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2 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

| |

When the men of Garandou, a little Provencal
seaport at the end of the Bay of Pisca, between
Marseilles and Toulon, made out the ‘Abbe Vilbois
boat returning from fishing, they went down to
the shore to help in hauling her up,

The Abbé was alone, and, in spite of his ffty-
eight years> he. pulled at the oars with uncommon
energy, like an able seaman. With his sleeves
rolled over his muscular arms, with his cassock
turned up and held in place by his knees, and
partly unbuttoned at the chest, with his three-
cornered hat lyving on the seat by his side, and
wearing instead a cork helmet covered with white
cloth, he looked like a robust and exceptional priest
in a tropical land, a man more suited for adven-
ture than for saying mass,.

From time to time he glanced behind him to
make certain of the landing point, then recom-
menced pulling with a rythmical, powerful steady
stroke, to show those inferior sailors of the:South:

once more how the men of the North c_a’iif-"héndzléf‘

the oars,
The boat, keeping her way to the? last, run

up the shore as if she meant to climb the sands;,
ploughing a furrow with her keel; then.she stop:
ped short, and the five men who had been watchmg’
the Abbé’s arrival, drew near, looking pleased '
appreciative, and full of good-will toward their
priest.
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4 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

‘“Well,” said one, withi his sfrong/Provencal
-accent, ‘‘have you had a good catch, monsieur le
curés”’

The Abbé Vilbois stowed his oars, changed
his helmet for the three-cornered hat, turned down
his sleeves, and butioned up his cassock; then,
having resumed the appearance and bearing of a
village minister, he replied proudly:

‘“Yes, yes, excellent—three loups, two murénes
and some girelles.”

The five fishermen went up to the boat; they
leant over the gunwale, and with the air of con-
noisseurs examined the dead creatures, the fat
loups, the flat-headed murénes, hideous serpents
of the sea, and the violet girelles, streaked with
zigzag, golden orange-coloured stripes..

One of the men said:

““I will carry them fof you, monsieur le curé.”

““Thank vou, my boy.”

The priest shook hands all round, staried off,
followed by the one man, leaving the others oc-
cupied with his boat. ,

He took long, slow strides, with an air of
strength and dignity. He was still warm from
having rowed with so much vigour; in passing
under the light shade of the olive trees he took
off’ his hat now and then to expose, to the sultry
evening air cooled a litile by a slight breeze, his

square forehead of an officer rather than of a
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6 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

priest. The village came into sight, on a rising
knoll, in the middle of a broad open valley sloping
towards the sea.

It was a July evening, The dazzling sun,
nearly touching the jagged crest of thge distant
hills, cast the interminable shadow of the priest
slantingly over the white road that was buried
under a shroud of dust. An enormous three-cor-
nered hat went along in the neighbouring field, like
a large sombre blotch, that seemed to play at
climbing uwimbly on to all the trunks of the olive
tree that it met, to fall again immediately and
creep along the ground.

From under the f{eet of the Abbé Vilbois a
.cloud of fine dust, of that impalpable flour-like
powder with which the provencal roads are covered
in summer, rose up like smoke around his cassock,
veiled it and shaded its hem with a grey tint,
which, by degrees, grew lighter and lighter. He
went along, refreshed now, with his hands in his
pockets and the slow and powerful gait of a moun-
taineer making an ascent. His tranquil eyes
looked at the village, his village, where he had

been priest for tweniy years—the village chosen
by bim, obtdined by great favour, and where he
counted on dying. The church—his church—
crowned the large cone of houses packed closely
together with its two unequal and square towers
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8 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

of brown stone, that raised, in"this beauntiful sou-
thern valley, their ancient silhouettes, more like
turrets of a strong castle than belfries of a sacred
edifice,

The Abbé felt pleased, for he had caught three
loups, two murénes, and some girelles.

He would have this fresh little triumph am-
ongst his parishioners—he whom they esteemed
above all, perhaps because he was, in spite of his
age, the most muscular man int the neighbourhood.
Those slight, innocent vanities were his greatest
pleasure, He could cut the stem of flowers in two
with a pistol shot, he fenced sometimes with his _
neighbour the tobacconist, an old regimehtal fenc-
ing master, and he could swim better than anyone
on that coast. |

He has once been a man of the world, well
known and very elegant—the Bamn'V‘iibois, who
- had taken orders at thirty-two, after an unfortunate
love affair,

Descended from an old Picardian royalist and
religious iamily, who, for several general.i.)ns, had
given their sons to the army, to the bench, or
to the church, he had thought at first of following
his mcther’s advice and taking orders; then, at
the instance of his father, he had decided to go
simply to Paris, totakehis degree and afterwards

to devote himself seriousiy to -the law,
But while he was finishing his studies, his
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father succumbed to pneumonia after a da;vis
shooting in the fers, and his mother, overcome
with grief, died shortly afterwards, Then, having
suddenly inherited a large fortune, he gave up the
idea. of making any kind of career, in order to
enjoy the life of a rich man.

Being a handsome youth, and intelligent, al-
though his mind was confined by beliefs, traditions
and principles hereditary, like his muscles of the
Picardian squire, he pleased people; ‘he was a
success in good society, and enjoyed the life of a
high-principled, wealthy, and esteemed young man.

But it happened that, after some meetings at.
a friend’s house, he fell in love with a young
actress, quite a young pupil from Conservatoire,
who had made a brilliant débutr at the Odéon.

He fell in love with her with all the violence,
with all the passion, of a man born to believe in
absolute i1deas. He feil in love with her, seeing
her through the romantic part in which she had
obtained her great success the first time she
appeared before the pubilic,

She was pretty, naturally perverse, with the
air of a naive child, which he called the air of
an angel, She knew to conquer him completely,
how to make of him one of those raving madmen,
one of those lunatics that a single glance or a
fluttering skirt of a woman kindles into flame on
the pile of mortal passions. He took her as his
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misiress, made her leave the stage, and loved her
for four years, with continually increasing ardour,
Certainly, in spite of his name and the honourable
traditions of his family, he would have ended by
marrying her, if he had not- discovered one day
that she had been deceiving him for a long iime,
with the friend who had introduced him to her,

The drama was all the more terrible in that
she was encei‘nte, and he was awaiting the birth of
the child to make up his mind about the marriage.

When he held in his hands the proofs (some
Jetters he had discovered in a drawer ), he reproached
her for her unfaith{ulness, her perfidy, and
her 1ignominy, with all his half savage brutality.

But she, impudent and audacious, as certain
of the one man as of the other, a child of the
people that erect barricades, braved and insulted
his anger; and when he was on the point of giving
way to his fury, she cried:

““Don’t kill me. The child is not yours, it’s his.”

This arrested him; and she, airaid at last of
the death which she saw coming from the glance |
and terrifying gestures of that man, repeated:

““It isn’t yours. It’s his."

He murmured with clenched teeth, thunder-
struck:

““The child.”

“Yes.”’

‘““You lie.”
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14 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

He could not believe it. And before the persistent
menace of his aspect she made a last effort to
save her life,

“I tell ydu it is his., Think how lIong we
have been living together! You would have been
a father before now.”

This argument struck him as being like truth
itself, In one of those flashes of thought, when
so many arguments appear at the same time with
illuminating clearness, precise, irrefutable, conclu-
sive, and irresistible, he was convinced; he was
sure that he could not be the father of that unborn,
miserable offspring of a prostitute; and, suddenly
relieved, set free, and almost appeased, he gave
up all thought of killing this infamous creature.

He said in a calmer voice: - |

‘‘Get up, be off, and don’t let me ever see
you again,'’

She obeyed. She was vanquished, and went
away.

He never saw her again,

He, for his part, went away also. He went
towards the south, towards the sun, and stopped
in a village, in the middle of a valley, by the
side of the Mediterranean. The appearance of a
little inn, with a view of the sea, pleased him; he
took a rcom in it and resolved to stay. He lived
there with the preying memory of the treacherous
woman, of her charm, her atmospllere, her
indescribable sorcery, her presence, and hercaresses.
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He wandered about the Provencal valleys,
walking in the sunlight that fell sifting through
the grayish leaves of the olive trees, haunted by
his, one thought, brain-sick and weary.

But his old pious ideas, his first faith (its
ardour a little cooled) returned very gently to his
“heart in this- dolorous solitude. Religion, which
had appeared to him before like the abandonment
of an unknown world, appeared to him now like
- a refuge from a life full of deceit and torture. He
had preserved that habit of prayer., In his grief
he took refuge in that, and he often went, in the
twilight, to kneel down 1n the shadowy church,
where the speck of light sparkled from the lamp,
alone at the end of the choir, sacred guardian of
the sanctuary and'symbol of the divine presence.

He dared to confide his trouble to God; to’
his God; and he told Him of all his wretchedness.
He asked Him for advice, pity, help, protection,
and consolation; and each time he put more feeling
into his prayers, which he repeated every day with
an increasing fervour. _

His bruised heart, eaten up by the love for

a woman, remained open and thi‘obbing, always
desirous of tenderness; and little by little, by dint
of praying, by living like a hermit with growing
habits \of piety, by abandoning himself to the

secret communication of devout souls with the
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Saviour who consoles and enshrouds the wretched
sinner, the mystical love for God took possession
of his soul and drove away the other passion.

Then he resumed his carly plans, and decided
to offer to the Church a shattered life which he
had been so near giving her with its purity intact,

He was ordaied a priest. Using the influence:
of his family and his high connections, he
got bimself appointed to servein this poor village
pérish in Provence, where chance had thrown him
at first; having g;ven away a great part of his.
wealth to charity, he kept only as much as would
allow him to remain useful and helpful to the poor
untll his death; and he took refuge in a tranquil
existence of pious practices and devotion to his.
fellow beings.

He made a worthy priest, with narrow views,’
a kind of religious guide with a soldier’s temper-
ament, a guide of the Church who masterfully
leads into the straightroad erring, blind humanity,
lost in this forest of life, where all our mstmctq,
our tastes, our desires are tracks that direct us
astray. _But much of the man of another time re-
mained aliye in him. He did not lose his love
of violent exercise, active sports, and fencing! and
he dreaded women, all of them, with the fear of
a child before a mysterious danger.
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II

The sailor who followed the priest had on
the tip of his tongue all the southerner’s desire
to talk. He was afraid to, for the Abbé cast a
spell of respect over his flock. At last he hazarded:

‘““Well, does ycur little bastide please you,
monsieur le curé?”’ |

This little place was one of those microscopic
‘houses where the Provencals settle down in
-summer for a change from town and village, The
Abbé had hired this tiny dwelling in a field, flve
minutes’ walk from the vicarage (which was too
small and confined), in the centre of the parish,
close to the church. '

He did not live in the bastide continuously,
even in summer, he only went there for a few
days,now and again, to breathe freely in the midst
of the fields and to do some pistol practice.

““Yes, my friend,"” said the priest, ‘‘I like
being there.” ' |

Built amongst trees, the low pink-paintéd
. dwelling came into sight. Striped, welted, and cut
into little pieces by the branches and leaves of
the olive trees, with which the unenclosed field
was planted, the little place seemed to have sprung
ap like a Provencal mushroom.

A tall woman was to be seen passing many
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times before the dcor, preparing a little table for
dinner. She laid with methodical deliberation a
solitary knife and fork, . a plate, a serviette, a

piece of bread, a glass. She wore a little Arlésienne

.....

cap, peaked up with black silk .velvet, with a
mushroom like crown of white muslin, |
When the Abbé was \mthm earshot, he called-
-out to her:
““Hey, Marguerite!'

She paused to look up, and recognized. her
master,

"*Té! Here you are, monsieur le curé?”

““Yes. I have brought you a good catch; go
:and cook this loup immediately, in butter, nothiﬁg
but hutter, melted butter, d’ vou hear?”

The servant approaching them examined, with
‘the eye of a connoisseur, the fish which the sailor
carried.

““But we have already got a boiled fowl,”
she said.

“That can’t be helped. Fish a day old is
nothing to fish that is fresh from the water. 1
will have a little feast, it does not happen too
~ofte}1, and. besides the sin is not a great one."”

The woman picked out the loup; and- as
she was going away carrying it, she ‘turned’
back.
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““Ohl A man has been here three times to
see you, sirl”’

He asked with indifference:

““A man! What sort of a man?”’

““A fellow that's not much gcod;"

‘““What! A beggar?”

‘“Perhaps, yes, I can’t say. I should rather
think an evil-doer—a maoufatan.”

The Abbé Vilbois laughed at this Provencgal
~word, which signified a malefactor and a tramp,
for he knew of Marguerite’s timid disposition;
whenever she stayed 1n the Ioﬁely bastide, she
would imagine all day long, and above all at
night, that they were going t> be murdered.

He gave some coppers. to the fisherman, who
went off; ana then, having retained all the care-
ful habits and customs of his previous life, he
was saying: ‘‘I will go and wash my face and
hand,”’ whea Marguerite from the kitchen, where
she was already scraping the fish, whose scales
came off a little besmeared with blood, like
infinitesimal silver sequins, called out:

““Look—here he is.”

The Abbé turned to look along the road, and
saw a man, who appeared in the distance to be
very poorly clad, coming slowly towards the house.

He waited, still smiling over his servant’s terror;
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26 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

and thinking:_ ‘‘Really, I lelieve she is right,
he certainly looks like a maoufatan.”

The stranger came near, without hurrying
himself, with his hands in his pockets and his
eyes on the priest. He was young, with along,
fair curly beard; locks of hair waved about under
his soff felt hat dirty and knocked about that
no one would have been able to guess its original
colour and shape. He wore a long, maroon
overcoat, a pair of trousers frayed at the ankles,
and shoes of plaited grass, called espadrills, which
gave him a soft, suspicious, almost silent gait,
the inaudible step of a prowler, _

When a few strides away from the priest, he
tcok off the ragged felt hat that screened his brow, -
baring to view, with rather a theatrical .air, a
crapulous, worn, good-looking face, a head with
a bald patch on the top, a sign of privation or
precocious debauch, for this man: certainly did
not look more than five-and-twenty.

The priest also took off his hat, feeling
instinctively that this fellow was no ordinary
vagabond, no casual, on labourer‘ out of work,
or habitual criminal on the tramp between two
terms of imprisonment, speaking nothing but the
mysterious slang of the jails.

““Good day, monsieur le curé,’'said the man.
The priest answered simply, ‘‘Good day to you'’
~—not wishing to address this suspiciously ragged
person as ‘‘Monsieur.” They looked at one another
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fixedly, and the abbé Vilbois, under the gaze of
this tramp, felt uneasy and agitated, as though
face to face with' an unknown enem‘y; invaded by
one of those strange anxieties which creep with
shudders through flesh and bloed.

At last the vagabond answered:

““Well, d’ you know me?”’

The priest answered, very astonished:

“‘1? Not in the least: I don’t know in the least.”’

““Ah, not in the least. Take another good
look at me."”’ _

““It's no use by looking at you, I am sure
I've never seen you in my life.”

*‘That’s true enough.’” replied the other,
ironically, “‘but I will show you some one that
you'll know better’”’

He put on his hat again and unbuttoned his
overcoat., His chest was bare underneath. Around
his thin stomach a red belt kept his trousers up
over his hips.

- He took an envelope out of his pocket; one
of those amazing envelopes, stained, marbled
with every possible blotch; one of those envelopes
produced out of the coat linings of wandering
scoundrsls, together with some sort of papers,
either stolen or genuine, the precious upholders
of liberty against any gendarme. HHe drew outa.
photograph,  a carte-de-visite, an old-fashioned
portrait gone yellow, rubbed and much worn,
warmed in the contact with the man’s flesh, and
dimmed by the heat of his body.
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Then, holding it up on a level with his face,
he asked:

“And this one here, do you know- him?”’

The Abbé took two sleps: forward to see it
better, and stood there gr'owin'g' pale, astounded,
for it was his very own portrait given to /Je7 in
the remote time of their love,

He said nothing; not understanding.

The -vagabond repeated:

D’ vou know him—this one?”’

The priest stammered:

‘“Yes, of course.’”’ |

“Who is it?”’

“It's myself.”’

“Is it really you?"

“Of course.™

“Well then, look at us—Ilook at both of us
now: look at your portrait and look at me.,”

He had seen it already, the wretched man.
He had seen that these two beings, the orne on
the card and the o;ag: who grinngd beside it, re~
sembled each other like two brothers; but he did
not &ét‘understand it all, and he faltered,
~ ““What do you want with me in any case?”

Then replied the scoundrel;~in a wicked
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vo.ice: _

““What do I want? Why! First of all [ want
you to recognize me’’

‘““Who ‘are you, then?” |

“*“Who am I? Go and ask anyone Qli the road;
ask your servant: let us go and ask the  mayor
if you like, and show him this, and he will fairly
laugh, I can tell you! Ah! So you don’t want to
acknowledge me for your som, papa curé?"’

Then, the old man, raising up his arms with
a biblical and despairing geéturé, groaned:

“It is not true.”

The young man closed up with him, face to
face.

““Ah, it is not true! Ab, Abbé, there’s an
end fo lying now—do :;rou hear?’’

His face was menacing and his hands clen-
ched, hé spoke with so violent a cénviction, that
the priest, gradually drawing back. was asking
" himself which of the two-at this moment was
mistaken,

However he persisted once more:

"I have never had a child.”

The other retorted:

“Nor yet a mistress, perhaps?’’
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The old man ufttered resolutely one single
word, a proud avowal:

“Yes."

- ‘“And that mistress was not expe:ting a
child when you drove her away?"

Suddenly the old anger of twenty-five years
past, not really stifled, but only immured in the
depths, broke through the vaultings of faith, of
resigned devotion, of ccmplete renunciation which
he had erecled over bis lover’s heart; and, beside .
himsel[, he exclaimed: |

**1 cast her out because she had deceived me
and because she bore the child of another—or else
I should have killed her, monsieur, and you too
at the same time.”’

The young man hesitated, surprised in his
turn by the sincere passion of the priest; then he
replied slowly:

‘““Who told you this story, that it was some-
one else’s child?" ‘

“*She did, she herself, she told me so, defying
me."’

The vagabond, without disputing this asser-
tion, concluded with the indifferent tone of a street
rough, pronouncing a judgment,

““Well, thea, mamma made a little mistake
when she defied you, that’s all.”

Regaining mastery over himself, after this
outburst of fury, the Abbé enquired:
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‘““And who was it told you ‘that you were my
son?”’

‘““She did, when she was dying, monsieur le
curé, And then—this."” |

He held out the little photograph.

The old man took it in his hand; slow'ly, for
a Jong time, with rising anguish, he compared
this unknown prowler with his old likeness, and
he could doubt no longer that this was indeed hisg
own soz_i.

A feeling of distress swept into his soul, an
inexpressibie emotion, unbearably painful, like the
remorse of a former crime. He understood a
little, he could guess the rest. He saw again the
brutal scene of separation. It bad been in order
~ to save her own life, threatened by the ou.traged
man, that the woman, the false and perfidious .
woman, had thrown out that lie at him.  And
the lie had been successful. A son had been born
to him, had grown up, had become this mean
sireet runner, who exhaled the scent of vice as
a he-goat exhales odour.

He murmured:

“Will you come a few steps wth me, so that
we may have some further talk about this?" °

The other chuckled.

““Of course, parbleu! That's just I came here
for.” :

They started off together, side by side, along,
the field of olives. The sun had disappeared. The
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exceeding freshness of a southern twilight spread
a cold invisible mantle over the country, The
Abb€ shivered, and suddenly lifting his eyes
with the customary movement of an officiating
minister, he perceived all around him, trembling
in the sky, the little grayish leafage of the sacred
tree which had sheltered in its frail shadow the
greatest sorrow, the one moment of Christ’s
weakness.

A short and desperate prayer rose up to his
lips, formed by that internal wvoice, which does
not pass at all through the mouth, and by which
believers implore the Saviour: ‘‘My God, help me."”

Then turning towards his son:

“‘Co-you say your mother is dead?”

A fresh grief awoke in him while uttering the
words, ‘‘your mother is dead,'’ and gripped his
heart; a strange misery of the flesh which has
never done with remembering, and a cruel echo
of the torture that he had passed through: but
st1ll more, perhaps, now that she was gone, a re-
vival of that short, delicious happiness of youth

whereof nothing remained but the wound of her
'recollec.:ti'on.
The young man replied:
**Yes, monsieur le cure, my mother is dead."
““A long time ago?"
“‘Yes, these three years. already.”
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Another doubt occurred to the priest,

““IHow is it you have not come to see me
beforé this?"

The other hesitated.

“I couldn’t. I have had hindrances, .., But
pardon my interrupting these disclosures which
I will go into later as minutely as you please,
in order just {o mention that I have eaten nothing
since yesterday moroing.”’

A sudden feeling of pity quite moved the old
man, and holding out both his hands hastily:

““Oh, my poor child,’’ he said.

The young man received his Jarge, stretched-
out hands, which grasped his more slender, warm
and feverish ﬁngers.l |

Then he answeied with that chaffing sneer
.which "hardly ever left his lips:

““Well, really! I begin to. think we shall
understand one another after all.”

The priest walked briskly,

‘““Let us go and dine.”

He thought suddenly, with a little feeling of
pieasure, odd and confused, of the fine fish that
he had caught, which, together with boiled
fowl, would make a good meal for his miserable
child, |
_ The Arlesienne, restless and already grumb-
ling was waiting at the door.

““Marguerite,”’ called the Abbe, ‘‘clear the
table and carry it into the sitting room. Quickly,
guickly, and set two’ places quickly.”
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The‘servan.t was scared at the thoughtof her
master's going to dine with his good-for-nothing,

Then the Abbe Vilbois himself commenced
to clear away and to transfer the table, laid out
for him alone, into the only room on the ground
floor.

Five minutes later he was seated opposite the
vagabond, before a tureen full of cabbage soup,
from which a little cloud of steam rose up be-

tween both their {aces.
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111,

When {he plates. had been filled, the vaga-
bond began to swallow his soup eagerly in rapid
spoonfuls. The Abbé was no longer hungry, and
he sipped the savoury cabbage soup slowly, leaving
the bread at bottom of his plate.

Suddenly he asked:

“How do you call yourseli?”’

The man laughed with the satisfaction of
appeased hunger.

“‘Father unknown,’’ said he. ‘‘No other sur-
name than my mother’s, which you probably have
not forgotten. Hence I've {wo Christian names,
which, by-tke-by, are hardly suitable: ‘Philip
Auguste.” ”’

The AbLé, turned pale, and asked with a
lump 1n his throat:

“Why did théy give you those names?"

The vagabond shrugged his shoulders. ‘'You
can easily guess. After you had gone, mother
wished {0 make your rival believe that 1 was his,
and he did believe it until I was about fifteen,
But at the time I commenced to resemble you
too much. And he disowned me, the scoundrel.
You see [ have been given two Christian names,
Philippe-Auguste, and if I had happened not to
resemble anyone in particular, or to have been

H
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simply the son of third rascal, who had never
shown up, I should call myself toda'y Vicomtie Phi-
lippe Auguste de Pravallon, the lately recognized
son of the count of that name, the Senator. As
for me, I have christened myself ‘Ill-starred.’”

““How do you know all that?”

“‘Because they had it out before me, parbleu!
—rowing each other likeanything. You may guess.
Ah, that’s the sort of thing to open your eyes."

Something more painful and more torment-
ing. than all he had endured and suffered for the
last half-hour oppressed the priest, It created in
him a feeling of suffocation, which would grow
and would end by killing him; and this came not
so much from the things that he heard as from
the way in which they were said, and {rom the
vile expression of the rascal that underlined their
meaning, Between this man and himself, between
his son and himself, he was beginning to perceive
the depths of moral turpitude, like a foul sewer,
which acts like fatal poison on certain souls. |

Was this a son of his own_? He could not
believe it. He wished {or all the proofs, all of
them; to learn everything, to hear everything, to
listen everything, to suffer everything. He thought
again of the olive trees that surrounded his little
bastide, and murmured for the second time:
““Ob, My God, help nie.”

Philippe Auguste bad finished his soup., He
asked: ‘‘Isn’t there anything more to eat, Abbé?

The kitchen was outside the house, in an
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adjoining building, and as Marguerite could not
hear her master’s voice so far, he would call her
hy striking a Chiness gong, which hung on the
wall behind him.

He took up the stick with a leather head and
struck the flat disc of metal several times. A
feeble ringing sound came forth at first, then,
growing louder, became an accentuated, vibrating
piercing, over-powering, ear-splitting uproar—-the
horrible plaiat of beaten brass. '

The servant appeared. She had a sour expres-
sion, and she cast furious glances at the maou-
fatan, as if she had a presentiment with her
faithful, doglike ianstiuct, of the drama that had
fallen on her master. In her hands she carried
the grilled loup, from which wafted up a savoury
odour of melted butter., The Abbé dividzd the
fish from end to end with a spoon, and oftered
the fillet out of the back tothe child of his youth:

“I caught it myself a little whil: ago,’” he
said, with the remains of ptide that welled upin
his distress.

Marguerite- did not go away.

“‘Bring some wine—the best, the white wine
of Cap Corse.”

She made almost a gesture of revolt, and he
had {o repeat ssverely.

““Go along: two bottles.” For, when he
offered some wine to anyone, a rare pleasure to
him, he always allowed himself a bottle ot it.

Philippe Auguste, beaming, murwmured:
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‘“That's prime, It's a long time since I have
had a meal like this."

The servant came back in two minutes. They
had seemed long to the Abbé, like eternity. for
a desire to know everyihing was now bulrning in
his blcod, éonsuming it as with an infernal flame.

The bottles had besn uncorked, but the
servant stayed there with her eyes oun the man,

“You may leave us,” the priest said.

She pretended not to hes{r.

He repeated almost roughly:

““I have told you to leave us alone.”

Then she went off.
Philippe Auguste devoured the fish with

voracious haste; his father watched him, more and
motre surprised and tormented by all the vileness
he discovered in this face which resembled his
own so mﬁch. The little morsels that the Abbé
lifted to his lips, thatrhis parched throat refused‘
to swallow, remained in his mouth, and he mas-
ticated them a long time, while he sought amonést
all the questions that came intol his mind, the

one which he wished to be first answered.
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He ended by murmuring:

““What did she die of?”

““The lungs.”

‘““Was she ill for a long time?”

‘“‘About eighteen months.”

““What did it come from?”

““Nobody knows.”

They became silent. The Abb& was pond-

ering. So many things that.he might have wished
to know before depressed him, for since the day
of parting, since the day when he had almost
killed her, he had heard nothing whatever about
her. Certainly, he had not wished to ,hear; he
had cast her away resolutely into a pit'of foeget-.
fulness, her and.his days of felicity; but now
she was dead, there had sprung up in him an
ardeat desire to hear. all about her, a jealous
Jonging, almost a lover’s desire.

He went on:

“‘She was not living alone, was she?’’

‘‘No, she was still with him.”

'The old man started,

“'With him, with Pravallon?”
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“Why, vesl" |

And the formerly betrayed man calculated
that this same woman who had deceived him had
‘lived faithfully with his rival for more than thirty
j,*ears.

He stammered almost ‘in spite of himsalf:

““Were they happy together?'

The young man replied, chuckling:

““Oh, yes, with.up and downs, It would
have been all right without me. I always spoilt
everything—1 did.”
| “How, why?” said the priest.

“I have already told you about it. Because
he believed I was his son until I was about
tifteen. But he was not a fool, the old fellow:
he discovered the resemblance quite of his own
accord, and then there were rows.

““As for me, I listened at the keyholes. He
accused mother of having taken him in. Mother
retorted: ‘Is it my fault? You knew very well
when j'ou took me that 1 was someone else’s."”
That someone was you.”

““Ah, then, they spoke of me sometimes?”

““Yes, but they never mentioned you before

me, except at the last, just at the end, in the
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last days, when mother felt herself Jost. They
were carefel enough in that way, anyhow.’

““And you, you soon learnt that your mother’s
position was irregular?’’ '

‘““‘Rather! I'm not a fool, I'm not, and I
never have been. One guesses these things dir-
ectly, as soon as one begins to know the world.”

Philippe Auguste filled himself glass after
+glass, His eves brightened; he was getting drunk
all the quicker for his long fast. The priest
noticing his state, was on the point of interfering,
when it occurred to him that a drunken man wili
chatter without reserve of what is uppermost in
his mind, and, taking the bottle, he filled the
young man's glass again, _

Marguerite brought 1n  the boiled fowl.
Having placed it on the table, she glarad at
the tramp again; then she said to her master
indignantly:

“But look at him, monsieur le cure—he’s
drunk.”

*‘I.eave us in peace,” replied the priest,
‘and go away.”’

She went out, slamming the door,

‘He asked: .

““What did your mother say about me?”’

““Why, just what one always says of a man
one has thrown over; that you were not easy

4

to get on with——worrying to a woman—and would
have.. made her life very difficult with your
ideas.”
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““Did she often say-that?"’

““Yes, sometimes in a roundabout way, so
that I should not undarstand, but I guessed
everything all the same.”

““And you, how did they treat you in that
house?”’

““Me? Very well at first, and afterwards very
badly. When mother saw that I was spoiling
her game, she kicked me out.”

“How was that?"’

““How was that? Very simple. I had played
a few pranks when I was about sixteen, and then
those heartless swine pul me into a reformatory,
to get rid of me."”

He propped his elbows on the table,” rested
his two chesks between his bhands, and, quite
inebriated, the balance of his mind npset by the
wine, he was suddenly seized with one of those
irresistible impulses to talk of him-elf, which
make drunkards ramble into the most fantastic
bragging speeches. o

He smiled prettily, with feminine grace in
the curl of the lip, a perverse gr:ice, well known
to the priest. Not onlv did he recognize it, but
he felt the hateful and endeariny charm that had
conquered him and had ruined his life in the past.
It was the mother that the child most resembled
now; he resembled her not so much 1n feature as
in the captivating and false expression of his
face, and above all, by the seduction of the
deceitful smiling lips, which seemed to open the
door to all the infamy inside.

Philippe Auguste related:

‘““Ah! Ah! Ah! T have had a life of it, I

have, since the reformatory; a [unny life, for
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which a big novelist would give a tidy price,
I can tell you! Really Pere Dumas, in his Monte
Cristo, has found nothing more extravagant than
what I've passed through.’

He became silent, with the philosophical

gravity of a drunken man who is reflecting; then,
slowly: '
““When one wishes a boy to turn out well,
one should never send him into a reformatory,
whatever he may have done, bzcause of what he
learns in there, [ had played a good joke, I
had, but it turned out badly. As I was {ooling
about with three chums, all of us a little tight,
one evening towards nine o'clock, on the high-
road, near the ford across the Folac, I came
across a trap full of people, all asleep.” There
was the driver aad his family, and they were
some people from Martinon retuining from a
dinner in town. I took hold of the horse by the
bridle, I led him quietly down into the ferry boat,
and then I shoved the whole thing infto the mid-
~dle of the river. 7That made some noise: the chap
‘who was driving wakes up, the night was dark,
he sees nothing and whips up his gee-gee. Then
the old crock starts off with a jump and {umbles
into the river, trap and all. All drowned! My
pals gave me away. They had ‘laughed enough

at first, watching my little joke. Certainly, we
didn’t think it would turn out so badly. "We

wanted to give them nothing more than a bath,
something funny to laugh at,
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““Since that I have done worse things to
revenge mysell for the first, which did not deserve
the reformatory, upon my honour, But it's not
worth while telling you all. 1 will teil you only
the last, because it will please you, I'm sure, I
have vevenged you, papa.”’

The Abbé looked at his son with terrified
eyes, and he ate nothing more,

Philippe Augusie was ready to go on,

**No,” said the priest, ‘‘not just now—presen-
tly.”’

Turning round, he beat the strident gong and
made it cry out,

Marguerite entered immediately, _

Her master gave his orders in such a harsh
voice, that she bent her head submissive anl
alarmed.

““Bring us the lamp and all that you have
still to put on the table, then you need not come
in again until you hear the gong.”’

- She went awav, came back and pnt on the
cloth a white porcelain lamp, covered with a green
shade, a big piece of cheese, some fruit, and

then left them.

The Abbé said resolutely:

“Now, I am ready to listen to you.”

Philippe Auguste calmly filled his dessert
plate and poured some wine into his glass. The
second bottle was nearly empty, although the
curd had drunk nothing at all,
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The young man commzanced again, stammer-
ing, his utterance made thick with food and
drunkenness.

‘““The last, here it is. It’s a good one: I
had returned home,......and I stayed there in
spite of them, hecause they were® afraid of
‘me......afraid of me......Ah! I’'mnot a person
to be put upon......I’m capable of anything
when I’'m rou-ed......you know......they lived
«es.o.not fouther, He had two houses—he had
the house of a senator and the house of a lover.
But he lived more with mother than alone, for
he could not get on without hér. Ah......she
was a clever one and a fine one, She knew how
to keep hold of a man, she did. She had him in
her clutches, body and soul, and she kept him

until the end. What fools men are. So, I returrned,
and I made them afraid of me. I know my
way about, I do! When I am put to it, for
malice, craftiness, and streagth, too,' I am up to
any man alive. Well thén, mother fell iil and he
took her to a leautiful estate near the Meulan,
in the_middle of a park-as large as a forest. That
lasted about eighteen months......as I have told

you......Then we saw the end was coming. He
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came from Paris every day, and he grievéd—-
certainly real grief.

‘““T'hen, one morning, thev had been chat-

tering for nearly an hour, and I was asking myself
what they could find to jabber about so long, when
they called me in. And mother said- to me:
' ““* ] am near dying, and there is something
that I want to disclose to you in spite of the
count’s advice." She always called him the count
in speaking of him. ‘It is the name of your father,
who is sfill alive.’

““I had asked her more than ahundred times
....more than a hundred times....my father’s
name....more than a bundred times....and she
had always refused to tell me.

I bLelieve, even, that one day I gave bher
a slap in the face, to make her blurt it out, but
it was no good. And then, in order to get rid
of me, she had told that you had died penniless,
that you were a man of not much account, any-
how-—au error of her youth, a young girl’s mistake,
don’t you see? She went about it so jolly well,
that she took me in completely, took me in with
that story of your death,

““Then she said to me:

““* It is your father’s name.’
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The other, who was seated in an arm chair,

said like this three times:

4 . .
*“ *You are doinp wrong, you are doing wrong,

you are doing wrong, Rosette.’

““Mother sat up in bed, and I see her still,
with her red cheek bones and brilliant eyes; for
she loved me very much, in spite of everything;

and she said to him:
““ “Phen do something for him yourself,
Phlippel’

“In speaking to him, she called him Philippe,
and me she called Augusisie.

““He began to shout like a madman.
“‘For that drunkard, for that scamp, that
liberated convict, that....that....that....’

““And he found as many names for me as
if ke had not tried foranything else all his.‘life.”

‘I was getling angry, too: mother pacified

me, and said to him:

‘““‘You wish him to starve then, for I haven’t,

anything, I haven’t.’
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‘“*He replied, without upsetting himself very
much:
““‘Rossette, I have given you thirty-five
thousand francs a year for thirty years: that makes
more than a million. You have lived with me a
rich woman, a beloved woman, I may say, a
happy woman. I do not owe anything to this
scoundre), who has spoilt our Jast years; and he
shall have nothing from me. It is useless to
insist. Refer him to the other one if you like, I
regret it, but I wash my hands of all this.’

““Then mother turned towards me. I said
to myself: ‘Good....here I am finding out my
father at last....if he has got the tin, I am a
made man....'’

‘‘She continued:

“‘Your father, Baron Vilbois, is now calied
the Abbé€ Vilbois, curé of Garanddu, near Toulon.
He was my lover when 1 left him for this c.)ne.;

““And she told me all, except that she made
a fool of you about her pregnancy. But women,
you know, never can speak the truth.”

He chuckled, letting out unconsciously and

freely all his vileness. He drank again, and,

with his face continually beaming, he continued:
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““Mother died two dave, two days after, We
followed the coffin to the cemetery, he and I,
isn’t it funny....eh?....he and I....and three
servants....that was all. He wept like a cow
. .we were side by side..one would have said the
father and the father’s son.

““T'hen we weat back to the house. Only
we two. I said to myself: ‘I suppcse I must
be off without a sou.,” I had only fifty francs.
What could I do to revenge myself?

“*He touched my arm, and said:
| want to speak to you.’

““I followed him into his study. He sat down
before his desk; then, slobbering and all in tears,
he told me that he did not wish to bhe as disa-
greeable to me as he had told_‘ mother; he begged
me not to worry you..This concerns us, though,
you and me....He offered me a bank uote for
a thousand....a thousand ....a thousand ....
‘What could I do with a thousand francs....I....
a man like me? [ saw that he had more money

in his drawer, a whole lot of, notes. The sight

of all that paper made me itch to stick the
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beast, I streiched out my hand to take the
note he was holding out, but instead of taking
hold of his cursed dole, I spring on him, I
throw him on to tha ground, 1 grasp his throat
until his eves began to start out of his head; then,
when I saw he was pretty near gone, 1 gagged
him, tied him up hand and foot, undressed him
and turned bhim over....Ah....ah....ah....I
revenged you...."

Philippe Auguste coughed, spluttered with
glee, and on his lips, parted with a grin of fero-
cious gaiety, the Abhé Vilbois saw always the
old smile of the woman who had made him lose
his head.

‘““‘And then?” he asked,

“Then....Ah....ah....ah....There was a
big fire in the grate....it was in December...in
the cold weather....that she died....mother....a
large fire of coal....I took the poker....I make
it red hot....and then....I burned some crosses
with it on his back, eight, ten, I don't know how
many.... Wasn't that a lark, eh? papa. That's
the way they used to brand the convicts. He
writhed like an eel....but I had gagged him
well. ...he couldn't shout. Then I took the notes
" ...twelve—with mine that made thirteen (they
brought me no Iuck). And then I-bolted, telling
the servants not to disturb the count until dinner
time, as he was asleep.
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“I really thought he would say nothing for
fear of the scandalt, seeing that he 1s a senator.
I made a mistake. Four days after I was nabbed
in restaurant in Paris. 1 had three years in
chokey. That is why 1 have not Dbeen able tn
come to see you sooner,’’

He drank again, and stammering so that he
could hardly pronounce his words:

“Now....Papa....papa curé!....It's funny
to have a priest for a father! Ah....ah....you
must be nice, very nice with bibi, becaues bibi
is not of the common sort....and bhecause he
played a good joke....is it not true.. C.a good
one....on the oid fellow...."”

The same anger which formerly had8 maddened
the Abbé Vilbois against his treacherous mistress
roused him now against this abominable man.

He, who bad pardoned so wmuch in God’s
name the infamous secrets whispered in the
mystery of the confessional, felt without pity,
without mercy in his'own name, and now he no
Jonger called fo his aid the God of succour and
of pity, for he understood that no piotection,

celestial or earthly, can save those here below upon

“whom fall such misfortunes.
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All the ardour of his passionate heart and
violent blood, extinguished by his sacred office,
awoke with irresistible revolt against this scoun-
drel who was his son, against this resemblance to
himself and also to the mother, the infamous
mother who had formed him like her, and against
the fate which rivetted.this wretch to his paternity
as a cannon ball is rivetted to the foot of a galley
slave.

He saw, he foresaw everything ia the sudden
clearness, awakened by this shock from the twen-
ty-five vears of pious sleep and tranquillity.

Suddenly, convinced that he must speak
strongly to be teared by this malefactor, and to
terrify him from the first, he said, his teeth
clenched in {fury, and no longer thinking ‘of the
man’s drunkenness:

““Now that you have told me all, listen to
me. You shall go away {omorrow morning. I'll
tell you where you are to live. You shall never
leave the place without my permission. I will make
vou an allowance which will be sufficient for your
necessities, but it will be small, because I have
no money. If you disobey me oace, all will be
at an end, and vou’ll have to reckon with me.”’

Although besotted with the wine he had
drunk, Philippe Auguste understood the- threat.

“The criminal in him surged up suddenly. He
spat out words mingled with hiccoughs.

““Ah, papa, you musn’t try it on with me...
You are a curé....l have you....and you will
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have to cave in....you too....like the rest.”

The Abbé started up: and there was twitch-
ing in his muscles of an old Hercules an invincible
impulse to seize this monster, to bend him like
a twig, and to show him that he must yiel;i to
his will.:

He shouted, s‘haking the table \'vith both his
hands against the other’s chest,

““Ahl take care, take care....you'll find that

LE]

I'm not afraid of anyone....
The drunken man, losing his balance, swayed

in his chair. Feeling that he was goiog to fall,
and that he was in the priest’s power, he stretched
out his hand, with a murderous look, towards one
of the knives on the clath., The Abbe Vilbois
saw the movement, and gave a violent push to
the table, overturning his son headlong on to his
back. HMe lay sprawling on the floor. The lamp
rolled over and went out.

For a few second a delicate tinkle of glassas,
ringing against each other, socunded in the
darkness; then there was the thud of a soft body
falling, then nothing more.

With the shattering of the lamp the sudden
night was shed over them—a night so swilt,
unexpected, and profound, that they were amazed
by it, as though by some frightful event. The
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drunken man, cowering against the wall, did not-
move any more; and the priest remainad on his
chair, immersed in the deep gloom which had
swallowed up his anger. This sombre veil cast
over him, arresting his passion, stilled also the
{furious impetuosity of his soul, and other thoug-
hts came to him, as hlack and sad as the darkness.

Silence fell, the heavy silence of a closed
tomb, where nothing seemed to live or breathe
any more. No sound came from outside, no
rumbling of wheels in the distance, no barking
of a dog, no rustle in the branches or along the
walls of a faint breath of wind.

This lasted a long time; a very long time,
perhaps for a whole hour. Then suddenly the
gong rang out! It rang out under a single blow,
hard, sharﬁ, dnd strong, after which came a
strange noise of something falling heavily and
of a chair overturning. '

Marguerite, still on the alert, came running
to the room; but as soon as she had opened the
door she drew back amazed at the impenetrable
darkness within, Then, trembling, with a beating
heart, and in a gasping, low voice, she called out:

““M’sieu I'curé, m’sieu I'curé!”

No one answered, nothing stirred.

“‘Good "Lord, good Lord,” she thought,

‘what have they doﬁe?- What hashappe;led?”-
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She did not dare to advance, she did not
dare to go back .to get a light; a wild impulse

to run away, to escape, and {o shriek out took
hold of her, although she felt her legs tremble as

if she were going to drop.

She repeated: |

““M'sieu l'curé....m’sien lcurd, it's me—
Marguerite.”’

But suddenly, in spite of her fear, an instin-
ctive desire to help here master, and one of those
audacities of women which come to them in heroic
moments, filled her soul with terrified boldness.
She ran to the kitchen and brought her little
lamp. '

he stopped at the door of the room, At
first she observed the vagabond stretched out aga-
inst the wall asleep, or seeming to be asleep, then
the broken lamp, then, under the table, the two
black fest and black stockinged legs ot the Abbé
Vilthois, who, stretched on his back, must have
struck the gong with his head as he fell.

She painted with iright, her hands trembled.
She repeated: '

““My God! my God! what is this?”’

And approaching nearer, slowly, with short
steps, she slipped on something greasy, and very
nearly fell down.

Then, stooping low, she noticed that on the
red floor a liquid equally red was running,
spreading around her feet, and flowing quickly
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“towards the door. Shé guessed thatit was blood!

Nearly out of her mind, she flung away her
light in order not to see any more, and took to
flight; she flew across the dark land towards the
village, stumbling headlong against the trees, with
her eyes fixed on the distant lights of the houses,
and shrieking,as she ran.

Her piercing voice swept out into the night
like the sinister cry of ascreech owl, and it yelled
without ceasing: The maoufatan!....the maou-
fatan!....the maoulfatan!’

When she reached the first houses, a number
of excited men ran out and surrounded her, but
she only struggled amongst them without answer-
ing, for she had very nearly lost her senses,

In the end they understood that there was
something very wrong in the Abbé's bastide out
in the fields,” and snatching up whatever came to
hand, a number of them ran in a body to offer
assistance. '

The little pink-tinted cottage in the middie
of the field of olives had become invisible and
black in the dark and silent night. Ever since
the only light of its bright window had been
extinzuished like an eve that is closed, it had stood
immersed, lost in the darkness, undiscoveraable
for anyone not a native of the place.

Soon some lights appeared running along
close to the ground, amongst the trees. They
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ran over the parched grass with long yellow heams;
and, struck by their wandering flashes, the twisted
branches of the olive {reces showed fitfully like
monsters, like serpents from hell entwined and
writhing, The reflections falling afar brought out
of the darkness something pale and  indistinct at
first; then the low square wall of the little dwel-
ling became pink again in the light of the lanterns,
Some villagers who carried them were escorting
two gendarmes revolvers in hand, the garde-cha-
mpetre, the mayor, and Marguerite, who was being
assisted by some men. She was in a half-fainting
condition, _

Before the door that remained alarmingly
open, there was a moment of hesitation. But the
brigadier seized a lantern, went in first. and was
followed by the others.

The old woman had spoken the truth. The
blood, congealed now, covered the tiles like a
carpet. It had reached the vagabond, where he
lay with one of his feet and one of his hands in
the red pool. ,

The father and the son were both sleeping,
the one with his throat cut, 1n the sleep
everlasting, and the other plunged in a drunkard’s
slumber.

The two gendarmes rushed -upon him, and
before he was well awake he had the handcuffs
on his wrists. He rubbed his eves in besotted
amazement, muddled with the wine; and when
he saw the dead body of the priest, his face took
on an expression of bewildered terror.

““How is it he didn't clear out?'’ the mayor
wondered.



@ & R 89

> W IRAE I AU L - TS EAHERIR > SR >
AR P A TR o TH AR BIIAOECTE > Seok IR R
BEVEAIY] vy ST (RAE B 40 SRR o 5 BRATIRHN AT o
) GGG T SR MAL (7 o ZEAb By — T AR »
BEEA AIERE > ARIBSESH P o B H > 1
A TAT 5 IS HMEL SR B4 > iR AR 3 o

B > JRPUHKIRBEE > PEBIPIN > RAH—%
SEE o YESEUKE BROE > AR —BILE » HokiER » R
NBBEH— A o

BRI o R BHET - A IE YR G
% RHHENRS > WERREH —F— LEA RGP
To

KT ABRUUER ¢ —BE REIRE > RERET
s B SR > 1 AR o

7 BT I 05 7 ERiIssm iR £ » SEPIhi SRR
> PRGN > AATHFE LT F0R > AnBInEI 2SS
WTi > BN - EIREERE > IR R T w5
S > RbRTH b F AT B AR SRR o

PROBAERFER ? ) M B R AT o



90 THE FIELD OF OLIVES

‘““He was too drunk,’’ replied the brigadier.

And they all agreed with him; for the idea
would never have occurred to any one, that,
perhaps, the Abbé Vilbois had taken his own
life.
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