werned

¥

1im,with & disquieting merriment. He had a horrified grin as he poured
the second double-drink into her glass which she held out to hims: he
didn't need stoop &s he filled it.

"Iy just coming from France," she observed as though this irrelevant
fact conld expluin der weakness for alcoholic ligquids.

"Yes,Ma'an." He was completely absorbed in his effort to fill her
glass up to the edge without =spilling & drop.
emoyey-with—three—stars—happened

"7 em very very fond of d?;ﬂeqpssy," she continued,with & musing ten=
N iy AAD L L P /

jerness. "It happened to be %he, favourite brand ,of=my—féence,”

"Yes,Ma'am." b {ten ;{]_/1r__“,( (e

She lifted her glass as for & tosst. "He is dead,” she ﬁméd,vlwaﬁé

with that _sbsent-minded smile, "Yes. ¥e Hes been kllled by the
jermans. "
"Yes,ha'am,"

She had emptied her glass,

" pnother one," she demended hastily.
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Her 43 T E 1 h T
I think it's enough now,” child," The old lsdy)touched Cetherine's

_ Nega?
wrist, But Catherine didn't ewen-leek-st—iaery "Amelbep—eeog Une asutre fine,’
she insisted,snd then—repeated her -order—in Anérican. i 7
R ST '
her gegture was &xpressive—snough.

“h.
She drank very slowly,tasting and enjoying every bit—se%p+ drop of

it. It was only when she had finished that she looked at Aunt Jene again.
Jt.;- P - !“-; i o |
s 3 3 . o 2 i ek -y Iy ¥ R a EX ]y
jaston was really very fond of this stuff," she sald,as though the old

lady had swestiemsd Tontradieted—her.
. . » A
"I kmow," said £ the old lady mildly.

“" 3 3 o
How—de—vou—snewsiBu. for some reason aven this harmless remark annoyed

the termagent young woman. “Why do -wyou sey—thaet = 1 know?" "Whst -e-sllly

1 Ltiow...Ll kKnow..." She

had a rather malicious way of imitating her At §

£entle—ané ‘voiee, "What an ebsurd thing to say! After all,you've never

met Gaston." (Qq 1"JJT g'H_f :Lﬂfff. A ) el
"Ryt I know what type of & man he was,"' the old lady sa%?f "ind I always

took it for granted that héj?%ﬁii? dislike Henessy with three stars.'
"{hat's wrong about it?"ﬁéﬁapped. "All Frenchmen feel the same way.
- In fact,all civilized people do," she concluded aggressively.
There was ancther silence. Then Aunt Jane sald: "You are not in a

very good mood tonight,Catherine. I am sorry. Don't you think we—eughi—to-

bo—soinesd we'd better go?"

B havg‘anot?gr fine," sw¥% Catherine saidy - whereupon her sunt had

'\._'; (% ctts

S surmrisinﬁlfigésture,raising her arms in the wide,white sleeves as 1if

pmeow trying to exorcize an evil demon. "Nol" she saild hastily. But

¢ Catherine had already called the weaiter.
-~ 5 After this double-brandy - the fourth one within ten minutes as -—

4 zomnted she turned gentle and nostalgic. "I em so sorry,dJdane," she sighed.
LA [} i ] 3 g

"vou are berrisly sweet and patientjend.) 1L hate to be such a bore' U
"Don't be silly," the old lady said. "You don't bore me gt all.
e

-

\(hﬂut 119 pitiful to watch you tormenting yourself. - Couldn't you forget,

| ]
/ . :
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i,
just for a 1ittle while,rll these terrlble things - Parls,uand the war,and
Gaston? It corrodes you,it mangles youe..."

"I can't help it," It sounded determined and indescribably sad. "I

jnst cannot help it," she repAted shaking her head assbhewmir-stre vory

slowly as if in a helpless and deep surprise, "C'est plus fort que moi,”

she whispered., Her face wes terribly white under thelsbedd; the glittering
black of that coguettish little helmet she wore.

'I am afraid you are one of those women who just want to suffer,’
tunt Jane observed - strangely detached,almost cold."You've always been
different., A difficult child. I remember that your poor mother used to
gay to me..."

Catherine didn't let her finish the sentence, "I was happy," she
interrupted her,in a soft but resolute voice. "I was perfectly happy -
with Gaston,in France."

"411 of us have to separste from cur beloved ones = g little soconer
or a little lster." It sounded a trifle unctuous: Catherine jerked,oit her
lips, 1ighted & cigarette, The old wom@n continued: "In the beginning you
etways think that you couldn't bear it,.." &n experlenced smile,megneanimous
and resigned,embellished her wrinkled face. "But you can," she concluded,
almost cheerfully., "You can bear a lot."

"Tt's not that I lost Geston," sald Catherine,with a sudden intensity

as though it were of the utmost importance that she convinced her aunt in

P

this particular point., "It's not that they shot him down. # pilot!'s wife
has to get used to the idea that her husband may be=Sheét—dewn have &n ascci=
dent ——ewpen—imtimen O pohte. L always walited for it - long before the

war,,.'// There was a pause. The young widow made & sign to the walter.

L

While he filled her glass she began to talk egein - rapldly,in a breathless
voice: "He was not afraid,and I tried to be &s brave as he always wes, Yes,
I tried very hard...No,it's not that he died. It's that he died senselegsly
what eats me and destroys me - what 1 cannot bear. "That they fooled him

and cheated him - that's so what I cannot forget. "They told him there was







-
a war and £ a cause to fight for,but really there was no waer end no cause 9%

there was nothing but a sordld mess... nothing but treachery... Ah.les
Gyt

treitres!” she grosned y protecting her ¥ee -eyes with her hands as thewsnr

if thesighi-of—bhre~bredibens~to avold the revolting sight of the traitors.
"ih, les assassingi™. ..les assassinsl"  _ ,,
ﬁ,-' _— T [, p

"Come,comel" The old lady wasjseriously worried. "Come,come,Cather =

ine!" she repeated helplessly. "Pull yourself together!l You are in your
country now - with your old aunt Jane! France 1s faraway. The murderers
and traitors have no power here..."

"Do they have no npower over here?" Catherline asked, with a ant cf

doubtful hope in her volice. The old ladifnrrnred}ﬁh-ﬂiluy-of ﬂﬁrope

Pl : f \ o 4 - o
Y f nr'; (o f D L L ool ~ry el
/( Cr . e N - 1 —...ﬂ & ll‘ {f {F r .
But this was no satisfactory answer. u&tnerine rtme#ad her ﬁands

is f'al" BWEBY & & &

from her eyes,which had appallingly changed while e3 been hiding
they had been hidden behind the trembling mask of her fingers. Her lovely,
sh@pt nearsighted eyes were wide=ewenl blinded and widened with fear,
pain and disgust. They didn't see anything.

"FAr BWAT ... —Hew—gotee It was omd¥ g violent whisper - rather frightes
ning. "But I can see it...smell it... touch it... Here,in this country,
things have no life,no substance. They don't smell,they don't shine,they

don't suffer. These sailors,this table,thlss fruits,the streets and bulldings

"J.
-
§
-~ i —

out tnere./ﬂ I gon't believe in their reality. They don't convince me.

Don't move me.ifhey bore me!" the young wldow excleimed - and then repeated
! o o o

as if this boredom were more painful than j:.nﬂ\ﬁ-_ib—ulation: Digperemrrrr-

"This rnqtaurant bores me... New York bores me.,. You boref me... Americe
)

bored me .ﬂ j?:_ ‘4 1 N £ 4
f&\ﬂ]..u A:' _.- lr/p, &,‘__.r. i

"Gufhevine! If you pleasel" -~ Aunt Jane's voice was shaking with indig"

netion. Her figure seemed to grow end to stiffen: she looked more lmpres=

:EZ:CH sive § than ever ss her right hand taped the table-top with three hard

]

snd precise 1little slaps. "That'!s enough,’

she decided. "You have fetyotten

0ST
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your manners,over there.,"
- - ; _\

"Forzive me," Catherine said,very softly.
"Tt's all right," the old lady grumbled. "Let's go now., - Waiter!'
She asked for the check, While she seerched her purse,Catherine

kept blinking and whispering to the waiter: "Une autre fiHEf( g'l1l vous

——

~

plait!" He understood and nodded, grinnigly. There was a sort of indecent

between
J

intimacy the clumsy lad and the tragic lady.

fLd L4 0

gunt Jane Was petrifled wibh—swrprize—end-disspprovel when he esiies

bk with the Henessy bottle; "What is this?" she esked,all disapproval
and majesty, - "Why,our Henessy," he explained -tmnsgently with ¥ broad,

innocent grin. "There 1is not very much left of it," he added,as though

this fact waa certain to reconcile the matron.

The bottle
"Catherinel

at seven o'clock

was

A l‘[].{) st

Degrest!”

tomorrow

empty.

the old lady exclaimed.

(Rl

"Sie have to get up

"1 don't care," the widow replied,rude and merciless.

"But we have to meke the eight-=ofclock train,fee—they—expect—us—in
Maige Don't you remember? Our date in Boston!"

"I don't want to go to Boston,'

voice, "I want my Henessy. "Garcon!" she hissed,with a sudden vehement
arcons

wép‘;r-‘-_ﬁ'ﬂrll uF‘cf.

ol Jlal demendé

T Torsr

part of her body. "@

=

turn of the upper

une finel"

———

"g pony?" he asked with an awkward banter.

i J“.

It wes g vell: éhe—sgai-lons—and—tre—obher—potilo—i.

pony?}"! =

the whole noisy crowd in the bar turned around. People began to look

at her and to giggle. But she didn't notlce 1t. There she sat,panting
with enger. "4 ponyl" She ralsed her hands as if %@ inploré:uod to

witness the nasty treatment td®&t she had to endure/ in this country.

Then, suddenly composed and with grim

determination; "Give me the bottlel"

said Catherine in an ominously lowered

she demnndewnd as he hesitated,she miessms snatched the bottle from

him,with a Hﬁculent gesture.

/
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"But,Ma'am..." te—steed; There he stood = gqlnleqs,tm,-_nd

Aian't mow whet todos- He wentched her as she lifted the bottle |k

CL
Her pele jerzory lips,pursed as for a kiss,wedbed seemed to(walt with s
o8],

= shocking greed Gmi"ﬁ?re-ht'ouch of the glass. There was a sucking little
— noise as her mouth embraced the round opening. She took slow,heavy gulps
| {
P out of the bottle which she held with heisess both hands,slmost in =
: -, A ..f’,l

4 right angle f“cr. her relaxing face. - f e

e —-ﬁd?__f 3 -

;rmm-qsﬂas.@_qu rh“ﬂr and ironie applause aﬂé—mm‘ﬁw accom=
prLE S 1 6 {)L’r;(

N penied the ignobls .pn.nzmnj_"_e. Thn whole crowd was gloating e Dmrehemissets

_H“‘- a— L{/

o #Z=es on this weird snd shameful spectacled. e e young lsdy in mckt'nin&

with a amazon-like little hat,drimking brandy out of a bottle...
In the midst of the general uprosr,fie I heard Aunt groaningsh
"Wy Lord! Oh,my Lord! What & scene! what a scandall! How do we get out

of her! Whet & scenel...

' \ It was at this moment that Catherine begen to sing. At first it

-

wl was only a humming little nolise she produced; but gradually 1t grew

F4

4 stronger as though she were trying to drown e Aunt Jane'!s amermebeoneons—
lamentations, Catherine ssng in & strangely colourless,. volce = her

{ "' white,obstinete face bent backwards,& the upper part of her body swaying

‘\‘ (ag-}f |
- S — 1 <3
™ with the rhythm of the tune. There was :r1otrlir1E spontaneous about her

3 (e A il
. ginging ==l 3erity : her face remained ™ . - numbes

. wiblk by sort of cold and eruel ecstasy.

~ 'Walencia,tu es une fille etrange..."

—

-- Ly I'he old lady 'J“i"'h%? at the sound., "Catherinel" she cried. "Stop 1t!

- "L You are crazy!l Let's gol!plet's go...",she whimpered.
-

But her terrible niece continued,mercilessly,her absurd preformsnce.

u

ﬂ._—'ﬁ..h‘.‘;-.-,lr:r%s de ma blonde,il fait bon dormir dormir," she sang; and, "Savez-

+ n ll

vous plenter des choux?",end, 'al deux amours,mon pays et Paris..."
\\ The old lady had risen; she was standing now behind the chalr of the
-

merry widow,shaking her shoulders,imploring her to get up,to follow







=il

her,to stop this impossible exhibiticn. But Catherine didn't react.

She interrupted her ludicrous repertoire after having recited,

deux smours...": but only in order to observe: "It's a lie. 1 don't

" have two loves - Parig end my country. Of course not. 1 had one love -
ﬁ,": Ll § [row 1 v ” e 7
and B Togt—it. _Kffj--W = 77 , 5

4
)

There was a silence: Jjust s few speechless seconds; but how heavily

“scharged with the drama of these two women! Catherine's childhood ...

/

the New England town... #unt Jane coming from Boston... Catherine =
-'{--1,,[ If‘ ".I’--H‘- ¢ ( - g“'_.:rl_‘ TA..-",'

different”,constantly digasatlisfied,the " intereswstlin Child'..{?

always
Going to Peris to study srt or music... Falling in love with the place
«es Staying there,ageinst the will of her famlly...lhey threatened
they would caencel her sllowance but then,of course,didn't: just cut it
down a little... Her life in Montparnasse; the summer monhts on the
Cote d'azur... Jnﬂn les fjh,bbajwi?nz.'. ;hioulu qzi‘ 18T e g0 ?fﬁﬂ’

,Jg.r' >
the great loves Gas g“ﬂ..?ﬁ he wardy., The refurn.s.-dunt Janefetchling

: = Bt 10
her at the pler... u £
Lat's goee, ! f s rd 3 : tr B e aA
; e 2 é ’ F I P s L L \ . ) f f
Le ¢ . /
Catherine, st ering = rumhltgp «+ leaning upen her sunt...

L
"Come 2long,Fifth Columni" - The walter whom he had sbgSed...
now,clinging to him... He seemed first embarrassed,then f lattered.

Guiding, almost carrying her,not without a certain clumsy gallantry.

His bI‘f‘ﬂ" '—"""i"' &
i ¢ ‘r.P
4

A Eﬁggiéﬂt Amazon,her metallic little helmet,slating on her

good=natured fellow.

Ll

head... She started to sing ezain: "It's g long way to Tibererry...
Cofrteno )
The salilors joined her., ..... Her shrill hovering above

their rsucouns voices... /dﬂx t A~ S Lrane Sy r{bwf}.ﬁ"""

"So long,honeyl"

She brandished the empty bottle = a spectteculasr farewell...
‘4 tout & l'heure,mes amis!"™ Her knees seemed to give way. But they







Henessy,with Three Stars

By Klasus Mann

It's no fun, to have dinner in a restaurant by yourself. You don't

enjoy your dinner without company and there is somethin. sl

depressing, indeed, something strangely degrading about sitting alone
G—j /

in the midst og&gregarious,chsttering crowd. r—youn—feal Kind—ef
wreanr—thet—you—have-to tistenr-to-the eﬁnvsrsat:fi:;:ﬁ:;::ﬂ;;Kes it

most unpleasant is that you have to listen to the conversations going
on et the other tables. You don't want to,of course,but you just can't

help it. Curiously enough,even the most futile talk between'n;-rﬁan end

E‘ a—woman whom you have never seen before and will never see agsain,is

2 somehow fore=interestingjmore attractive than the reading of a paper.

- Axellidn

o /“h-conversation esmm of men smong themselves is much 1959M

v

= for they usually talk politics or business., Two women have sometimes
very funny things to confide to each other., It's rather enlightening

; L e 'and amusing to overhear %me gossip about people whom you do not know, -

‘:;:{'-._ﬁ § o @hoae two 1ladies, for instence = what was it they discussed so zealou/al_‘,r,

:"1_:\ X8 Cthedr two pale faces strangely close together? I must admit that 1

?.E f_-:ﬁ tried pretty hard te catch at least the subject of thelr conversation.

:_;; m; But I had no chance. For the one who did all the talking - the younger

E ;._: one of the two - smokg rapldly and softly. Besldes,there was a lot of

_; S :: noise in the restaur'ant/ﬁ bunch of saillors were having & good time at

-f%_ : JH\ 51;13,(%5:‘1; Kind of truculent fellows,all right. How they guffawed end

- “,} '?BE'HG“'.'I'E‘&: One of them had probably told a joke - a rekeswss pretty dirty

one,l suspected,considering those savage gales of laughter,

i M‘V!“

l’i--«..-o
.:{"3

I heard the younger woman say at the next table. "Aren't we

2

gayi"

] v'¢v3rj¢
l’ y }

= r‘"r'

Her ‘Vw didn't sound very pleasant - surprisingly sharp and dried-

out. I méné!g?- (ol t:ro catch a glimpse of her face., Her face,powdered a

t
-

Doy :







5y
deed white which made her look as though she were wearing a mask,
wes slightly distorted by a wry,unkind smile. Presently the smile
died away and the expression of her face altered seewsistemesen
cfmteaesprhridanb-apebovsnenid. - suddenly tense and hardened with
e sort of vigilent seriousness.

She wes handsome enough : in fact,the dainty oval of her face
was almost beautiful but not really attractive. Or rather, she wes
attractive.nerhspsim but 1in pallid,distracted way,: the type
of woman one cslls "interesting" but doesn't really enjoy to look at.
Both women,the younger one as well as her aged companion,seemed
utterly out of place in this popular joint,full of clamorous, sweating

wvaftl
men - most ofwth m semewwret drunk.

L5 wagqg%ggturday night,end Times Sguare was swerming with
fellows in uniform and other fellows in shirt sleeves,and with very
colourful ?irls. I think it is lots of fun - Times Square,on a

summer evenlngs very gaudy and refreshingly vulgar and ouii:e electri=

fying, indeed. PHE _ S dathasdr,min-thet—sn %!

et‘—ﬂe.m_gork CItYy = New York is = uﬂn#..am.i'.:l.ngg city,and sxcitdng

s

*eities,qmaintain their thrilling charm and their mystery,no matter

F

= Fav's , o~ Vewsi, 07 Plpp- — 6l Thcs stos
if you see them on a ¢hllly,rainy day or .1 with the asphalt melting

under T\the glowing caresses of a m.ercilaas sun. The conatant humidity
J, Y )

in the air is,of cOurse,qgite a nuisance; But it 1s an exciting sort

of humidity because it 1s an exciting sort of the city,and its atmo=

sphere 1s always charged with the pulsing energles,the vest sensua=

lity of its 1life.

All this I felt very strongly,and with a sort of protesﬁ-iﬂq@‘I
hseanl saw ’si-h:&i; pale,haughty face of the that unknown women,sand watched
her as she lowered her eyes end the let her mouth sag with en inde=
scribeble expression of disguust,boredom,and fwpstretion. "It's so
dull here," she said, ol % the word "dul)]" with a sort of

Ml
weddetoms mock-lament.
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desd white which mad2 her look as though she were wearlny a masx,
wes slightly distorted by a wry,unkind smile. Presently the smile
died awey end the expression of her face a1t er ed  matuidirgpuannel
obobenseyririnnbeasiossnent. ~ suddenly tense end hardened with
e sort of vigilent serlousness.

he was handsome enough : in fact,the dainty ovel of her fece
wes almost besutiful but not really attractives. Ur rather,she wes
attractlve,perhapsiin-IH-nnnﬁ but in pallid,distracted wey,: the type
of woman one caslls "interesting® but doesn't reelly enjoy to look at.
Both women,the younger one as well as her aged companlon,seemed
utterly ont of place in this populsr joint, full cf clarmorous, aweating

men - most of them géméwhﬁt drunks

}-‘_.‘:1 -l__.l‘-

It was aTSéturday night,and Times Squere was swarming with
fellows in uniform snd other fellows in shirt gleeves,and with very
colourful qirla. i think it is lots of fun - Times Squeare,on a
summer evenings very gaudy and refreshingly vulgar and quite ﬁ}actri-
fying, indeed. THEre-is.esomething in. the air -~ in-thet snnma!ipvg&r-
of New York City = New York is a very exciting city,and excliting

cities maintain thelr thrilling ¢harﬂ and their mwstery,no matter

- 4 ol

II.‘

if you see them on a chilly,rniny day or M with the -mphalt melting

ander the glowing caresses of a merelless sun, The constant mmidity
in the sir 1s,of course,quite s nulsance; but it is an exciting sort
of humidity because it is en exciting sort of the city,and its atmo=
aphere 1s elvays charged with the pulsing energles,the vest sensua<
1ity of 1ts life,

.11 this I felt very atrongly,and with & sort of protest,se I

Eserd sew thﬁt pale,haughty face of the that uninown women, and watched
her es she lowered her eyes snd the let her mouth seg with an 1inde=

scribeble expression of uiaguuat boredom,and furstratlion. "it's so

Z the word "dull" uith e sort of

dull here," she seld,
Aot

moc k= lament .







Heneqsy,witn ihree Stars

by ¥

It's no fun to have dinner e, Yc-u don't enjoy your mesl without

compeny,and there is something straungely depressing,indeed, something
embarrassing sbout sitting qudde alone 1n the mlidst of telking, gesticu=
lating neople./ﬂ;akes you feel pretiy-sed-=—gsif you were & paria s

VDS
of the-obthers.s-Itls. so utterly dreary to listen to what the people

- nos—rmmibbed—to-the excludgﬁ from the lqu&hter-q gnd COpVﬂI‘SELlOI‘m o

at the next table are talking, 4esr—oro—tesbedrmr Usually 1t's a great deal
of rubbish,anyway. If they are discussing their privaete affalirs - St
their financial problems,or that they don't love each other any more =
it is,of course,much more interesting but at the seme time makes you
feel even worse....

So of—eewpas I did not want to overhear whut those two ladles chattered,
the other night,in that bar near Times Square. In the beginning,when

I sterted my dinner,l didn't even have the technical possibility to
catch anything of thelr conversation, All I noticed was that one of
them was elderly and very dignified,end that the younger one wemss—es

was all dressed in black - e conspicuously slender women,in a tailor-
made costume. Feobh—secusd—to be—retirer—hieghir-eivitised girle They
Feamed-to-4e looked to me like pretty intelligent girls -kind of
sophisticatedses and a trifle pretentious. % Herdly noticed what was
going on around them - absorbed in their soft,intimate conversation,
their two pale faces strangely close together...

Yet the bar was rather gey at that evening., Sailors singing...

Men plaving cerds; sweating; hot outside...

Tried to read my paper.  SSEsttrtme—sbostemmmmesss. 11l of gloomy news;
ambiguous dispatches from Berlin;.... I was resding something about

France - s statement of Vice Premlier Darlan - when I heard the younger

r

Pl Wilarier " -yt D
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‘FH(,M‘Q 6'_" ‘(S : e a(\ : / 74

woman sey®m= s few words in French. YL : 7/w
et 5



















[t's no fun to have dinner 1ln & restaurant)by yourself. fou dc n't

’ l'-.f"'l -l.-l;..‘i'-'
oy your IooQ without com i,n. f_nsr ‘snd There,

embarressing
about listening to the conversations golng on at the other tebles.
¥You don't want to overhesr them,of course; but you just an't help
it. For,curiously enough,even the most futile Te lk between two people
vou have never seen before and will never see sgaln,ls somehow

more attractive then a megazine or & S DEDer.

You mav be struck by 2 voice before you nave a chance to catch the
-

e R an R T T el - R ATl oe e el
rat zlimpse of the face to which thiflf voice belongs. Lhose two women,

wers nothing but two Semele voices - the mellow and kindly speech
of & stolid metron and the penetrating whisper of a younger woman.
-
.4)'\-9

The older medge suciested,in a friendly,conversational _Fﬂ:"‘xr;n'll

n Boston much less chenged than they are here,in New

Lo
"
o
@1
o
3
(!
H
3
i
o

York." Whereupon the younger vol Zlum and drowsys: BT don't think

iow York has much changed since 1 saw it last.”

Ly v 4

%leven veers is & long time," observed the old voice,somewhst

ervpticelly. And the yvoung one) esm—rmestrrssrnmeyaimontoodiadais).

2 %
'Eleven veers? It seems so much longer to NMe... Sasdd-bdfamn 1020

-

sbgat- | left for £~"r'_r_-n«:r_>}g9= Lat &
Cnr e,
ixactly,” confirmed the old M Fuuiﬁ'; 7ith & certain tender
J
f

pedantrv: "But vou've been here twlce slnce that time. Once in MP28,

end then,of course,ifpd¥zosF ( o £

¥

'Why do you say,'of course'?” | ER e T G R A O T WO YT, W i Ry

21350200 lae

3 d
S ieT ' ! :
"-Bamm your poor mother died." The sonorous orgen
ORFEApplaanenelinng Was shm.ln‘ with sad memories &nd disapproval of

""..J ¥ 3

L1 2 20 iy
the younger woman's W.‘
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ol &
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I'ne W“ volce sounded rsther nonplussea as it exclslimed,nastliy

Lin]

fHow silly I em!) Of coursel I ceme just too late

Ti e . -
fipn D LR

end a bit too loud:

- F )
L1} 3

Sesmed =n cbrupt little giggle as 1f -sewmeiammbeg.

=

for the funeralg...

L4

g8 funnvy incldent. 1 didn't 1like the wareewe chuckleff end then all of

Ln - ! 131 w0 5e ) Danp Ll fdep L
8 gudden eaeeaddssk, [ 'turned my head to have & look,adeswes. Llic TwWO

ies were sitting feirlvy close to me. I counld eesily watch them when

=

i

£O

I turned mvy head just‘s little bit to the right.
sf) (f'r,;v_l : 2 : !
in sise middle edwmesr sixties -
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The old
was dressed all in white,which gave her sppearance & touch of solemn

Imost priest-like. She looked enviably cool eand

serenity - something s

LA By a6 T immaculate, S, he place was not elr-condi=

L

joned and it was hot outside - one of those summer nighta in New

York when the vast masses of towered stone sem to exhale FESSiaewens
b

8 seel
- -
dempseeepes Che occumilated glow of the day i/"'ﬁ" L of 84t 'ﬁ“‘fp'!"g rlou e

The matron looked dignified end 2 trifle guaint; but there was
something surprising,elmost frightening about ner younger companion,
'net blesck costume of hers certalnly was a gueer sort of & dress U0
wear - completely bare of any isisessler cdornment snd consplc@ously
tight. The attractive fragility of her body was displeyed,wlith 2 Kind
of austere shamelessness,under the supple stuff, Her little hel was
unexpectedly ssucy - a coquettish cap made of a hard, lustrous material,

. | | wifx
almost metallic: it crowned the disguieting pallor of her face = a
tiny helmet, She looked at once weary &and aggressive - half like a
worn-out Amazon,half like a pugnaclious nun.

Both women, the—younger gne a8 wall as hop—6sed #_g/seemed

utterly out of place in this cheap restaurent full of clamorous,

swesting men. Besides, it was rather late - long after the regular

dinner hour,asbout ten-thirty or so. A bunch of ssllors were having
il ol

a8 pood time at the bar. Their savage laughter dPOWnedAthgﬂvoices,ct

B e asaaa
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s just when the hilerity of the sallors reached
Y,
that I hegd the voice of the younger woman gin -
desperate energy,azainst the detonations of so
r1" she exclaimed - and,even without looking
vy smile distortimm her pallid lips. "Aren't
iingly irritated.

'hgy are young,’ the old ledy observed apologetically. And she added
yith tender reprocach: "I werned you not to come here,Catherine, It's
not the right kind of a place for you, It's a vulgar g place.”

Catherine,swiftly end engrily: "1t's

so=-called swanky restsursnts.”

a lot betterpanywey,than your

L]

ell,I thought you might prefer French food - that's all." ¥ The
.—""_‘_- v I

e 0ld lady kept smiling but e obvious .L.'JJ\S trifle hurt.

"ppanch food!" Cetherine jerked with desplse. "4 Polish cook,
a bunch of Italisn waiters,and three dollars for a soup with foul fish
- that'!s what they call '"French food' over herel

-y &
This wemt/ toad far,even for the good-natured matron. am sorry
L]
o Sowol ; . .

ye are not in Paris, ahe SEpeaae . - oS0 am L, Catherline I lashed DacCK.

’here was & silence - dismsl and apprehensive. I felt utterly
urncomfgqtable. To witness this mute guarrel was Infinitely more in=

disereet than to overhear the most
I tried to concentrate on my paper.

-

ot French

troops fighting
(mode o

A French admiral :mw L|

mnselfish friend the Frenec

French

@
J K

Eﬁ

[=]

religble,most

intimate conversa

effect

a

1;101'1-

troops, somewhere in e B o + B

¥

that Germany is the

h nation ever had... Ocecur

zone,unoccupied zone... Laval,Pétain, le "5H@EE; de Gaulle... It seemed
all blurred and crazy and terribly far away. It had no reality. It was
sad and rather neuseous. But it was not real.

I'he laughing sailors were real. ;:g%. lass, gruﬁe&:g1ﬂy§,tsb19 - s




ijut what the papers said sounded hollow = deceltful mes=

gsages from a remote,nightmarish world.
[ wanted another whisky. The walter said, "Yessir,one moment sir;

LA

but he didn't depesbestmabmede, e was busy ;:ﬂ:.,_ o OWTL i

the orde t
\B.fi Vlm &0 O
aggert?" the older one esked,in that tenderly

reproachful voice of hers

"No, #unt Jane. Thank you ever 8 mich. Teees ot cmesmeesy =D)le

cheese.

D

pie with

junt Jane smiled forgivingly. "For me, e-essr old-faspioned strew=
th -14-:4# ﬁ(&‘f&vu-n-m‘f-'-dmf

berry short-cake WW she dec -

want e dn oo ol o f\"'L-'in;w.Ej/
- - == == = L LT Ee

- 1 =Y -

R Atz
Yes,Ms'am." The waiter was on the noint of withdrawing when Catherine
OAn

- somewhat sceptically: "Do you heve ﬂo‘ cognac?”

inquired
e’
) - . yo-) = zf—
waiter didn't understand what ﬁ-i. meant, Aunt Jene explalned

is the
him, a1l indulgence and motherly dignitys "p Brandy,young man! - the lady
dexap

* you have # brandy."

amilngeess. vonits to kmow 1f

He blfushed end stemmered.
'

la have

"Yeg..,.Wy...0f course,lia’'am... We

a domestic brandy... Very good stuff,they say.."

Catherine interrunted him sharply: "I want & French cognac,or

mema
nothing." And the old I added,with a reconcilistory smilles "M The

orted brandy,young man. Wionld vou be good ﬂr‘-O‘-.l-.h to

lady wants an |
ik, “Forlrn
agk the b'..r{g-‘p‘f if e e hos anrh br ant ‘;' ,{f’/‘{

with zeal to please that

The waiter rushed to the bar winged

severe and exotic ltn'.:_v.".':% was & good-natured

They called him Carl,.

fellow - ungainly end

tall,with & blank,healthy face He was of Swedish

descent snd ceme from the Middle .:enti.‘j

"Here we

bbbl L G b + i ro=dtey--hira-hatrie
gre," he beamed,stlll panting teem e ne s RR=R s o] ulq toreheaa moist
W

with sweat. "And it's a real mem‘tnla too. ‘\\MQT Three-Sterg...
o~







He mispronounced the forelign name,his face purple with pride and

4=

embarrasssment. :
A aar ik JAAN wisihs

"Sans bleguel" Catherine

5!

"Du vrale Henéssy!l

Lt L
Pas possible! 5t mPme eweg troils &toiles!

,&t seemed-perfectly-naturadIand spontaneons Eﬁéﬁ“ﬁﬁé”ﬁﬁﬁﬁé“?rvnchi\
i
i ; . e £ gl 1 1 " i em———
g% the familiar sight of the Jieweeagm-bottle..ller Amerlican accknt was
obujoug.though. = sven_inwhheaeubrief.aua.caﬁuﬂl_ezclamsgiﬁnﬁ}’
The waiter stared at her ss though she were apesking Chinese.,

Fat

She studied the lsbel of the cognsc bottle as if

inseription on an encient tombstone., 1 jreremsmdef i 1'1G't;i|;:q{r.'_r1at

it were the faded

Canlaps ' A i
she used a tinv lorgnette - a-mmed little g of meeme &nd gold.

..14"; y 4 i
Probebly she was very near-sighted - e cove her eyes thdl) disquieting

" i A
v' Y

lustre,at once intense and weary,mss® is characteristic of near-s

.
el

women who sre too vefs to weer eye-glasses,

@
1

she concluded at last,with wistful sol

5 - F .
OCcarduag Lo F.":u""'"

"The last bottle we've got - sspsl the barwam," declared Carl - his
eyves, full of ewe,wandering between the valueble bottle end the pale
lady in black. "No more '.EE-:“.-ltl-‘_‘-ﬂﬂ‘.' now. No &ir. -hl-fﬁ‘ne Nazils e ——
gety, tight wiside- 211 that French champsgne over  there." He had an abrupt,
bellowing laugh,ss though surprised by his own dering. Jummbesedim

Cetherine geve him one of her swift,piercing glances. "fi‘a suffic,"
she sgid in an icy volce.

I'ne huge fellow wes rather frightened. "Do you care for a pony?"

and took a stiff little bow.

=3
@
ta
e
i)
o]

"& pony?" She seemed strancely irked,even offended by this expression

a8 though it meant an indecent proposition,
. _
Why,we serve drinks or pon?, " the walter tried to explain,with =a

helpless grin, "A pony 1s a smell drink, 4 drink is & double pony.'

"4 drink,then,I should say!" Catherine shrugged her r}'ioultiers}r
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very slowly,tas
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put—geverminedd | ine=T AT Rays—Ho0—TE 101 gﬂmwﬁ.ﬂnh tdeline

PN skt Mﬂ-a"

tyhat's wrongz sbout 1t?" Catherine snapped. "All Frenchmen feel the
same wav. - In fact,most civilized people do," she concluded pu naciously.
lher ras another one of those stone=llike silences., yi:uuL:-A:nt

Jene geid: "You sren't in a very good mood tonight,Catherine. 1 am

sorry. Don't yvou think we'd o
et me have one more finel"Catherine begged,with a pathetic effort
L

to look like a spoiled,cute little girl, “"Just one timy,little glassi

ahe cooed - while Aunt Jsne bent her face 1n silent resignatlion.
After this r pefr@;nhent - Catherine had thils time inslisted on

g double-drink - rew nostalgic and ealarmingly gentle. "You

are so sweet and wwspmis: pstilent,Auntiel" she sighed,snd tried to cateh

the 0ld lady's hend. "Don't be cross with me,please! WM Plesse,darlin

Apuntie, tell me that you ere not crossi®

'0f course not," The o01d 1edy femttommgk suddenly looked very tired

4

as if exhausted by a long,hopeless struggle. "Why should 1 be cross
with yout I would like to go now,that's all.,”

Hithout vpaving any sttention to Aunt Jane's request,Catherine
n

I hate to

continued to cccuse herself in a whining,unsteady volce.:

3

be be such a bore! Do you think I don't know what & bore 1 gm? how 1L

b

must @ on your nerves? Ah!" she laemented, "I am making such an 8ss

of myselfti"

-
#

"Don't be sillyl" (said)the old leuyf "You don!

But it's pitiful to watch mew you tormeng yourself. Couldn't you try

to forget

Faris,
and the war,and your

: Q_l'f
oor hius band - /HM{Z‘ fén‘ A ﬂ:ﬁtﬂ. Mdmu‘(?xt F
o,
"How could I/forget these things?" Catherine had a wide,unfocussed

look into space. "They are my life., I don't want to forgeti them. They

are all I have.,"




"Bt now you are here,Catherinel" the old woman reminded her in an
‘f-ﬂkmfﬁ' ,l
imploring voice. "This is your life,Catherine! This 1s your ——
vour future! Here are the people who love you, Tomorrow,in Boston,you'll

Sco makbotuiogob-Jeew: your sister dmelig,snd old Mrs.Prixy - it's

amazing how well she ‘wsems her seventy-aseven years! - anu rzlili:}’ - kood
o
'r

R -F‘Ql.\-.
old F‘qij,in’: he kept asking after you,during £l]l GhASESS=GNRS . i
1 = ‘ 3 =N 2 _L 3 - A b " Y = . ' .
i B it N L __._ Tt ioraTeTentore e T8 e LAY .,1(' oty b LI 2
ax Fs-'n TRl

ceme _hack to. .;3,?{ m 1 am pretty sure he still has a secret

LO proauce & rog uish

"Mrs. Prixy...Ameliae...Philipp..." Catherine repested the names
a8 the fragments of an old song that she had long forgotten. THEN

she—shoal hor Lesdswith-—ea—feinbraleindive—amidey "1 remember the

names,but I cennot remember the faces, IEEeuhaaealiipken.od Q:mf bPA_. ¢
'..:_]"IT.‘ FJ*JT

music with krs.Prixy. And +Sislgkboesesnocastmee-mempetiie theater
d teard "

o long ago. #nd so many things have sl happened. Boston

But
=

is far away.,"

‘Just four-snd-z half hours if we make the fast morning train."

sunt Jane tried to call her back to reality with this sober statement,

b 3 felt it right away when I srrived here,” Catherine ssid in a
tone as/talking to herself, "This country has no reality. Not for me.
The skyscrapers,the cars,the people,the drugstores,the movie theatres -
they have nothing to tell me,nothing to glve me: everything is so
pompous and huge and so terribly empty."

"Don't forget,Catherine,it 1s your country you are talking abouti”
the old lady said gravely.

"Is it msm indeed my country?” It sounded pensive and sorrowful

rether than bitter, She seemed to wailt for an snawer; but while Aunt

Jane mumbled something about the necessity of adapting oneself to




the sctual conditions of life,Catherine continued her plaintive mono=

'Here, in Americs, things have no life,no substance, They don't

logmie
- - §

smell, they don't shine,they don't suffer. There is no authentic joy nor

ts there authentiec drama,because there is no history,no tradition. ¥
surpoge -all-digniiy and - -charm. of & Civddigatior-arecaerived-irom o8

@2safy L{ one has lived in Paris,..

2 &k}
L |

"Ske cnouzh wew!" The old lady essumed sn attitude of forbidding

ma jesty. "I don't want to hear gupgleme sbout Peris sny morel Do you

Her indignation was so vehement and abserbing that she even failled

fal

to notice Catherine's secret conspiracy with the waiter. Nothing could

be more preposterous - sald funt Jane - than the BHuropean arrogance

»

L
1 hTSLm@vic!:ﬂ who had spent a few yvears "over there". While she was
b t

; “X e -
" A
,;rl) telﬁing,ﬁ&r?ifizi@d Cetherine's

piaie

WOflortae

ingisted that “eee Kind of hsughtiness was all the more absurd considerin
[/

the state of affairs in Europe = naréﬁularly in France//Sne waT———

Jene,meanwhile,

asked her niece to inform her what,in her opinion,was so impressive and
—

admirable sbout the French defeat and the political system that had

led to this shameful collapsey: "It isn't a very inspiring spectacle

nee is giving the world! Not what I would call a very great perfor=

Fr

m

mancel" ;
AV )

Catherine sipped ATTPPemmuligsd cognac,gezing thoughtfully into

pee class, "If vou ere right," she observed at last,with ominous casual=
ness,"if what you say is correct,iunt Jene - and I suppose 1t is - then
Gaston has died in vein,”
It was pathetic to watch how the old lady's face pealed snd became
motionless., She was profoundly embsrressed, "1 didn't mean to hurt your
' W Pt ?S.
feelings,Catherine,dearest," she stammered. I was afrald she > urst

ears. }P—L@B&:,J.',a e

ct

into
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Catheri vithout a smile. "PForget 1it.
She emptie er glass,tl £ n T on
yout what you've juast sald. Dc believe 1 didn n all
i g I am afraid that Gastor ight heve known ther
7
= ]
0
r llfr._..]_]'j" Fal F
she r»embeseadh ncor cves with 2 trembli: nend as
2 ' - - ] % - : & - A - -
i ble vision. ihat you th is that haunts

and torn s0?" she i atill hidder yehind t i«
lattice her shakin finzgers. it's not i lost Geston. 1 was

her ifeatures

3lut when the war came ’ there was no fear any more,
in the cause he was called to for. of his

' - oy q g = | F % . o y | fat &l H it 1
believe in it,but he did,asnd so did 1 of us believed in France
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passionately,without questioning. We were so firmly convinced that

1d conguer,and M -waaede lcad the suffering
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future. Sometimes I had certain doubts,

but 1 ht to suppress them - for the seke of aston.

It ¢ was dead,and when I g re-read S his letters g
dreds of times,until I knew gll of them by heert: it was only then
thet 1 began to wonder 1f he,perhaps,had been thinking the same things,
and had been haunted by the same qualms and the same apprehension,and
haed sacrificjhed his life = knowling that 1t was in vein; and had died

hope less end fasithless snd bitterly disillusioned.’

"Poor child," Aunt Jane was profoundly moved, "Poor 1l1little Cather=

N

ine," she said. "Your sister snd I will try to cheer you up, f—bkbidoe)
Lo

Poor little Catherine had = short,nsssl lsugh: it sowedES ke

scathing, Then she turned the upper part of her body,with & savege,
provocative motion. "Gargon!" she cried,and her voice was so shrill
that it attracted attention,even in this clamorous place. People begsn
to look at her and to grin.

She turned very anigry as Carl lingered in a distant corner of

the restaurant. "Gargon! Est-ce que vous &tes sourd?" she shouteq.
= tonvulstve/

"Merde alors!" Whereupon the old lasdy writhed as if smitten ﬂﬁ:’gr_‘“a‘w

®w cching. "Cetherine! Pleasel"she whimpered. But her niece,wanton
gand merciless as a naughty child,repeated at the top of her voice:

"Merde - merde - merde alorsl" - "I only hope that no one understends

French in this placel" sighed Aunt Jane.!-‘:: WG b GG L d D b G BT IO
the—ssxbenedia,urink led pladn=gf-tror—fepo=piored; Tor Ol E CLANT TOC=—SeC0nd,

fectle. Llushe
A An aMx,noMj'
Carl had jee—— - grin as he presented the bottle -

humbly and apolegetically,gs one offers a due tribute to a capricious

.

tyrant. o "

Lhﬁ.l—l "
#mnd " Another pony,Ma'sm?" he asked,with g awkward -r&.




¥ 2 wrn - - .
athenrine gal 1 oy ominous lv | rarel volce: 1 Ve L N o1 Ja,
er 11 - n 1
hesitated, grinned,didn't know what to QO.
. . M ik 4= di= 3 P A
"rnive me the bottlel" she repeated,piercing him withn Terrlilyin lookS .

DiAw)

Y. .. Ma'ams. .., he stammered. ﬁ-l.‘...l_,gp-% e v R AT O R ek o s 4 — ]
1

I
F'*-J:a&mlre.'.f.-f If you care for snother drink, lady,i'll Senkeir—ty be only toc
1:'."-‘ lj .- w

How do wou _u‘wr-'?l” Catherine hissed,her face rigid with fury, sese=ccIs=

e OO F el v wx

atherine! Pleasel!"™ Aunt Jene raised her hands,with a theatrical
esture,end wrung them near Catherine's ssemsmx face. " Le t!'s go,darlin; !

I am not going to make a scene," the young widow declared with that

forced dignity characteristl

toxication preceding the total collapse. Just
affair myaelf. - Thank you. I appreciate 1t," she gdded wlith a frozen,

bsent-minded smile

thich affair, for -m" 2? l‘-"
" t ?E:tﬂ.ﬂ'f

'is - i young man g perfect
\M‘* darted murderous glsnces. "He is a spy," she coneluded
Wy EF _ flpé’ ¥z A
softly,with ¢ terrifying gentleness. "r"‘“l‘ﬁ"f“r

__.--"'""..-
'"Whys.. lad¥..." His mouth sauged wide open. He was F,L:r,_u ————

ct/

Do wyou,deny/,voung man?" Sh

fa ]

2]

locked her arms ascross her chest, hooiskn.

7|

”g s don't know what you mean," he finally maneged to say.

"Is that sof" Sne emphasized every syllable of her rhetoric question

while her merciless eyes examined his purple face. "o 1 sae 1] tell you

what I mean - you scoundrell" she shouted with & sudden outburst of anger.

<4,




"Your neme is Carl,isn't itg?" She jumped up from ner chalr end made

three strides towards him, “Isn't it?" she repeated facin him from
® menaci proximity.
R
He nodded,dumbfounded with surprise - whereupon she aee a hoarse, trium=

phant e laugh. "A Germen namel!" she exclaimed with a slight turn of her
head ss if addressing an imaginary audience. " Exactly what I had enticl=
sated. - The case is only too obvious," she concluded with a restrained
ol _' ol ST i

m Lrvld Y= A O, ey y
but expressive gesture. "Fho=ds=emeesy” is cuilty of Fifth Column-activi=
ties and hizh treason." She seek a stiff little bow - paying homage to

: : : e [ S ) B
a martial court that she hed just convincea ol the uel-mua-nr‘fé culpabllity.

fanenveds by wolinions
Carl stared helplessly at thet puedisiouq” lady - his 2 Judge,

‘orbiddine and vet ettreactive,very erect in the tight uniform of her

-

mourning dress,the glittering helmet slenting above her white,rlgid face.

o gtupor of bewllderment,he listened to her ragged and

le traitrel

Clest Iui qui a2 W tué mon willweget bien-&imé 1 iné la patrie...

o voild! - 1'assassin! le boche! 1l'egent du dieblel”

E - ' : betd) b
Her knees geve wayj she tottered. he - E;I’-,}Ik?.':':‘_til an sutometic

*

chair. As soon as she was seated,she

in]

politeness,and gulded her to

eua:fﬁ/ _ |
re-ggsumed her 3 attitude, "My bottlel" she uert-.r-:ru'i:-ci) Mnile

Adia pBved ;

]
vou are doing to me! Stop it! Plesse! ih! the scandall the shame! §

"out it outl" the young widow interrupted her,merciless and rude,
1t wes only now thaet &unt Jane began to weep - noiselessly and without

hiding her face. "We have to get up at seven o'c

AXTLBus:Se

ﬁcx tomorrowl" she
, g Al asit(1A

fece. "Don't youn

mumbled,while tiny taars\aﬂnrned

éﬂf'ﬂ f.’/‘r(s
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remember! The eight o'clock-train! Our dates in Bostonl"

"My bottlel" Catherine repeated - her & fegtures numb with stubborn=

And suddenly she snatched the bottle from Carl who eSesisesdedesmer
to 2
was just meking a clumsy attempt & hidfag it behind his wismmes back,
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: _ mel, .
She had the bottle; she beamed trlwnpneqjsu_ caress
it in her lap as if she had regained her beloved baby after s long perilod

i1" she whispered pressing her cheeks and

o
Fh
0
=
®
]

sepebation. "Mon chouly

1ips tenderly sgainst the cool curvature ol The amber-colored glass.

"Mon chond ds fleur! Ma petite bpouteillel

There was 2 (sucking little.nolse when her e nouth embraced tne

round opening. She took slow,heavy gulps out of the bottle which she

[Vs)

')

L
-
A

held with both hands,almost in a right angle from her relaxing f
Laughter and ironic Ennlause geccompanied the astounding scene.)People

. , \ 0 =l . o p

bezen to gather sasround Pee-edes imeredivte lFﬁ#.TDELlDPS,ﬁﬁlterﬂ

and girls zloated on Catherine's degradation. "She sure can take 16"

observed one of; the sailors,and the whole crowd guffawed. & irl with @
/

face like =& said in & pointed,malicious voice: "The merry
widow. Isn't she s honey!l"

In the midst of the general uproar I hesrd #unt Jane groaning: "“What
a scene! My Lord! How do we get out of her@d Oh,my Loradl"

It was at this moment thet Catherine began to sing. AU first it was

only 8 humming nolse; buit graduslly it grew stronger as tnough she were
0an0 Lo 0 5
Jeremieds, Catherine sang in a strangely

trving to drown #Aunt Jane
colourless voice = the upper part of her body swayin, with the rhythm

of th

o

+
tune,

"yalencia,tu es une fille étrance...”

Her face remeined pale and rigid - frozen in a gsort of cold and cruffl

acstasy.

1 ] - \ .
"gsovyez-vous planter des choux - 8 la mode de Cnez nNOUS... & la mode,
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"phae eight o'clockstrain!" sobbed the aunt. "M¥s. Prix vill et L0
‘..'ﬂtc-_r\ S eas
And Catherine,brandishing the empty Dbrandy ottle: "Auprés de ma blonde,
e i b
p
i1 fapt bon dormir dormir..."
One of the sailors 1ew a8 little French. His wvigorous bass joined Catheri=
ne's shrill soprano. Others chimed in - girls,sailors,and waiters,
"J1al deux smours - mon
(s 1 | ¥ 40 L T ) = ¢= L~ - | SR b el » ] =
She has always been different... The old lady talked to me - surpri=
singly enough er cdistress and terrc were .such that she forgot all sbout
her fine,resesrved mannel her digniflec w England attltude. 2r ey«
widened with eanguish,she chattered to a man at e snother table - a mar
she had nev gseen before: a2 strancer who haed been tactless nough to over=
laar her - 1u rtunate enough to witness the macabre misbe=
1avior of ¢ nisce. "'Catherine is soc different,'mvy poor sister
i 1 s therine e g I} 7
1181 e died many ve n Catherine alresdy was abrosd...
to study id¥% .. Aunt dJan yitterly and had s twinkle
in her eyes as if she wanted to , in her opinion,the music

lessons nothing but an obwvious

Soniid)
iy

were
rofings-on.
je 1l'aimel clest

"Mails mon homme !

for and

s préte

W Catherine's volce sounded shriller than

ever before: it was a yelling rath

the chor:%:repeategéfgwllng the la
“""--___.___

sensual enthusiasm,

Aunt Jane,memnwhile,continued

"I disagpproved it from the very

he tGIﬂDthiOHS!. « the

e 1

!
clespovalt
to address he?r - whispe

_rir”?-n'f" f

er than g singing. "He's rw(npm...,

st word with anssesetesse outburst of

to me:

girl alone in

‘hlt)‘L-téﬁ#!m-w!a

beginning... & young

viclious foreisgnersl...

ad

orIns L Wl

rafused to come bac

Whet nonsense! After all,she is an

TrC ST T U T o Z?tt:?h-
and America,

=

3

kses Sald she couldn!'t st

Amerie: girl. Why should she spend her
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Henéssy and all sorts of

\iﬁs

life in Montparnaesse cef

things? Why should she)

'he old lady made & dramatilec pesuse as if she expected me To reply. But
ol

didn't lmow what to say aT'.(_i!g‘FL‘:l"ng_._r:’_’(j W 1y shoulders,while the thunderin;

=

/
{

) i - M .
chorus Iintonated, ItS & long way to J,'l.!;)'grfa-;r‘j;__‘ Catherine had appsrently

regained her phyvsical energies., Now she jumped on & chair to conduct
the singing e mob from this elevated position. Aunt Jane prefered.to
ignore this new and most shocking development. Noving ssssmsie 2 little
¢closer to me,the upper part of her body bent forward,she sighed and

telked and sobbed with a sort of sorrowful intimscy. "And then,thet

marriszel™ she ssld. Fr—wes—esainst liweishi—facn-the Sopdmminag L W

daughter of Patricia Ferguson - and some unknown little Frenchman! Think

"4 We built s little home ~ just® mede for two..." Catherine's voice

radisted with ssvage jubilation.

!

"gnd a pilot,of all thingsl" Aunt Jane shook her head: the fact of

Cetherine's French husband having been a pilot seemed more inconcelvable

to her than enything else, Ml it il S s g a a2 o

g o e ad
S —o—pelEome e 20 bhHE pLiels SiTe

Fy

This was the Marseillsise: Catherine seng it slone - standing very

erecq§n her fragile platform,brandishing the empty bottle as a weapon or
a banner,

"41llons, Bnfants de 1o Ve Patrie..."

48 only a few sporadic voices responded,she stopped and held her open
hand behind her Wme ear with that humorous gesture typlcal of certain

popular chensonniers who went their sudience to chime in the refrein of

1

their song. "What's the matter?" the merry widow esked,with a faked French
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ne colored bovs who worked in the kitchen end pgaa Deen ¢ r ed
9@ Tﬁ{': Mﬂnf_f h—ﬁrﬂn'ge
T creasin glse,echoeq Tth elody While—they latghin ape
?"' .'l : £ L LG L 2. 4 o] k L'- 1t 1C Ll C L =3 ¥ 1
ew e ot ley crowa: a2 |u nase’ L1TT S ke o 8 ld en 1tCh
' rizzl Y e VY nax lkin Vel loud 1 1 fen t«
g r: 3 J oy, seversl fme ar , ar ith ne
of Britis eriners,s youl lacy v own - conspicuousl
handsome, jes lous ly uarded by &1 ing cevalier at iz in i i A
1 Tif T3 = (7 rondaenr rneLrnsr s l__i_ I g o [ =] 1E 7 :'I__|ﬁ._;_ ¥ rO11T
frc d been sittin in 1 g resteurant - hidden in secret
nile are they were as v magic - filling, overcrowdil the

one may expect Ifrom ¢

and familier tune of

distorted in the most erbitrary feshion. Some of the sinpers improvised

3 - ‘ i -
gsh text .7 Loy ool

an absurd En

o114
PP OO TIC TR D _J! Others just scresmed and whistled,while again others

shouted different s@ngs > bowsmigksc' Americe or (0ld lan River or
bl AL
Save the King. .0 T

B S S L /

)
o

It was an emezing scene - & grand spectacle oi

erazy joy and savage freternization. The men &nd wol

around each other's shoulders #; they trampled and

1 3 +* Ty - - 5 - - - -
ghaken and winged by a go0ort ol DionyslaC rapture. Une oI Lwhne

x 3 i 5
LATRerlineg = al irresistible meenad - conaucted &anda enchanted the

aaGhasdhe. crowd, She was alermingly begutiful - L gy in a
sort of wild snd ssgressive trance. I looked at her,with delight and
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ienessy, wlth Three Sters.,

By Klsus Mann,

It's no fun to heve dinner in a restaursnt by yourself. You don't
enjoy your food without company,and there something embarrassing
esbout listening to the conversations golng on &t the other tebles.
You don't want teo overheer them,of course; but you just can't help
it. For,curiously enough,even the most futlle talk between two people
rhom you have never seen before #nd will never see again, is somehow
mor= pttractive then a mesitzine or o lagmiee peper.

fon may be struck be & volce before you have a chance to ceten the

firat glimpse of the fec2 to which the volee belongs. Those two women,

for instance,
were nothing but two female volces = the mellow and kindly speech
of stolid metron and the penetrating whisper of a younger woman.
e

The older wvoice saigested,in & friendly,conversational H:“Ycu' 11
find thinges in Boston much less chenged then they ure here,in New
York." Whereupon the younger vcice,glum snd drowsy: "1 don't think
New York hus much changed since I sew it last."

1

"Zleven yesrs is a long time,"” observed the cld volce,somevhet

cryptically. And the young onegh - - szt
"Eleven yeers? It seems so0 much longer to me... Wasn't it in 1926
that L left for Frence?"

ixpetly," confirmed the o0ld ledy,and added with &« certain tender

pedsntry: "But you've been here twice since that time. Once in 1928,

J

-

and then,of course,in 1829%.
“"Uhy do you say,'of course'?! Ewked-teTHUNE~wonsrrrwiT-aeamiten

"Seceuse 1t wes the yesr your poor mother died." The sonorous organ
odwineonpitoremepen was shaking with sad memorles and disapproval of

the younger woman's forzetfulness,




[ E I : -l
prigley,

The ?pﬂih-?'voice sounded rather nonplussed as it exclalmed,hastily
end a bit too loud: "How silly I eml Of coursel I cume Jjust too late

glggle as 1f remembering

=

for the funersls..." She kad en ebrupt 1little

a funny inecident. I didn't like the way she chuckled and then all of
sudden wes still, I turned my head to have 2 look at her, The two

ladies were sitting falirly close to me, 1 could eesily wutch them when

my heed just a little blit to the right,

1]
DI

I turne
The older woman = a stately metron in the middle ¢f her sixties -

was dressed 21l in white,which gave her eppearance a touch of solemn
serenitry = something almost priest-like. She looked envisbly cool and
composed in her immaculate wiell® set-up, The place was not air-condi=
tioned end it was hot outside = one of those summer nights in New
York when the vast messes of towered stones seem to exhale liiemtEmmen-
dousesbeamas the accumilated glow of the uny.i?"i‘.f fﬂ’ﬂﬂnéuﬁ(ﬁﬁ? _."?{O LS.,

Ihe metron looked dignified end s trifle gueint; but there was
something surprising,salmost frightening about her youngzer companicn,
Thet bleck costume of hers certainly was a queer sort of & dress to
weer - completely bare of any sy, acdornment end conspleWously
tigzht. The ettractive frugility of her body was dilsplayed,with e kind
of sustere shamelessnesa,under the supple stuff, Her l1little het was
unexpectedly ssuey - a coquetiish cep mede of a herd, lustrous meterisl,
elmost metellie: it erowned the disquieting pallor of her face as a
tiny helmet. She looked et once weary and a,,.resslive = half llke a
worn-out /mazon,half llke a pugnaclous nun. L
Loqrem

Both women,the younger one as well as her aged qupulﬁ&n,aeemed
utterly out of place in this cheap reataurent full of clemorous,
swerting men. Bealdes,it wae rather late - long after the repgular
dinner hcﬁr,shoub ten-thirty or so. A bunch of sallors were having

8 good time &t the bar. Thelr savage laughter drowned the voices of

the two mystery ladles,




Strengely enough,it was JI-;:I; when the hilerity of the ssilors reached
1ts vociferous c¢limax that 1 he;g the volce of the younuer women egein -
struggling,with a sort of desperete energy,against the detonations of so
mich violent merriment. "Myl" she exclaimed - end,even without looking
at her,I could see the wry smile distorting her pallid lips, "Aren't
we geyl" She seemed exceedingly irriltated.

"Thgy are young,” the old lady observed apologeticelly. And she added
with tender reproach: "I werned you not to come here,Catherine, It's
not the right kind of a place for you. It's a vulger g plece."

Catherine,swiftly and engrilys "It's a lot betteryeanyway,than your
so=galled swanky resteurants.”

“well,I thought you might prefer French fo?c_l - that's all," W The
whwd 01d lady kept smiling but wes obviouslgri trifle hurt.

"ppench foodl" Catherine jerked with despise. "4 Polish cook,
a bunch of Itelien walters,and three dollars for a soup with foul fish
- thet's what they call 'French food' over herel’
This went too far,even for the good-natured matron, "I am sorry
we are not in Paris," she #ﬂt, - "So am I," Catherine flashed back.
There was & silence - dismal end apprehensive, I felt utterly
uncomfg¥table, To witness this mute quarrel wes infinitely more in=
disereet than to overheer the most Intimate conversation,

I tried to concentrate on my papere.

French troogzuiiﬁgting %thar French troops,somewhere in Syria...

- b, fere bt

A Prench admiral Jm to the effect that Germany is the most
relisble,most unselfish frienélfLe French nation owewssess,,, Cccupled
zone,unoccupled zones.. Laval,?étaintgg_%?Fégﬂi de 0eaullesss It seemed
a1l blurred and crazy end terribly far away. It had no reulity. It was

gsed and rether nsuseous, But it was not reel,

The lsughing sallors were real.iﬂq%glass,th§5bread,thﬁstable - tnie

T‘éf
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Eni recldly . But what the pepers sald sounded hollow - deceltful wes=
soges from a remote,nightmarish world,

I wanted enother whisky., The waiter saild, "Yessir,one moment sir;’

move / ;
but he didn't m&. He was busy wIPting doun <eeeeesmdes:
the orders of the two women.
¢5,,‘_ f‘ whiet v/
"So you b &esaeﬂ 7" the older one eskad,in that tenderly

reproachful voice of hers.

"No,4unt Jene, Thank you ever so much. I em not crazy about epple
pie with cheese."

sunt Jene smiled forgivingly. "For me,it's en old-fashioned strsw=
! Y Vi dif&vmihnf

i)
berry ahort-caheJM she dec

o~

D,

Yes,ls'am." The weiter was on the point of withdrewling when Catherine
inquired - somewhat sceptlcallys "Do you *mvgh cognact"

is the walter didn't understand what you meant,Aunt Jene expleined
him,211 indulgence and motherly dignity: "4 brandy,young mani - the lady
ainaepans wents to lmow 1f you have e brandy."

He blfushed and stemmered. "YesS...Wy..s0f course,lia’'am... We have
a domestic brandy... Very good stuff,they say.."

Catherine interrupted him sharply: "I went s French cognac,or
nothing." And the old Jﬁma::dde_,":lth g2 reconclliestory smile: "Ne The
lady wents an ilsported brandy,young man. foulu you be good enough to
ask the barmen if Wessse he has an[' brandy J Lef"c &

The waiter rushed to the ber - winged with zeal to please that
severe end oxotic lady. He was a good-nstured fellow - ungeinly end
tall,with a blenk,healthy face. They ca 1lled hixz Carl, lie wes of Swedish
descent end ceme from the Mlddle West.

WM:M—W "Here we

are," he beamed,still panting Promsiskesewn ond his forehead molist
m’ /
with sweat. "And it's a real importedd,too. - Henessy with Three Sters...
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He mispronounced the forelgn neme,hils fece purple with pride snd

enberregasement. =
jff'fﬁutﬁ( S fu S n
"Sans bleguel" Catherine : "Du vrale Henessyi

alax/
Pas possiblel Et mbme emed trols Stollesl”
—fr—rrEmEa- e Prctdy e e W&ESHWS that she sSpoke Erencz
+ the familisr sight of the -Fememey bottle, ller ameritan ade

An-those-bpief-and-oasusl axclaiEtiohs/

The weiter stared at her ss though she were spesking Chinese.

She studied the lsbel of the cognesc bottle es 1f 1t were the faded
inseription on an enclent tombstone, I hu#—ﬂurpbﬁﬁaidu;rmtinaq%hat
ghe used s tiny lorgnette = & resl 1little bijou of nacre and gold,
Probably she was very near-silghted - which gave her eyes that diaquieting
lustre,et once intense and weary,es 1t 1s cherscteristic of neer-sighted
women who =re too vane to weer eye-glesses,

"It's Henessy,all right," she coneluded et last,with wistful solem=
nity, "It's the right thing."

"The 1lest bottle we've got - says the barmen," declsred Carl - his
eyes, full of ewe,wandering between the velueble bottle end the pale
lady in black. "No more Henessy now. No Sir, Now the Nazis dmdmiswehd
get tight with all thet French chempegne over there," He had en ebrupt,
bellowing laugh,as though surprised by his own derlng joculsrity,

Cetherine save him one of her swift,plercing glances. "gghpgfflt,“

she sald in an ley volce,

The huge fellow was rether frightened, "Do you care for a pony?"
he msked end took a stiff 1ittle bow,

"4 ponyt" She seemed strangely irked,even offended by thils expressio
as though it meant an Indecent propoaition.

"yhy,we serve drinks or poé;e“ the walter tried to explain,with a
helpless grin, "A pony 1s e emall drink. A drink 1s & double pony."

" drink,then,I should say}" Cstherine shrugged her ahoulders;




-
her voice wes shaking with contempt end impatience,
¥hen she had emptied her glass - it took her just a few seconds =
she demsnded another one: "But no pony,if you pleasel" she warned the
walter,a little more graclously,
"Itm just coming from Frence," she observed,while he poured the
golden 1liquid into her glass.
"Yes,Metam,"”
"I em very fond of Henessy," she continued, "My husband,too,was very
fond of it, It was his favourite brand.”
There wae & musing tenderness in her voice, The walter didn't know

¢
what to ssy., Catherino 1ifted &er glass as for a solemn toast., "He ls

. ol i cons,
dead,” she informed the waniter,always with that hazy,s

emile, "Yes, He was 2 pillot, Has been killed by the boches,"
"Yes,¥a'am,"
She had emptied the glass,
" pnother one," she seld softly,lookinz very rroud end absent-minded.
"I think you've hed enough,child,” The old lady,very timidly,touched

Catherine's wrist, But the young widow did not reamct, "lUne sutre fine,"

ghe insisted. Cerl didn't understand the words,but her impg9¥lous gesture
and the thirtyy look of her eyes were unmlatakable,

This time she deenk very slowly,tasting snd e&gginh every drop.
It was only when she had finished that she turned to Aunt Jane again,

"Gaston was really very fond of this stuff," she said,as though the old

lady had questigned it
"I know," o 11d1y.
But for some reason «v=m this harmless remsrk ennoyed her Iirritable

niece, "I know...l know..." She hed a rather aggressive way of imiteting

the old ledy's centle volce, "What & ludierous thing to sayl ifter all,

you've never met himi"

"But I know what type of a man he wes," Aunt Jane replied, fedeowdd
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Dubsdiobeormimedd "/nd I always took 1t for granted that he didn't dislike
/4 '
Henjessy with three stars,'
"Whet's wrong about 1t?" Catherine snapped. "All Frenchmen feel the
same wey, - In fact,most civilized people do," she concluded pugnaciously.
ther one of those stone-like silences. Finally funt

e
ihere W&E ano

Jene seids "You aren't in a very good mood tonight,Catherine. I em

sorry. Don't you think we'd better got"

"Let me have one more fine}"Cat therine begued,with a pathetic effort
to look like a spoiled,cute little girl, “"Just one tiny,little glassl”
she coced - while Aunt Jane bent her face in silent resignation,

After this new “:fresm ent - Catherine had thils time insisted on
a8 double-drink - tﬁﬁﬁ%; arow nostalgle and slermingly gentles "You
are so sweet and mmigmit psatlent,Auntiel" she sighed,and tried to catch
the old lady's hend, "Don't De cross with me,plense]l 9me Plesse,darling
Auntis,t=1ll me that you are not crossi"

“"Of course not," -EE- 0ld lody seddepmme.suddenly looked very tired
a8 1f exhausted by & long,hopeless struggle, "Why should I be cross
with you? I would like to go now,thet's all,"

iithout paying any attentlon to Aunt Jane's request,Catherine
continued to accuse herself in a whining,unsteady volce,: "I hate to
be be such a borel Do you think I don't know what & bore I am? how I

"

must go on your nerves? .hl" she lamented, "I am making such an mss

of myselfi" 0 On Muay Neroury
"Don't be sillyl® (said the old ladf. "You don't at all,

But 1t's pitiful to wateh kem you tormenty; %ouraelf. Conldn't you try

to for ot feettemmi il d il b Ty e ey T 15,
and the war,and y:ur poor husband# — QMif (0 p2 é‘ﬁ{‘— .q,.nf Yo n

"How could I/Torget these things?" Catherine had a wide,unfocussed
look into spece., "They are my life, I don't want to forget thems They

are all I heve,"
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"Sut now you sre here,Catherinel"™ the old women reminded her in an
"fﬂhhf#’”;
imploring voice, "This is your 1life,Catherinel This is you??ﬁ!!liig‘f

your futurel Heore are the people who love you. Tomorrow,in Boston,you'll

see muite s few of them: your sister imelie,end old Mrs.Prixy - it!s
emezine how well she beare her seventy-seven years]l = and Philipp - good
old Philipp: he kept ssking after you,during ell these yenrsjfﬂbv-is
ﬁiﬁhﬂzinéfihmid.aahqur“-*fuiﬂhhm&mo&d-oreetunamha_ialglnna;gktﬂauthgrine
come-back-to.udhyf - Fntre nous, I em pretty sure he still hes a secret

11ttle wenkness for youzfgwith 2 timid sttempt to produce & roguish
J O .
smile,

"yra, Prixv.s.Amelie,..Philipp..." Catherine repested the names

as the fragments of an old song that she hed long forgotten, Heen
‘atha-ahook- her-headywith-a.faintyolaintive smilef "I remember the
nemes,but I cennot remember the feces, I know that I pleyed chambre

megic with Vrg.Prixy, And that Philipp used to teke me to the theater,

is far away,"

‘Just four-and-a half hours if we make the fast morning train,"

Aunt Jane tried to call her back to resality with thls sober statement.,

#

x”
tone ns‘tﬂlking to herself, "This country has no reality, lot for me,

o fq}y it right awey when I arrived here," Catherine ssld in a
The skvscrapers,the cers,the people,the drugstores,the movie theatres -
they have nothing to tell me,nothing to give me: everything 1is so
pompous and huge and so terribly empty.”

"Don't forget,Catherine,it 1s your country you are talking abouti'
the old lady said gravely.

"Is it mes indeed my country?” It sounded pensive and sorrowful
rether than bitter, She seemed to wait for an enswer; put while sunt

Jene mumbled something about the necessity of sdapting oneself to
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the setual conditions of 1ife,Catherine continued her pleintive mono=
logue., "Here,in Americes,things have no life,no substance. They don't
amell,they don't shine,they don't suffer. There 1s no authentie joy nor
1s there suthentie drema,because there is no history,no tradition, &
mpw-ﬂgn&t&—&ml_w-ﬂ--e&ﬂlimtim are~dorived-from-ite
pasty If one has lived In Paris..."

"T§'s enough nowl"™ The old lady essumed en attitude of forbldding
ma jesty. "I don't went to hear anything sbout Peris sny morel Do you
understand me,Catherine? I em fed up with Parial"”

Her indignation was so vehement and sbsorbing that gshe even falled
to notice Cetherine's secret conspiraecy with the weiter. Nothing could
be more prepesterous - seid Junt Jene - than the Buropesn arrogance

oot an
é}‘mwics:m :':20 had spent a few years "over there"y While she was
talking,Cerl f1lled Cetherine's glass, /febiiiipeesrdywy Aunt Jane,meenwhile,
ingisted that this kind of lmug,htineﬁﬂfﬁaa all the more absurd considering
the state of affeirs In Burope - prmt{r:ulr..-rl;'p' in Prance, She wenled=iye
asked her nlece to infeorm her -.111.&2, in her opinion,was so lupressive and
admipable sbout the French defeat snd the political system that had
led to this shameful collepsegs "It isn't a very inspiring spectacle
France ig glving the world] Not what I would call a very reat perfor=

&
mancsl f,ea.-

L
Catherine sipped Mcogm{:,grnim; thought fully into

te

Wor zlass, "If you are right," she observed at lest,wlth ominous casual=

ness,"1f what you say 1s correct,sunt Jene - and I suppose it is = then

Gaston has died in vain,"

It was pathetic to watch how the old ledy's fece peled end became

motlonless, She was profoundly embarrassed, "I 4idn't mean to hurt your
_freintly

feelinys,Catherine,dearest,” she stammered. I wes afrald she micsht) burst

into tears, WMMM’




"It's ell right," said Catherine,without a smile. "Forget it,"
She emptled her gless,then continued: "There is nothing wrong
about what you've just sald. Do you really belleve I didn't lmow ell

rggeaﬁit' nga? Sometimes I am afreid thet Gaston might have kmown them
7 B T &

Tavered
P For qpe moment she‘;l-tq-to‘/her eyes with m trembling hand as
:C.l a1 WY

Af to seedr an unbearsble vision, "What do you think is it that haunts

and torments me sot" she asked,her brow still hidden behind the delicate

lattice of her shaking fingers, "It's not that I lost Geston. I was

very happy with him, It couldn't last, I always knew I would lose him,

He wais a pllot,and he loved hls profession almost as much s he loved

me, I tried to be as courageous as he always wes., Yes,l tried very hard...'
She tock her hand from 25¥n?gea,which had eppallingly chan ed

they gﬁagapl;nded and wideneduyx %ear.i "I tried to be brave,"” she said.

"But lﬁwas sdweys half-dead with funk - during ell these yeers, 1 was

scared stiff,every time he left me., 1 wonder 1f you c¢can figure what 1

went through,funt Jene,.. Wthen he made that crazy expedition to Africa,
Wﬂnfﬁ( A-"ﬂd.m dld*Ml. 5
and I had no Woeks f—tree—endters—weried

I
- do you have emy ideas what that meana'%EfE_fiffzfﬁ-‘.i-.nﬁ'h!,_vu,!e

There was o little psuse, The young woman in mourning wes sitting
very erects the expression of her face had altered. What a strange
trensformation,under the ssucy crown of her coquettish and militant hatl
4 flash of white light waned and animated her features, Her smile wes
radiant with pride as she continueds

"Sut when the war came,there was no fear any more, For he believed
in the cause he was called to fight for, lMany of his frlends did not

believe in it,but he did,end so did I. Yes,both of us bellieved in France =
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passionately,without questioning, We were so firmly convinced that
Frence would fight end conquer,and *Weemmbke wes to lead the suffering
peoples of Burope to a batter future, Sometimes I hed certaln doubts,

ou_q = ft’

but I thought to suppress them - for the seske of Ceaton,

Tt was only when he was dead,and when I i re-recad s8R his letters,,
hundreds of times,untll I lkmew all of them by heerts it was only then
that I begen to wonder if he,perhaps,had been thinking the same things,
and had been heunted by the same quelms and the seme apprehension,and
wad sacrificled his 1life = knowing that 1t was in velin; and had died
hopeless and faithless snd bitterly disillusioned.”

Poor child," funt Jane was profoundly moved, "Poor llttle Cather=
ine," she seild, "Your sister snd I will try to cheer you 1.!.-,.3-&5&‘!'

Poor 1ittle Catherine had e short,nassl leugh: it sounded rather
seathing, Then she turned the upper pert of her body,with s savage,
provocative wotlon, "Gargoni" she eried,and her volce was 8o shrill
thet 1t attracted attention,even in this c¢lamorous plsce, Peoople begen
to look et her end to grin,

She turned very ansry as Carl lingersd in a dlstant corner of
the restaurant, "Garconl] Est-ce gue vous 8tes sourd?" she shouted,

3 ceomvu dsive
"Merde slors)" Thereupon the old ledy writhed es 1f smitten b}fT‘?ﬁ

smmp- eching, "Cetherinel Pleasel”she whimpered, But her niece,wenton
end merciless ag & naughty child repested at the top of her volce:

"Herde - merde = merde alorsl"™ - "I only hope that no one understands

French in this plecel” sighed Aunt JﬂWM:@MUGh@W
WWW?&MWMW"M,

ﬂummw
Rh AmaXivars =~
Carl hed f—ﬂw grin as he presented the bottle =-

humbly end apolegetically,ss one offers a due tribute to a caprlclous

tyrant, W

+uad " inother pony,Ma'sm?" he esked,with &m awkwerd banter,
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Cetherine said,in an ominously lowered voice: "Glve me the bottle,”
le hesitated, grinned,dldn't know what to do.

"Give me the bottlel" she repeated,plercing him with terrifying looks,.
'-.m?...i..&'&mu.," he stemmered. WWWW
pilessuresvy ﬁli." you cere for enother drink, lady,l'll es=bessmsiss Do only too

"

glad...

"How do you dere?l" Catherine hissed,her face rigld with fury, kod-cons

Lemntry

b5 mutse eyt cads-wes- sdi-ne-conte-bhini and 3o,

Catherinel Pleasell” Aunt Jane ralsed her hands,with & theatrical
gesture,end wrung them near Catherine's adament face, "Let's go,darling !
Pleese don't meke & scenel”

I am not going to make a scene," the young widow declared with that

Ot i
forced dignity charscteristic of Imdeewsiassess- vonen 1in stage of in=
toxication nreceding thne total collapse. "Just let me handle this little
affair myself, - Thank you, I appreciate it," she added with a frosgen,
absent-minded smile.

"$hich affair,for God's aahei’ %,/Dlv.a lady ‘_ oened,
CAamdersTompls *

"This young man ﬁ per fectdy -veil.hh—i-—-..{ She amitss
k@ﬂﬂ darted murderous glences, "He is & apy," she concluded
: R ; i W}é*#uf
softly,with § terrifying gentleness. frpd-hf-d'.f-f-f M"

"Whyeeo lBdYees" His mouth sa.ged wide open. He Was - T
b/

1:0 you de, ﬂyf young man?" She locked her arms scross her chest, looking

\U w ; o5€.

".1 sure don't know what you meen," he finally menaged to say,

"1s that Eg?,-_“ s‘ne emphasized every sylleble of her rhetoric question

while her merciless eyes examined his purple face, "So I shall tell you

what I mean - you scoundrell" she shouted with e sudden outburst of anger,




-15=

"Your neme 1s Carl,isn't 1t?" She jumped up from her chalr and made
three strides towards him. "Isn't it?" she repeated facing him from
# menacing proxlinmity.

He nodded,dumbfounded with surprise - whereupon she had s hoarse, trilum=
phant wl laugh. "A Germen namel" she excleimed with ¢ elight turn of her
head ag if addressing an imsginary audilence, "Exectly what I had antlel=
peted, = The case 1s only too obvious,"™ she concluded with a restrained

widosk b saﬂr{ B
but expressive gesture. 18 guilty of Fifth Column-actlivi=
ties and high treason," She took a stiff 1little bow - paying homage to
2 martisl court thet she hed just convineced of the Cleff‘ntlrntii culpability.
(antwedaible) vodipdous’
Carl stared helplessly at that ‘oredémiews lady - his - Judge,
forbldding and yet sttrective,very erect in the tight uniform of her

mournl"i],; dregs,the glittering helmet slenting above her white,rigld face.
’Mﬂ‘* A Y

»

n a stupor of bewllderment,he listened to her ragged and

meaningless words, - -
M < AP

chienl )Ahl

le traltrel

".r‘hl. ln misérable! comme je le détestel

Clest 1ui rmi o W tud mon wibwesmet bDien-aimé; qul a ruiné la patrle...
Le voilil. - l'assessinl le ‘bochel 1'egent du diablel”

Her knees gave wey; she tottered, I{W.mr,with an eutometic

politeness,end gulded her to a chalr, As soon as she was seated, she

%emac:%
re-rssumed h@r\% attitude, "My bottlel" she demsnded, Hhile 55

whiann g2t
mmm{the old ledy WW
a4 . VEL
e e IR Ghildl‘\da—whmm ﬁg.{:

you are doing to nef Stop 1t} Pleasel .h} the scendall the shame

m?j

"Cut it outl" the young widow interrupted her,merciless and rude.
It wes only now that Aunt Jane begen to weep - noiselessly end without

hidinz her face., "We have to get up at seven o'clogk tomorrowl" she
. Axtimgive place of dtr mwevivefil

rmumbled,vhile tiny tearaaadorn ace, "Don't you
bine Forls
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remember! The eight o'clock-trainl Our dstes in Bostonl"

2 i‘.};" bottlel®™ Cetherlne repeeted - her @ features nuumb with stubborn=
ness.

And suddenly she snetched the bottle from Carl who ledesgetdedeions
was just meking a c¢lumsy ettempt &/hidg* 1t behind his miwey back,

She had the bottle; she beemedm{f trium;:hed331m caressed 1t,rocked
it in her lap es if she had regained her beloved baby after e long period

of ervel sepepetion, "Mon chouxl" she whispered pressing her cheeks and

lips tenderly sgeinst the ecool curvature of the amber=colored glass,

"Mon choux do fleur]l Ma petite bouteillel”

There was a sucking little noise when her Msms mouth embraced the
round opening. She took slow,heavy gulps out of the bottle which she
held with both hends,almost in e right angle from her relexing face.

Leu;;-hter and lronie spplause mccompanied the astounding scene, ¥eople
be e Ors N -4#“‘“-—/

gan to gather sround M.W&WHSa&lora,waitera
end girls gloeted on Catherine's degradation, "She sure can take it,"
observed one of t.h:-:a saillors,and the whole erowd guffawed. 4 pirl with CL
face like @ o mask said in s pointed,malicious voices "The merry
widow, Isn't she a honeyl"

In the midst of the general uproar I heard sunt Jane groenings "What
a scenel My Lordl How do we get out of herl Oh,my Lordl"

It was at this moment thet Catherine begen to aing. At first it was
only & humming noise; bait gradually it grew astronger as though she were
0mOT 0 Ano 2
trying to drown sunt Jane\',%-j’mmﬁfﬂ?mtherine sang in e strangely
colourless voice = the upper part of her body swayling with the rhythm
of the tune,

“yelencia,tu o8 une fille &tranie.ss”

Her face remained pale and rigid - frozen in a sort of cold and crugl

ecatasy.

LS
"Sayvez-vous planter des choux - & la mode de chez nouS..._A lea mode,
LAY




2 1o modeses
b thee,)
"The eight o'clocketreinl” sobbed the aunt, "Me¢s, Prixy willl ®emegto

fetch uBs.e

the empty brendy bottles "Aupreés de ma blonde,

hhity_toalebi S RS A A

3 Vo 3= nwe d e BT o, v [
And G '.l-.'.a'.'-.‘a"'.:': W) of - 11\!1-“—-&.11;_-

- = L]
11 faut bon dormir COrmilsese

One of the seilors lmew a little French. His vigorous bass jolned Catheri=
ne's shrill soprano. Others chimed in - girls,sallors,enc waltera,

"Jlai deux smours ~ mon Pays et Paris..."

“She has always been different..." The o0ld lady talked to me - surprl=

@
=

gsingly enoughe. Hor distress and terror were such that she forgot all about

her fine,reserved manners,her dignified lNew England attltude, ller eyes
widened with anguish,she chattered to a man at %me snother teble - a man

she had never geen before: a stranger who hed been tactless enough to overs

hear her conversstion - unfor
havior of her csccentric nlece., "'Catherine is so different,':y poor sister

mt
uged to sayhes She dled many yesrs ."!\;Gf then Catherine glready was abrofde..

se
to study JW., 1d.44" Aunt Jane laughed biltterly and had a twinkle
th‘f-"m-ﬂft /

in her eyes as if she wanted to $4 £hat, in her opinion,the musie

- - mam  mPrerd e - [ . Vel ~# Ve -~
lessons were nothing but an obvious prétext for all kin f loose end

did/
!g_g:ﬁmﬁ solings=-cne

"ueis jo l'alme) c'est mon hommel™ Cetherine's volco sounded shriller than
T A ~Cm

o : 4 192 N ma R 9 eyt P

ever before: it was m yelling rather than a singing, je's oy T

- —— "

’
‘Jr'"’.'.f':.' the last word with a shameless outhurat of

chorus

the

to me:

- rlone in
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o A
life in lontparnesse ca\ffﬂ drinking Henessy and all sorts of
! Yoo g (epse
things? Yhy should sheJﬁ-Lm—LH?"

The 0l1d lacdy made & dramatic peuse es 1f she expected me to reply. But
QMnl
I didn't mow what to say anﬁr}‘s gzed WA 1y shoulders,while the thundering

cherus intonsted, It;é e long way to Tiberpary, Catherine had apparently
regained her physical energles, Now she jumped on a cheir to conduct
the singing e mod from thils elevated position. Aunt Jane prefered to
ignore this new snd most shocking development, NHoving mummsiesdr o little
closer to me,the upper part of her body bent forward,she sighed and
telked and sobbed with & sort of sorrowful intimecy. "And then,thet

marriszel” she seild, WW.”A -

daughter of Patricia Ferguson ~ and some unimown little Frenchman! Think

v :
of it! Renyiihcaa-Prenehnes yor yrr it tae : L ALC A & PAR 5 ua e
n 2N _amohablecmil.gndg 2. e T e O E B el L 13 i somewhat
g = gl PR ¥ .' . slegigziy - - - ° ¥ -w

*# We built & 1l1ttle howe - justs made for two..." Catherine's volce

radisted with sevage Jublletlon.
"ind a pllot,of all things}" sunt Jene shook her heads the fact of
Catherine's French husband having been a pilot scemed more inconceivable

to her then enything slsg,ﬂh—lmd-i—bo—lm-hﬂ—imMn,

.y - d

2l .-".

This was the Marselllalse: Catherine seng it elone - standing very

erect(?n her fragile platform,brandishing the empty bottle ss a weapon or

e benner,
"pllons,Enfants de 1o Pmiglee Patrie,.."

i8 only a few sporadic volces responded,she stopped and held her cpen

hand behind her Wgee ear with that humorous gesture typlcal of certain

popular chensonniers who went their audience to chime in the refrain of

their sonz. "What's the metter?" the merry widow ssked,with a faked French




s
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Some colored boys who worked in thz kitchen end had been ettrected
the MawiwEasst
by the inereasing noise,echoed the melo while they laughingly aped

Catherine's bold and drametic pose. I suddenly noticed a veriety of
new faces in the motley crowds e Chinese little girl,two old men with
long grizzly bearigle stout heavy woman talking very loud in Russien to

e chubby little boy,several smerican soldlers arm in arm with a bunch

b of #x? DA

&

of British meriners,es young lady in s'dhiti evening gown - conspicuously
hendsome, jenlously guarded by en aging cevaller sweating in hils tuxedo.
I had no time to wonder whether all these pecple had joined our group
from outside or had been sitting in this restsurant - hidden in gecret
niches. However,here they were as ﬁ& magie = filling,overcrowding the
scene,8s does the chorus when it linvedes the stage in the pompous

finele of en opera,But the noise they produced was not precisely what
one may expect from e well-trained operatic ensemble. The magnificent

end femiliar tune of the Marselllsise was paraphrased,transformed,

distorted in the most srbitrary feshion. Some of the sing ers lmprovised
an absurd English text\m«wr_m-w
W Others just scresmed end whistled,while agein others

shouted different s@ngs - Long Live Americe or 0ld Man River or God

Save the King.

It was en amazing scene - a grand spectacle of sweeping drunkeness ,
cragy joy end savage fraternization, The men and \?OEGH la1d thelr arms
around each other's shoulders #; they trampled anad- %Q{;nd swang -
shaken and winged by & sort of Dionysiaec rapture. One of the soldlers

kissed the Russlan matron,while a British seilor begen to dance with

st0f0rs P al )
the - very much to the vexetion of her flebby

companion.
Catherine - an irresistible meenad - conducted and enchanted the
bachantie crowd. She wes alermingly beautiful - trensfigured in a

sort of wild end sggressive trance., I looked at her,with delight and
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apprehension, What e disquieting goddess of intoxleationl - the white
flame of her fece,crowned by the slanting helmet; the fumbling preandeur
of her geatures; splendor end misery of her meagre body. ler mouth was
wide open - & black hole as in a traglc mask,

“Le_l‘lour de gloire est errivé,..."

"ese 8lways been e problem child... always different...": Thls was
the bleak lesment of the unhappy Aunt, Most of her words were AN
swept awey by the explosions of inspired clemor. "... If my poor sister
mt st11l WP eslive to see thisl... What a disgracel! what e scandall
ess Always something strange ebout her... streak of vulgerity in her
cheracter... something morbid.... Used to play wlth colored chlldren...
hmwa—-ﬂo dignity...sanatorium... Doctor
Pelferton,o0ld friend of the family... mental disorders.. /hotiimai-ons
Mﬂh—ﬂ%utterly emberressing...

disgrace,ss"

"Iﬂ 101.11"' de Elﬂireoo.“

Catherine's outcry - raucous end triumphant - proved stronger than
aunt Jane's frantic whisper. But now her volce faltered. I noticed,with=
painful surprise,that the shining pallor of her face could turn even
more colorless, She steggered: in e moment or two she would fall, I felt
that I ought to prop her,to protect her,to cry for help: Doctor Pelfertons
policel an emergency car to take her away,to a hospital...

But I remained motionless and speechless - paraslyzed with dreed
end pity end admiretion, I didn't want to think of her inevitable col=
lapse = not of Doctor Pelferton,the senatorium,the nurses. Not nowls
Not while thils tremendous moment still lasted - the moment of the
ecollective song,the general embrece,the bachantie communion. Nor did
I want to disturb her ffenzied and revishing pantomime = the beatitude
of her smile,the swin ing motlion of yg 3Pread-out arms = challenging

AALany T2
and blessing the crowd which she end domineted for one miemews

lemasawd trensient end mirsculous second.

X




It's no fun to have dinner by yourself. You don't enjoy your food without
company, particularly in a restaurant, and there is something embarrassing about
listening to the conversations going on et the other tables. You don't want to over—
hear them, of course; but you just can't help it. For, curiously enough, even the
most futile talk between two pecple whom you have never seen before and will never see
again, is somehow more attractive than a magaszine or a paper.

You may be struck by a voice before you have a chance to catch the first
glimpse of the face to which that voice belongs. Those two women, for instance, were
at first nothing but two voices —— the mellow and kindly speech of a stolid matron and
the penetrating whisper of & younger woman.

The older suggested, in a friendly, conversational tonej!"Iou'll find things
in Boston much less changed than they are here, in New York."™ Whereupon the younger
voice, glum and drowsy: "I don't think New York has much changed since I saw it last."

"Eleven years is & long time,"™ observed the old voice, somewhat cryptically.
And the young ones "Eleven years? It seems so much longer to me. . « Let's see. . .
1925, « « « « 1 left for France in '25.%

PExactly," confirmed the old cadences, adding with a certain tender pedantry:
"But you've been here twice since that time. Once in '28 and then, of course, the
129 trip.®

"Bhy do you say, "Yof course?'®

"I*1l always remember how your poor mother died." The sonorous orgen was shake
ing with sad memories and disapproval of the younger women's lack of them.

Ine brighter voice sounded rather nonplussed as it exclaimed, hastily and a
bit too loud:s ™Of course, how 8illy I am! I came jugt too late for the funeral. « "
There was an abrupt little giggle as if at a funny incident. I didn't like the chuckle
and then,all of & sudden, the stillness. I finished my whisky and turned my head to
have a look. The two ladies were sitting fairly close to me. I could easily watch them




when I turned my head just a little bit to the right.

The older woman - stately and in her middle sixties - was dressed all in white
which gave her appearance a touch of solemn serenity —— something almost priest-like.
She looked evniably cool and immaculate. The place was not air-conditioned and it was
hot outside — one of those summer nights in New York when the vast masses of towered
stones seem to exhale the accumlated glow of the day like tremendous stoves.

The matron looked dignified and & trifle quaint; but there was something sur-
prising, dlmost frightening about her younger companion, %hat black costume of hers ‘cer—
tainly was & queer sort of & dress to wear — completely bare of any adornment and wﬂ-
spicuously tight. Ihe attractive fragility of her body was displayed, with & kindg"of austere
shamelessness, under the supple stuff. Her little hat was unexpectedly saucy — & cc'ﬁ{uat,b-
igh cap made of a hard, lustrous material, almost metallie: it crowned the ﬁaqueﬁng"~,\
pallor of her face with & tiny helmet. ©She looked &t once weary and agressive — half Zl.‘l.kr\*x
a worn-out Amezon, balf like & pugnacious nun. l‘--

Both women seemed utterly out of place in this cheap restaurant full of
clamorous, sweating men. DBesides, it was rather late —- long after the regular dinner
hour, about ten-thirty or so. A bunch of sailors were having & good time at the bar., Their
savage laughter drowned all the other voices. It was just when the hilarity of the sailors
reached its climax that I bheard the voice of the younger woman again— struggling with
& sort of desperate emergy, against the detonations of so much violent joy. "My" she
exclaimed — and, even withoutlooking at her I knew the wry smile distorting her pallid
lips. "Aren't we gayl" She seemed exceedingly irritated.

"They are young,"™ the old lady observed apologetically. And she added with
tender reproach: "I warned you not to come here, Catherine. It's not the right kind of
a place for you, It's vulgar.®

Catherine, swiftly and angrily: "It's a lot better anyway than your so-called
swanky restaurants.”

"fell, I thought you might prefer French f od - that's all.® The old lady

kept smiling but obviously was & trifle hurt.




"French foodl® Catherine jerked with despise. ™A Polish cook, & bunch of
Itlaian waiters, and three dollars for a soup with foul fish — that's what they ecall
‘French food' over herel®

Ihis was going toofar, even for the good-natured matron. "I am sorry we
are not in Paris,® she seid. — %S¢ am I," Catherine flashed back.

There was a silence — dismal and apprehensive., I felt utterly uncomfort~
able. To witness this mute quarrel was infinitely more indiscreet than to overhear the
moat intimate conversation.

I tried to concentrate on my paper. \

French troops fighting other French troops, somewhere in Syria. . « A rrufn
admiral made & statement to the effect that Germany is the most reliable, most lmulfilfa
friend the French nation ever had . . .Occupied zone, unoccupied zone. . . Laval, Péhu}f
le general de Gsulle. « » It seemed all blurred and erazy snd terribly far away, It had.
no reality. It was sad and rather naugeous. But it was not real. :

The laughing soldiers were real. This glass, this bread, this table — they
were real. But what the papers said sounded hollow - deceitful messages from a remote,
nightaarish world.

I wanted another whisky. The waiter said, "Yessir, one moment sir;™ but he
didn't move. He was busy writing down the orders of the two women.

"Don't you care for dessert?™ the older ome asked, in that tenderly reproachful
voice of hers.

"No Aunt Jane. Thank you ever g0 much. MNot apple pie with cheese."

Aunt Jane smiled forgivingly. "For me, old-fashioned strawberry short-cake,®
she decided with mild determination.

"Yes Ma'am." The waiter was on the point of withdrawing when Catherine in-
quired —— somewhat sceptically: "Do you have any cognac?®

As the waiter didn't understend what was meant, Aunt Jane explained to him
all indulgence and motherly dignity: "Brandy, young manl — the lady wants to know if you
have any brancy.®

He blushed and stammered. "Yes. . .Why. « .of course, Ma'am.. .We have a domes-

— - - - - - -




tic brandy. . JVery good stuff, they 8ay. « oF

Catherine interrupted him sharply: "I want French eognac, or nothing.®
And the old woman added, with a reconciliatory smile: "The lady wants an imported
brandy, young man. Would you be good enough to ask the bartender if he has any French

brandy left.®
The waiter rushed to the bar, winged with meal to please that severe a.ud exotie

lady. mmm, ﬁﬂﬁm; ‘healthy hnt-h.

e

"Here we are,“H’n/bened, 8till panting, his forehead moist with \

sweat. "And it's & real imported too —{Eann;qa?f; Three Bma?j. «" He mispronounced ‘ﬂm71
o {

foreign name, his face purple with pride and embarrassment. i
'Sanaﬁlasu I* Cather¢ne seemed surprised. ZDu vraie Hennessy! Pas possible!
Et meme sux irois ¢toiles}”
The waiter stared at her as though she were speaking Chinese.
$he studied the label of the cognae bottle as if it were the faded inscription
on an ancient tombstone. I noticed that she used & tiny lorgnette — a little gleu of
mo ther—of=-pearl and gold., Probably she was very near-sighted — that gave her eyes their
disquieting luqtre, at once intense and weary, which is characteristic of near-sighted women
who are too vain to wear eye-glasses.
"It's Hennessy, all right," she concluded ée at last, with wistful solemnity.,
"It's the real thing," = "\_'fi'! watt fw
"Ihe last bottle we've got — according/the bertender,® declared Pmsl — — his
eyes full of awe, wandering between the valuable bottle and the pale lady in black. "™Ho
more Hennessy now. No sir. The Nazis are getting tight on all that French champagne over
there." He had an a.hrupt.‘he.un-ing laugh, as though surprised by his own daring,
Catherine gave him one of her swift, plercing glences. 'SLEHILE:' she said

in an icy voice.
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The huge fellow was rather frightenede "Do you care for a pony?" he asked
and took a stiff little bow.

"A pony?" She seemed strangely irked, wven offended by this expression as
t.hou_gh it meant an indecent proposition, L :

"Why, we serve drinks or ponies," MEJMﬁ to explain, with a helpless
grin., "A pony is a small drink. A drink is a double pony."

"A drink, then, I should say!"™ Catherine shrugged her shoulders; her voice
was shaking with contempt and impatience.

When she had empitied her glass — it took her just a few seconds - she de=
mended another one: "But mo pony, if you pleasel®™ she warned the waiter, & little more
graciously.

"I've Jjust come from France,"™ she observed, while he poured the golden liquid
into her glass,

"les, Ma'am,"

I'T em very fond of Hennessy," she continued. "y husbanil, too, was very fond
of ite It was his favorite brand.®

There was & musing tenderness in her voice. The waiter didn't know what to
say. Catherine lifted the glass as for & solemn toast. "He is dead,® she informed the
waiter, always with that hazy, oblivious smile. "Yes, he was & pilot. Has been killed by
the boches."

"Yes Ma'am,”

She had emptied the glass.

"Another one," she said softly, looking very proud and sbsent-minded,

"I think you've had enough, child."™ The old lady, very timidly, touched

Catherine's wrist. But the young widow did not react. "Une sutre fine," she insisted.
e P Py ——
were T Trsenble

This time she drank very slowly, tasting and enjoying every drop. It was only
when she bad finished that she turned to Aunt Jane again. ®Gaston was really fond of this

stuff," she said, as though the old lady had questioned it.




"1 know," Aunt Jane nodded, mildly.

But for some reason this harmless remark anmnoyed her irritable niece. ™I know..
I know.." She bad & rather aggressive way of imitating the old lady's gentle voice. "What
& ludicrous thing to say! After all, you never met him,"

"But I know what type of & man he was,™ Aunt Jane replied.

L]

"hat's wrong about it?" Catherine ﬁppad. "All Frenchw-n feel the samé way.
; :

: i
In fact, most civilized people do," she concluded pugnaciously.

There was another ome of those stone-like silences. Finally Aunt Jane apid:i

"Iou aren't in & very good mood tonight, Catierine. Iem sorry. Don't you think we'd better
\

\

\
"Let me have one more finel™ Catherine begged, dth a pathetic effort to look

got"

like a spoiled, cute little girl, "Just onme E—_‘R‘I’J little glassl®™ she cooed — while .ﬁ.u't%t
Jene bent her face in silent resignation. I .
After this new rofreshnen tesE U eaiamr ke timo-inotdtotroncrdoutievdrink
the young widow grew nostalgic and alarmingly gentle. "You are B0 sweet and patient, mﬂ;uag
she sighed, and tried to catech the old lady's hand. "Don't be cross with me, pleasel Please,
darling Auntie, tell me that you are not crossi®
"0f course not," the old lady suddenly looked very tired as if exhausted
by a long, hopeless struggle. "Why should I be cross with you? I would like to gO now,
that's all,"
Without paying any attention to Aunt Jane's request, Catherine continued to
accuse herself in a whining, unsteady voice: "I hate to be such & borel Do you think
I don't know what a bore I am? /ﬁo-I must get on your nerves? Viuwiesliisesde I an
meking such an ass of myselfi®
"Don't be 8illyl™ the old lady said. "You don't get on my nerves at ﬂl.‘é
;fﬁaut. it is pitiful to wateh you torment yourself. Couldn't you try to forget Paris snd
the war and your poor hunbsndjjust for a little while?®

"How could I ever forget those things?™ (Catherine had & wide, unfocussed ¥k
({oor )




into space. "They are my life. I don't want to forget theme. They are all I have."

"But now you are here, Catherine}™ the old woman reminded her in an im-
ploring volce. "This is your life, Catherinel 1Ihis is your country, your futurel Here
are the people who love you. Tomorrow in Boston, you will see your sister Amelia, and old
Mrs. Prixy — it's amazing how well she carries her seventy-seven years! and Philip —
good old Fhilip: he kept asking after you, during all this time. Between ourselves, 1
am pretty sure he still has & secret little weakness for you", she adced with a timid at-
tempt to produce a roguish smile. l

"iirs, Prixy. . Amelia. .Philip. . ." OCatherine repeated the names as the rrng-
ments of an old song that she had long forgottem. "I remember the names, but I cannot !
remember the faces. Chamber music with Mrs. Prixy and the theater with Philip. But all
this seems so long 8go. And so many things have happened. Boston is too far away."

"Just four and & half hours if we make the fast morning train.," Aunt Jane tried
to eall her back to realiit;?this sober statement.

"] felt it right away when I arrived here,®™ Catherine said in a tone as if
talking to herself. "Ihis country has no reality. Not for me. The skyscrapers, the
cars, the people, the drugstores, the movie theatres —— they have nothing to tell me,
nothing to give met everything is so pompous and huge and so terribly empty.®

"Don't forget, Catherine, it is your country you ere talking aboutl®™ the old
lady said gravely.

"Is it indeed my country?®™ It sounded pensive and sorrowful rather than bitter.
She seemed to wait for an answer; but while #unt Jane mumbled something about the necessity
of adapting oneself to the actual conditions of life, Catherine continued her plaintive
'monologues "Here, in America, things have no life, no substance. They don't smell, they
don't suffer. There is no authentic joy nor is there authentic drama, because there is
no history, no tradition. If one has lived in Paris. . ."

"That's enoughl® The old lady assumed an attitude of forbidding majesty. %I
don't want to hear about Paris any morel Do you understand me, Catherine? I am fed up

with Paris,®
Her indignation was so vehement and absorbing that she even failed to motice
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Catherine's secret conspirscy with the wsiter,

"What'as your name,my friend?” Catherine whispered. lie was surprised
end flattered, "Carl," he grinned.

He was a good-natured fellow - ungainly and tall,with a blenk,healthy
fece. He was of Swedlish descent eand ceme from the Middle West.

Nothing could be more preposterous - sald Aunt Jane - than the Buropeen
errogance of certain Americans who had spent a few years "over there."
8he asked her niece what,in her opinion,was so impressive and admirable
about the French defeat and the political system that had led to this
shameful collapse.

Carl,meanwhile, had understood thet the lady in black wented enother
drink, While he refilled her glass,the old lady exclaimed: "Nobody can
deny that France 1s in a state of decey -~ thoroughly corrupt end rotten,

It's not & very inspiring spectscle your grande nation is giving the

world! Not what I would cell a very great performancel"

—




ﬁﬁaﬂo‘v uﬁ:r -
, pol: &rogé:ca bf cm .luricpns il? h&ﬁ&upant. a rale foq'l wov
th lhﬁ.la aha was t‘rplk.‘l.ng l!m'l .'mfill.ed Gltheril;a‘n glp!.AShe asked her nim.
ﬁol h har _m.j, in her apiaim, wes so ilpresaive and ash:l.rahu.e about t-hn F;ﬂldz

mg um pollt.i.o&l oy dtest that had led o this ahma.ihl. onllapael "It ien't a v?-y :

Catherine sipped her cognac, gasing thoughtfully into the glass. "If you iqra
right," she observed at last, with ominous casualness," if what you say is correct, Aunt
Jane — ana I suppose it is —— then Gaston has died in vain,® \

It was pathetic to watch how the old lady's face paled and became motionless. |
She was profoundly embarrassed. "I didn't mean to hurt your feelings, Catherine, daarast,'i
she stasmered. I was afraid she was going to burst into tears.

"It's alright," sald Catherine, without a amile. "Forget it." She emptied
her glass, then continued: ®There's nothing wrong sbout what you'we just said. Do you
really believe I didn't know all these things? Sometimes I am afraid that Geston might
have Imown them a8 well. . "

For one mgment she covered her eyes with & trembling hand as if to banish an
unbesrable vision. "Rhat do you think is it that haunts end torments me s0?™ she asked,
her vrow still hidden behind the delicate lattice of her shaking fingers. "It's not that
I lost Gaston. I was very happy with him. It couldn't last. I always knew I would lose
him. He was a pilot.)and be loved his profession almost as much &8 he loved me. I tried
to be as courageous as he always was. Yes, I tried very hard. . "

She took her hand from her eyes, which had appallingly changed: they were
blinded and widened with fear. "I tried to be brave," she said. "But I really was half=-
dead with terror — during all those years. I was scared stiff, every time he left me, I
wonder if you can imegine what I went through, Aunt Jane. . .When he made that crazy exped-
ition to Africa and I had no word from him for weeks — do you have any idea what that means

hunt Janel™

)




Ihere was & little pause. The young woman in mourning was sitting very erects:
the expression of her face had altered. What a strange transformation, under the saucy
crown of her coyuettish and militsnt hat! A flash of whife light eanimated her features.

Her smile was rudiant with pride as she continued:

"But when the war came, there was no fear any more. For he believed in the
cause he was called to fight for. Many of his friends did not believe im it, but he did,
and so did I, Tes, both of us believed in France -- passionately, without questioning., We
were 80 {irmly convinced thut France would fight and conquer, and lead the suffering peoples
of Europe to & better furture. Sometimes I had certain doubts, but I thought I ought to
suppress them — for the seke of Gaston. It wgs only when he was dead, and when I re—-rudl \
his letters, hundreds of times, until I knew all of them by heert: it was only then that I f\
ﬂegantnmmarirha, perhaps, had been thiuking the same things, and had been haunted Ly
the same qualme and the same apprehension, and bhad sacrificed his lkfe — knowing that it
was in vain; anc hud died hopeless and faitbless anc bitterly disillusioned.®

"Poor child™. Aunt Jane was profoundly moved. "Ppor Catherine," she said,
®Your sisler and I will try to cheer you up.®

Poor little Catherine had a short, nasal laugh: it was scathing. Ihen she
turned the upper part of her ¥ody, with & savege provocaiive motion. 'G_;'fﬂ!. she cried ,
and her voice was so shrill that it afitracted attention, even in this clamourous place.
People began to look &t her and to grin.

She turned very engry as Carl lingered in a distant corner of the restaurant.
“Garcon! Est-ce que vous Stes sourd?" she shouted. "Merde dllorsi® Whereupon the old lady
writhed as if smitten by a convulsive aching. ™"Catherinel! Please!™ she wimpered. But
her niece, wanton and merciless && & neughty child, repeated at the top of her wvoice:
"llerde - merde - merde alorsl®™ - ®I only hope that no one understands Fremch in this

placel® sighed Aunt Jane.
Carl had an anxious grin as he presented the bottle - humbly and apolegetically,

as one offers & due tribute to & capricious tyrant. ™Another pony, lnﬁn?" be asked with

awkward ironys
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Catherine said in an ominously lowered vodcet "Gibe me the bottle."™ He hesitated,

.

grinned, didn't know what to do.

"Give me the bottle I™ she repeated pilercing him with terrifying looks.
T

"MLy eee Ma'am. -o" he stammered. 1";‘ L .j"l-'-> ":l?/’ r & ‘E-”#f'l !

[~ "If you care for another drink, lady, I'1l be only too gladee."

"How do you dereg?i™ Catherine hissed, her face rigid with fury.

"Catherine! Pleasell™ Aunt Jane raised her hands, with & thertrical gesture,
and wrung them near Catherine's stiff face. "Let's go, darlingl Please don't make
& scene 5"

"I am not going to make & sceme,"™ the young widow declared with that foreed drthfT
characteristic of wiomen in & certain stege of intoxication preceding the total
collapse. ™Just let me handle this Jittle affair myself. - Thank you. I appreciate
it," she added with a frozen, sbsent-minded smile,

"Rhich affair, for God's sake™? the old lady groaned.
"This young men understands me perfectly well®. she darted murderous glances.
"Be's & spy," she concluded softly, with terrifying gentleness.

"hyees lady...™ His mouth sagged wide open. He was completely perplexeds

"Do you deny it, young man?® She locked her arms across her chest.

"I don't know what you mean,"™ he finally managed to say.

E Et _ao_?T'She enphasiied every syllable of her rethoric question while her
merciless eyes examined his pﬁ;:ln face."I'1ll tell you what L mean - you scoundrell®
she shouted with a sudden outburst of angere A No Gz oL’ )

\C%Four name 1s Carl, im't 141 Bho Jumped up Prom Nor: dheie sl mah i
strides towards him, "Isn't it2?"™ she repeated facing him from menacing proximity.

He nodded, dumbfounded with surprise - whereupon she gave a hoarse, triumphant
laugh. "A German namel™ she exclaimed with a slight turn of her head as if addressing
an imaginary audience. "Exactly what I had anticipated.- The case is only too ob-
vious," she concluded with & restrained but expressive gesture. "Carl, the waiter,
is gunt.f:t Fifth Colum-activities and high treason.® She made & stiff little bow =
paying homage to & mertial court that she had just comvinced of the defendant's

culpabilitye.




Carl stared helplessly at that ineredible lady-- his prodigious judge,
forbidding and yet attractive, very erect in the tight uniform of her mourning dress, the
glittering helmet slanting above her white, rigid face. lMouth ajar, in a stupor of be-

wilderment, he listened to her ragged and meaningless words:

Her knees gave way; she tottered. He held her up with an automatic polite-
ness and guided her to & chair. As soon &s she was seated she re-assumed her memacing at-
titude. "My bottlel® she demanded, while the old ledy whimpereds "Catiel Childl Don't
you realize what you are doing to me! Stop itl Please! Abh! the scandall the shamel®

"Cut it outl™ the young widow interrupted her, merciless and rude. It
was only now that Aunt Jane began to weep—-noiselessly and without hiding her face. "We
have to get up at seven o'clock tomorrowl"™ she mumbled, while tiny tears like pearls adorned
the extensive plain of her wrinkled face. "Don't you remember! The eight o'cloeck train}
OQur dafes in Bostoni®

"ily bottlel™ Catherine repeated - her features numb with stubborness.

And suddenly she snatched the bottle from Carl who was just making & clumsy
attempt to hide it behind his back.

She had the bottle; she beamed and triumphed; she caressed it, rocked it in
her lap as if she had regained her beloved baby aft.r a long period of cruel separation,
"E aﬂl;l: she whispered pressing her cheeks and lips tenderly against the cool curvature

of the amber-colored glass. "lon chou'w fleurl Ma petite bouteillel™

Ihere was & little sucking noise when her mouth embraced the round opening.
She took slow, heavy gulps out of the bottle which she haid with both hends, almost in &
right angle from her relaxing face.

People began to gather around her. Laughter and ironic applause accompanied
the astounding scene. ©Sallors, waiters and girls gloated on Catherine's degradation. "She
sure can take it," observed one of the sailors, and the whole crowd guffawed. A girl with
a face like & glaring mask said in a pointed, malicious voice: "Ihe merry widow. Isn't she
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& honeyl®

In the midst of the general uproar I heard Aunt Jane groaning: "What a scene |
My Lordl How do we get out of herel Oh, my Lordi"

It was at this moment that Catherine began to sing, At first it was only
& bumning noide; but gradually it grew stronger as though she were trying to drown Aunt
Jane's monotonous jeremiads, Catherine sang in a strangely colourless voice -—— the upper
part of her vody swaying with the rhythm of the tune,

"alen ! o

Her face remained pale and rigid — frozen in a sort of cold and cruel

ecstagy.

"The eight-o'clock traini® sobbed the aunt. "Mrs, Prixy will be there to

get us, + "
\

And Catherine)brandishing the empty brandy bottle: “Aupres de ma blonde i1 fait
bon dormir dormir, . "

One of the sailors knew & little French, His vigorous bass joined Catherine's
shrill soprano, Others chimed in-- girls, sailors, and waiters,

wtai d L P "

"She has always been different, . " The old lady talked to me - surprisingly
enough, Her distress and terror were such that she forgot all about her fine, reserved
manners, her dignified New England attitude, Her eyes widened with anguish, she chattered
to a man at another table - & man she had never seen before: a stranger who had been tact-
less enoughto overhear her onn'rerntd}on - unfortunate enough to witnees the macabre mis-
behavious of her eccentric niece, :Cl.therinc is so different,'my poor sister used to say
to me. + +She died many years ago when Catherine already was abroad . . .to study music ~

so she said., . +" Aunt Jane laughed bitterly and had a twinkle in her eyes as if she
wanted to imtimate that, in her opinion, the music lessons were nothing but an obvious

pretext for all kinds of loese and sordid goings-om,
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"Mais je 1l'aimel c'est mon hommel®™ Catherine's voice sounded shriller then

ever befores it was a yelling rather than a singing, "He's my me-an" repeated the chorus
drawling the last word with an outburst of semsual enthusiasm.

Aunt Jene, meanwhile, continued to address her desperate whisper to mes "I
disepproved of it from the very beginning. . .A young girl - alone in Parisl Think of
the temptationsl.. the vicious foreigners!...But Catherine refugsed to come back.,.Said
she couldn't stend America., What nonsense! After all, she is an American girl. Why
should she spend her life in Montparnasse aafgn drinking Hennessy and all sorts of ugly
things? Why should she, if you please?"

The old lady made a dramatic peuse as if she expected me to reply. But I
didn't lolow whet to say and only shrugged my shoulders, while the thundering chorus
intonatedy, It's & long way to Iipperary, Oatherine had apparently regéined her physical
energless Now she jumped on a chair to conduct the singing mob from this elevated
position, Aunt Jane preferred to ignore this new and most shocking development, Moving
a little closer to me, the upper purt of her body bent forward, she sighed and tulked
and sobbed with a sort of sorrowful intimacy., "And then, that marrisgel™ she said. "A
daughter of Patricia Ferguson - and some unknown little Frenchman! Think of iti"

"We built & little home ~ just made for two, + +"  Ce‘herine's voice radiated
with savage jubilation,.

"And a pilot of all thingsl® Aunt Jane shook her head: the fact of Catherine's
French husbend baving been & pilot seemed more inconceivable to her than anything else,

Thies was the Margeillsise: Catherine sang it alone - standing wery erect on
her fragile platform, brandishing the empty botile as a. weapon or & banner,

2Allons, enfants de ls Patries « "

As only a few sporadic voices responded, she stopped and held her open hand
behind her ear with that humorous gesture typical of certain popular ghensonniers who
want their sudience to chime in the refrain of their song. "What's the matter?™ the merry
widow asked, with & faked French accent. "I don't hear enythingl® She made encouraging

gesturesj repeated the beginning of the enthem, and then paused again - not yet satis-

fied with t.h? reaction,.
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"Maig c'est honteuxi®™ she scolded. "Can't you open your mouth - you there?
Fifth Column|®

It was Carl, the waiter, to whom she thus appealed. He blushed and tried
to hide behind the back of & gigantic sailor, But Catherine, merry end relentless, didn't
let him get away: she called him & coward, and & naughty little boy, and insisted he had
to sings The crowd seemed highly amused by this gay performance, The sailors roared with
laughter and pushed each other with their elbows to demonstrate how much they enjoyed the
show, "She's 0.K.," they declared, 4nd others said, "She's nuts," or, "She's lots of
fun," One of the girls added, full of interest and appreciation, "She's drunk as hell."
Undoubtedly, Catherine was a considerable success.

Bome colored boys who worked in the kitchen and had been attracted by the in-
creasing nolse, echoed the melody of the Marseillaise while they laughingly aped Catherine's
bold and dramatie poses I suddenly noticed & variety of new faces in the motley crowd: &
little C&ﬂ.neaa girl, two old men with long grizsly beards, & stout heavy woman talking very
loud in Russian to a chubby little boy, several American soldiers arm in arm with a bunch
of British mariners, a young lady in a gorge\!qua evening gown - conspicuocusly handsome,
jealously guarded by an aging cavalier sweating in his tuxedo , I had no time to wonder
whether all these people had joined our group from outside or had been sitting in this
restaureant -- hidden in secret niches, However, here they were as by magic — filling,
overcrowding the scene, &8 does the chorus when it invades the stage in the pompous finale
of an opera, But the noise they produced was not precisely what one may expect from a
well-trained operatic ensemble, ’he magnificent and familiar tune of the Marseillsise
was paraphrased, transformed, distorted in the most arbitrary fashion., Some of the singers
improvised an absurd English text, Others just seresmed and whistled, while again others
shouted different songs - God Bless Americs or 01d Man River or God Save the King.

It was an amasing scene -~ & grand spectacle of sweeping drunkeness, crasy joy
and savage fraternisation, The men and women laid their arms around each other's shoulders;
they trampled and brayed and{wung - shaken and winged by & sort of Dionysiac repture. One
of the soldiers kissed the Russian matron while a British sailor began to dance with the







