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COLETTE’S MUSIC HALL

(L'envers du Music-Hall)
by Colette
Adapted for recording by Claire Luce

From the translation of Anne-Marie Callimachi
o Read by Claire Luce and Julie Haydon

Introduction: "Colette'" ... Miss Luce and Miss .... We might play a game of piquet.
Haydon.

The manager of our touring company suggests a
Text: Several years ago I had the pleasure of meet- visit to the park. That will give him time for
ing Colette, the writer-with her blazing red hair an aperatif on the sly.
and dozens of Siamese cats leaping about her villa
in the South of France. She gave me an autographed @ @===Z020..... Well, let us visit the park, then.
copy of some of her stories, and ever since I have
been an ardent devotee of her writing. Julie Haydon Now we are outside the station, and the hostile
and I were discussing her one day and thought it might curiousity of this small town escorts us on our
be interesting to record some of her lesser known way....
stories of backstage life in the French music halls -
which appear to be autobiographical. I suppose the The Ingenue complains:
nearest form of entertainment we have that is com-
parable to the music-halls would be vaudeville, '"The towns where we don't perform are always
wouldn't you say Julie ? filled with by-standers!'
Yes - it does seem to have a similar background - --..And so are those where we do!

with its singers and dancers -
We are an ugly lot. ..lacking in humility - pale

And comics and acrobats - from too hard work.
And bicycle acts and animal acts - Trailing over the length and breadth of France,
we have slept in our lamentable outer touring
Well Colette knew them all and wrote about them garments and our crumpled bonnets .... all of
with compassion and humor -- But shall we let her us except...The Duenna...above whose head
speak for herself? waves, pompously, a single ostrich plume.
Today I gaze at that feather as if I had never
THE HALT - Read by Miss Julie Haydon seen it before: it looks fit to adorn a hearse. And
so does the woman beneath it.... she seems rather
(The Duenna read by Miss Claire Luce) out of place...ludicrous in this town where we

don't perform, with her bourbon profile. . .and her
recurrent remark...
SIDE I - THE HALT
....Idon't know why everyone tells me I resemble
-...Here we are at flers! Oh, what a bumpy, Sarah! What do you think!
sluggish train!
A gay little breeze lifts our skirts as we turn a

That's the voice of our dauntless leading lady, corner....

whom we have named, '""The Duenna' ... the "bumpy, v o oI O0 Lsalha)

sluggish train" has just deposited our company of

music hall performers, and abandoned us, yawning The Duenna clutches her hat, and I can see across

and disgruntled. her forehead a carelessly removed line - the trace
of last night's makeup! Why have I not the grace

It's a fine Spring afternoon, the air sharpened by a to look away, when the breeze brings her bloomers

breeze blowing from the East, across a blue sky to the light of day! They are tan-colored and fall

streaked with light cloud and scented with. .. into folds over her high-buttoned boots. No mirage
could distract my attention from the male star's

... Lilac, just bursting into bloom! shirt collar, greyish white, with a thin streak of
'Ochre Foundation' along the neckline. No enchant-

The freshness of the air stings our cheeks, and ment of flowers and leafage could make me overlook

we screw up our eyes like convalescents pre- the comic's pipe - that dear old juicy/pipe;

maturely allowed out.
- ...that horrid old smelly pipe!
We have a two and a half hour wait before the train

that is to take us on. or the cigarette butt stuck to the stage manager
under lip; the purple ribbon, turning black in
. Two and a half hours! What shall we do with the makeup man's button-hole; the character
ourselves..... in this town. .. man's matted beard, ill-dyed and discoloured!

We are all so crudely conspiguous !
[(he Ingenue suggests:

PQ Alas, what made me dawdle in front of that
2805 We can send off pretty picture postcards!' ; mirrored window! Oh, my lustreless hair,
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oh! the shadows under my tired eyes... oh
my pale lips badly in need of a fresh coat of
carmine....

(She looks like a moulting bird!...She looks like
a Governess in distress! Good, Lord - she looks
like an actress on tour...hm...don't we all!)

'"Well, here we are, at the promised park! Oh,
what a deep, shady park...with its avenues of
trees, Oh! Bluebells! Oh -- how can one help
shivering with delight when one's hot fingers
close round the stem of a live flower! Cool
from the shade. .. stiff with new-born vigor!
The sun filtering through the trees is kind to
tired faces, and imposes a relaxed silence.

'Oh Oh Oh Oh, the countryside! Sighs the
Engenue.

Oh if only we could sit down. .. my legs are
pressing into my body!

At the foot of a satin-barked beech tree we take

a rest, inglirious and unattractive strollers.

The men smoke: the women turn their eyes to-
ward a blazing bush of Rhododendrons, the colour
of red hot embers.

'For my part, the country just...drains me!' Says
the comic with an unconcealed yawn. 'Makes me
damned sleepy!'

Yes, but it's a healthy tiredness!' 'Healthy tired-
ness, you make me sweat!'

Slowly, the stage-manager extracts his pipe from
his mouth, spits, then starts quoting:

'A melancholy feeling, not devoid of grandeur
surges. ..

Oh, do shut up!

Take deep, exhaustive breaths, trying... to re-
capture forgotten fragrances. Some elude me,
and I am unable to recall them by name.

None of us laughs

"THmmmmhmmmm-Hmmm-Hmmm !'

The Duenna hums softly to herself, a broken,
soulful little tune. We don't feel at east here:
We are surrounded by too much beauty.

'Oh, a friendly peacock! And behind his fan,
the sky is turning pink! Evening is upon us -
Oh, we must fly!'

'We must hurry! or we shall miss it!'

My companions are by now almost on the run.
....We all know well enough that we shall not
miss our train. But we are fleeing the beau-
tiful garden...its silence...and its peace...

the lovely leisure...the solitude...which we feel
no part of.

....0Oh, we must hurry off to work, work, work
-- to keep warm -- ah, it has been beautiful -
but artists cannot afford remorse - regrets - or
memories -- we must hurry off to work to live -
live - live!

We scurry along, pressed for time, talkative
screeching like chickens, hurrying towards
the illusion of living...living at high speed!

SIDE II - The Child Prodigy

Read by Miss Claire Luce

Did you hear what the soubrette said just now
Madame? ''There are too many children in this
show''! Well - my daughter Lily is very talented
Mme. Much more talented than those other three
little miseries in the company. You know Lily

is already 13? She doesn't look her age, does
she? Nothing could look sweeter than she does,
when she plays the violin in thatwhite baby frock
of hers! Oh the public can soon tell the difference
between real talent like Lily's - and those other
three little miseries. I said to Lily the other day
"Those poor little things - they make a pitiful
sight." "Phooey!'" she said. "'They are dull...
dull-dull-dull!" Oh I know its the competitive
spirit in her that makes her say things like that,
but she does come out with the oddest remarks at
times. I'm telling you this, Madame...You'll
keep it to yourself, won't you -- but I feel a bit

- sad today...we had words just now Lily and I..
(she's gone to the hairdresser to have her curls
set) ...the answered me back and well it was the
way she spoke to me--her mother. I can't say

I bless the man who first put Lily on the stage-
fine man though he is. I used to work for his
wife - embroidering linen. She used to allow
Lily to come and wait for me there on her way
home from school -- and one day, it must be
nearly four years now, the gentleman I was speak-
ing of was on the lookout for a clever child, to
take a little girl's part in one of his plays - and
just for a lark he asked me for my Lily. Well,
suddenly it was settled Mme. My little girl had
them all flabbergasted right from the start with
her poise-her memory - her intonatians -- oh,
she had all that and more! I didn't take it too
seriously at first. But after that play, came
another and then another - and each time I'd say
- well, after this success, Lily will stop acting
and... well everybody got after me Mme. '"You
have no right to stifle a talent like hers!' and so
forth and so on - until I - I hardly dared argue

-- and during all that time, oh - the progress my
little Lily made -- hobnobbing with celebrities --
calling everyone '""Cherie-cherie!' - even the
manager himself - '"cherie! cherie!" Then two
years ago when she found herself out of a job, I
said to myself - I said ""Thank heavens! Now she'll
have a rest and she can spend some of the money -
that she's put by, from the theatre -- Of course I
had to consult her first - that was my duty! And
can you guess what she answered ?

"My poor Louise' she said -- not maman - Louise.
""You must be crackers! she said and I won't
always be eleven - unfortunately. This isn't the
time to go to sleep. There's nothing doing in the
theatre this season - but the music-halls are there-
so I'll just take a fling at the music-halls!" Well -
gifted as she is, it didn't take her long to learn to
sing and dance... so ... well ... its terrible the
language she's picked up backstage -- and her
bossiness! Oh she soon gets the upper hand, I

tell you! Today she argued back at me until - well,
her lah-di-da got on my nerves and for a moment

I saw red - and I said "I'm your mother, I'll have
you know! Supposing I took you by the arm and
stopped you going on with the theatre! She was
busy making up her eyes - she didn't even turn
around. She just - started to laugh. Then she
said "I suppose you'll go on in my place and sing
Chiribiribin' to pay the rent?" (Well - its hard
when one is humiliated by ones own flesh and
blood.) But its not altogether that I feel so badly
about - I'm not sure I can explain what it is...but
there are times when I look at her - and I think -




"you're my little girl...you're only thirteen..."

Shes been four years now in show business. Four
years of rehearsals - and backstage tittle tattle -
and unfair treatment - and rivalry - and jealousy -
the bandleader, whose too late with her cue - or
too early -- well, thats all shes had in her head
or on her lips for the past four years! ... All
these past four years I've never once heard her
talk like a child...(I've never once her call me
"maman''...) I...I never again expect to hear her
talk like a child...like a real child, I mean...

LOLA (Read by Miss Julie Haydon)

From my dressing-room, I could hear, every
night a tap-tap on the iron steps leading up to

the stage. On this night, as always, I opened

my door to watch. ..there was the white donkey,
then, the great dane...then, the beige poodle...
then, two frisky fox terriers...then, two monkeys
in silk, sprinkled with sequins... smelling like an

ill-kept chicken-run)...then, the tiny brown bear...

then the plump viennese lady, in charge of the
minature circus...

But, where was Lola...the white, midget pony...

Ah! There she was! She had waited until the
sound of the laborious ascent had died away...
till the last fox-terrier had whisked its little
rump round the angle of the stairs...and then
she came to visit me. ..pushing my half-open
dressing-room door with her long white, deli-
cate nose.

She was so white that her presence lit up the
sordid room, her neck, her flanks and tail,
bristled with fine silver; her fleecy coat
shone like spun glass. She walked in and
looked up at me with eyes of orange melting
into brown, a colour so rare that it alone

was enough to touch my heart. Her tongue
hung out a little, pink and dry, and she panted
gently. Her eyes pleaded...'"Give me a drink,
please - Give me a drink, though I know its
forbidden. My companions up here are thirsty
too, none of us are allowed to drink before
working time. But you'll give me a drink."

She lapped up the luke-warm water I poured
into an old chipped enameled basin I had first
rinsed out for her. She lapped it with an ele-
gance. And, in front of her, I felt ashamed of
the chipped rim of the basin, of the greasy
walls she took good care to avoid.

While she drank, I looked at her little winglike
ears, at her legs, slender and firm and her
beautiful nails, white as her coat.

Her thirst quenched, she turned away her tapering
muzzle from the basin, and for a little while longer
gazed at me with a look in which I could read noth-

ing but vague anxiety, a sort of animal-prayer.

The footlights heightened the gold in her eyes, and
she answered each crack of the whip with a nervous
grimace, a menacing kind of smile which disclosed

the white of her perfect teeth.

For nearly a month she begged no more of me than

lukewarm water from that chipped basin. On the
twenty-ninth day, sorrowfully, I kissed her silky
forehead, and on the thirtieth...I bought her.
(Joy in heart)

"Beautiful, but not a brain in her head,' the
Viennese lady confided to me and by way of
farewell, she chirped a few austro-hungarian

endearments into Lola's ear, while the pony
stood beside me, gazing straight in front of
her, a hard little look on her face, and squint-
ing slightly. Whereupon I picked up her leash
and walked away, and the long, brittle spindles,
armed with little ivory tips, fell into step be-
hind me.

She escorted rather than followed me, and I held
her chain high, so as not to inflict its weight

on my 'lovely captive princess'. But, would
the ransom I had paid for her make her really
mine ?

Lola did not eat that day, and refused to drink
the fresh water I offered her in a beautiful
white bowl bought specially for her. She lan-
guidly turned her neck, her delicate feverish
nose, toward the old, chipped basin. Out of
this she consented to drink. And then she look-
ed up at me with a twinkle in her luminous eyes,
sparkling with gold like some dazzling liqueur.

'T am not a fettered princess, but a Maaaaaaare!
A genuine Maaaaaare! I'm not responsible for
my too conspicuous beauty!... Is that the sole
reason for your buying me...?

...You call me 'love chained princess!' ...
'fairy steed'...l am only a Mare! with the
heart of a mare! And now you have me...
forever. ..in exchange for those drops of water
poured by your hand every night into this dear,
dear chipped basin!'

SIDE II

Moments of Stress - Read by Miss Luce

From my high perch overlooking the stage, I sit
watching the other acts on the bill, as they come
on - perform - and go off -- to the followed im-
mediatecy by the next - each one trying to arouse
trying to thrill the unseen faces in the darkened
auditorium. There goes the dare-devil-cyclist!
Munched on his bicycle like a snail, swaying as he
pedals to gain momentum on the revolving stage. ..
struggling, as if in the teeth of a gale--slowly at
first - then faster and faster -- until the rimless
tray spinning beneath him now becomes a polish-
ed shimmering disk -- its edges crackling with
electric sparks! A siren maintains a shrill
agonising wail as he pedals wildly against the
oncoming force! I sit here as if frozen, watching
him. My temples throb--the palms of my hands
grow moisthen words, awful words, which I

can't erase from my mind, repeating themselves. .
is it tonight he'll ride to his death?

At last - the dizzy speed slackens to a standstill
-- the siren is silenced -- and the black form
alights with an elastic ease on to the now motion-
less disk. Tonight he is safe! But I still feel -
oppressed. ..

I'd like a breath of fresh air - (I'd like to get
out of the theatre until its time for’the next
show) - but outside, the rain is faliing. sva
depressing, black, desolate rain. Outside there
is only the rain - or my hotel bedroom. A
"hotel bedroom'' for those who travel from one
strange, lonely town to the next -- seeing others
sit down in a small restaurant, before a single
plate-a single glass-faces showing the despair
of loneliness. '

But memories of a past love--flowers--quiet
streams beside green fields...I fear some-




thing tonight! Now a red demon has just sprung
from a trap-door - I can hear the laughs he
raises by his little pointed red beard and forked
eyebrows. As he begins his labors as a contor-
tionist. ..a slow double jointed entanglement of
every limb, knit into an involved, uncanny
pattern. I can see why he hides his features
beneath the mask of a demon from hell - his self-
inflicted tortures are such, that at times he
really does have the face of a man condemned to
everlasting flames - I can hear his frequent little
moans - the moans of a man being slowly crush-
ed to death. Then at last - he uncoils himself
and goes off, limping - his long body half drained
of its strength.

I expand my constricted chest - I can breathe
again. The next act, I hope, will be an inspired
flowery ballet-but no - already flights of blades
are being hurled through the air at lightning
speed by the knife-thrower.

The man seems hardly to move, as a flash of
blue steel darts from his fist, to penetrate a
board within an inch from the temples of a boy
who stands there stiffly - wearing a fixed smile
and who never bats an eyelid. I lower my head
and shudder as each blade flashes by. Suddenly
there's a scream from the audience! I force my-
self to look! Oh! The boy is still there - still
alive -- still smiling! Nothing has happened --
nothing has happened - but the suspension - the
temporary indecision, for an immeasurably short

instant of whatever was hovering over this theatre!

Like a dark, sovereign wing, that did not deign to
descend tonight! That spared the man on the re-
volving table -- spared the tortured neck of the
boy below. Yet, for a split second, it seemed

to poise, capriciously, above that head of the
youthful St. Sebastian, still smiling down there -
his brow haloed with knives. But now, it has
resumed its flight -- that dark wing, whose in-
visible presence oppressed me - and left me
trembling. ..and cold...

Love (Read by Miss Julie Haydon)

As if by mere chance, Marcel, the young tenor,
waits on the landing for the return of the noisy
flock of English show girls.

By apparent 'chance', too, Gloria comes up and
lingers for a moment, time enough to fumble
with awkward grace in a paper bag of lemon-
drops Marcel offers her. She thanks him in the
English manner: 'k you, she says...'k you,
Monsieur.

'"The pleasure is mine!' Marcel politely replies.

Marcel is young, ardent...and Gloria's strange,
foreign manner baffles him. With a French girl,
a little Paris music-hall sparrow, he'd already
know where he stood. Things work, or they
don't. But he simply can't fathom this funny
Anglaise. She may rush off the stage, dishevled
and yelling. . . hastily unhooking her dress. ..
Yet, when she reaches the landing, she pulls
herself together, straightens her face. To ac-
cept the proferred sweet with all the dignity of

a young lady in full evening dress:

'k you, M'sieur! She says in her courteous
reserved English manner.

They don't seem worried at not being able to
talk to one another. ..she now calls him,
Marcel. ..no longer Monsieur -- but too loud
Marcel!

He looks at Gloria with indiscreet persistence..
as if choosing in advance the proper place to
implant a first kiss. . .but, haven't I seen him
kiss other little hands on the sly...little hands
that were not withdrawn...

Once behind the thin walls of the dressing-room,
next to mine - she sings for him, then shouts
his name Marcel! ... as if she were throwing
him flowers...Marcel ... Marcel! In short,
things go well! Even too well. This quasi-
mute idyll unfurls like a stage drama, with no
other music than Gloria's exuberant voice and
no other words but the name 'Marcel' diversi=
fied by loves numberless inflexions. After the
first radiant 'Marcel!' shouted on a slightly
nasal note, I have heard lower, Marcels. ..

provocative: 'Marcel'...and tender... Marcel!'
. ..indignant, too... 'Marcel! and scolding...
Marcel!'...and then, one fine day came a tremu-

lous, 'oh, Marcel!' so low that it sounded like
an entreaty.

But, tonight, I fear I am hearing it for the last
time, for, at the head of the staircase, hover-
ing on its top step, Ifind a forlorn little Gloria,
with a distorted wig, crying humbly all over her
make-up, and repeating under her breath: 'Oh,
Marcel, Marcel, Marcel, Marcel...... $

The Misfit - Read by Miss Claire Luce

The stagehands call her "a choice bit" - but the
Schmetz family - 8 acrobats, their mother,
wives, and young lady friends, never even men-
tion her. Ida and Hector-the duo-dancing team
say ''She brings disgrace on the house. " Jady,
the diseuse from Montmartre, makes use of her
penetrating voice upon bumping into her to ex-
claim - "Who does she think she is!" and re-
ceives in reply an imperious flash of a white
ermine stole. To the public, the lady was billed
as La Roussalka, but to the backstage personnel
she was named on the spot 'Poison Ivy'. Within
the span of a mere 6 days, the unhappy staff of
the Elysee-Pigalle were at their wits end, de-
ploring her presence. "Dancer? Singer? Pah!
She displaces air, that's all" the comic assured
everyone. ''She dances with her hands''! Hands
- arms-hips - eyes - eyebrows - hair - every-
thing but her feet. Her feet, being unskilled,

did not quite know what they were doing. What
saved the day was her cocksure flamboyance!
"I,a Roussalka sang Russian songs. She also
danced the Jota-the Sevilliana - and the Tango. ..
all executed with what she believed to be a
'frenchified flavour'. She chose to rehearse in
a carefully selected gown and hat and with hands
in muff, she indicated the tempo to the orchestra
leader with discreet little jerks of her posterior
stopping everything abruptly to shout - that's

not it! That's not it!" then stamping and scream-
ing "Brutes' to the members of the band. Mutter
Schmetz who sat mending her sons tights in the
corner could hardly be kept in her seat. "That,
an artist? that, a tanzer? Ach! Sheis a
nossings''! But La Roussalkablithely continued
on-cursing the electrician, demanding a blue
flud on her entrance - a red spotlite on her exit,
among other things - until the poor man shouted
back "We've used up every color Madame! Would
you like a black spot now.

"I've played all the big hogses in Europe'' she
yelled - and I've never seen a rat-hole so dis-
gracefully run!" She had a way of rolling her
r's as if she were chucking a handful of pebbles
straight in your face. During the rehearsal,




one saw nothing but L.a Roussalka - and heard
nothing but La Roussalka in the evening, how-
ever, it was discovered that there was someone
else. Opposite La Roussalka, who was ablaze with
purple spangles and imitation topazes, danced a
soft, fair-haired child - graceful light as air.
"This is my sister'' La Roussalka declared,
though no one had asked for enlightenment. And
whether sister, poor relation - or a little dancer
hired for a pittance, no one knew, or cared. She
appeared to be dancing in her sleep - docile as a
lamb, with huge vacant brown eyes. At the end
of her number, she rested for a moment against
a flat-mouth agape - panting, then quietly went
down to her celler dressing-room - while La
Roussalka went into her tango and back in the
wings she hardly gave herself time to draw breath
before starting in to talk-talk-talk - with all the
abandon of an artiste born in Russia. Turning to
Mutter Schmetz in her corner she was met with

a volley of '"Jajaja' as stinging as smacks in the
face, as she revealed her personal history. "My
family -- my native land -- I am a Russian - you
know - I speak 14 languages, like all my compa-
triots. I have bought myself 6000 francs worth

of stage costumes for this wretched little theatre
- but that is nothing - You should see, my dears,
all the town clothes I have! Money means nothing
to me -- my father holds the most important job
in Moscow! I cannot tell anyone my real name.
He is married you know - only he is not married
to my mother. ..Oh but he gives me everything...
and I give it to my sister! You have seen the
good for nothing - All I can say for her is that she
is pure! None of you saw me last year in Berlin
no? Ah, that is where you should have seen me.
A 32 thousand francs act my dears - with the black-
gurd, Castillo, the dance. And do you know, he
robbed me - yes! On my word of honor, he stole
from me. But once across the Russian border -
I told my father everything - and Castillo was judged.
In Russian we show no mercy to thieves. He was
jugged - like deis!" She went through the motions
of turning a key in its lock-and her purple-lidded
eyes sparkled with cruelty. Then - played out

- she went down to her dressing room where she
relieved her nervous tension by giving her sister
a few good clouts on the ear, which resounded so
loudly they could be heard up on the stage. Mutter
Schmetz, outraged, spoke of ""complaining to the
bolice'.

By what noxious flames was this fiend of a woman
consumed? Before the week was out, she had
hurled a slipper at the bandleaders head - referred
to the theatre manager, in his presence, as a
"pimp" - accused the dresser of stealing her jewel-
ery...gone was the happy atmosphere backstage at
the Elysee-Pigal. Poison Ivy had left her mark on
everything. The comic could not tolerate her un-
warrantable success - the way she glittered among
the mended tights and smoke-blackened scenery.
Ida, of the dancing duo complained "When I leave
the stage, you know - when I carry Hector off,
standing on my hands - and I catch sight of Poison
Ivy sniggering at the two of us in the wings - well,
it wouldn't take much for me to drop Hector plonk
on her head!"

Nobody bothered anymore about ''the Misfit' (which
was the name they gave the little blonde sister) -
who never uttered a word - never was seen to smile
- and danced like a sleepwalker, between one sting-
ing blow and the next. She was met with in the
corridor, her shoulders weighed down by a slop
pail -or a pitcher full of water - shuffling along in
bedraggled old slippers - her petticoats trailing
behind her - then after the show La Roussalka
rigged her out in a loosely belted dress, much too

voluminous for her little flatchested figure - and a
hat that came halfway down her back - and whisked
her off to the night haunts of Montmartre. There
she sat her, docile and half asleep, with cocktails
in front of her - the which La Roussalka herself
drank then started on her personal history to the
amusement - and amazement - of chance friends -
or strangers.

""My father is the most influential man in Moscow!
I am a Russian you know! I speak 14 languages,
like all my compatriots - but you know the
Russians are all - liars! Oh I myself never lie

- I do not have to! I have sailed twice around the
world in a princely yacht. My jewels - ah, my
jewels - they are in Moscow you know - my family
forbids me to wear them on the stage - because of
the ducal coronets, you know. ..

The little sister jumps like a startled fawn when
one of the friends tried to put his arm around her.
Her action again unlooses the rage of La Roussalka.
""Wake up! Where do you think you are? Look at
her there - falling asleep - that good for nothing!
This table could not hold the money I have spent on
her! And all day long - all night long - she will do
nothing - nothing - nothing!

The slapped child never batts an eyelid. Of what
escape was she dreaming behind her mysteriously
vacant huge brown eyes? Tonight she is feeling

the heat like the rest of Paris even more than the
others because she has eaten almost nothing. The
mere thought of dinner here makes her feel sick.
She has quite made up her mind to walk home alone,
to Coulaincourt, on the outter side of the bridge,
where her scorching, small room awaits her - at
the very top of a boarding house, overlooking the
Montmartre ceretary. Thin walls keep the heat

all night long - and whatever breeze there is brings
factory smoke with it. It is not a room to live in

- much less sleep in - but Misfit has bought herself
a half pound of plums and these she will eat all
alone in her chemise, beside the open window. This
is her one luxury. And she has a little game she
plays. She squeezes the plum-stone between her
thumb and finger to see how far she can shoot it --
even as far as the cemetery. And when, in the
silence of dawn - she hears a musical ping - as

the plumstone strikes against an iron crucifix -

she smiles happily and cries to the world below.
"I've won! Everybody! I've won! "...but every-
body in the world below is sleeping...a deep-un-
hearing, sleep.




